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ORAFTEBI 

Of Joe Yance'a Father and his unfoitnnate habits. How he qaanelled with a 
Sweep who oonld bntt ; and snffered thereby. How Joe concealed this cir> 
cnmstanoe from his Mother. 

Hy Father and Mother bever could come to a clear understand* 
about what had disagreed with my Father the day he lost his 

I ”** on at Fothergill’s. 

Father thought it was the sausage and mashed potatoes he 
ir lunch at the Bose and Crown, at fourpence, and as much 
rd and pepper as you liked. My Mother thought it was the 

re was something to be said for my Mother’s view, on the 
)f quantity. 

■erything,” she said, “I bring to figures, and my Aunt 
eth Hannah taught me to it.” And sure enough figures did 
hat my Father, who had a shilling and threepence in his. 
when he left home at six-thirty in the morning, must havl* 
aightpence on beer, or lost some of it. — ^Because, if we allow 
ly for the ’bus, and twopence for a ’arf an ounce of barker 
he bought (I do not like to give his exact words) at a 
onist’s with a hssmorrhage on his way home, there’s the 
)f two quarts of four ale left, put it how you may . — “ And 
rather always had a weak head,” said my Mother in after 
in the many times over she told me the story, 
how, something must have disagreed with him, or he 
I’t have called Mr. Wotherspoon, tte head clerk at Fother- 
nn old herring-gut when he told him to put his trolley some- 
else, and not leave it stood in the orfice door. 

" Of course it wasn’t a civil remark, in ^the manner of qieak- 
S,” said my Mother, “ but your Father, my dear, was that sim- 
' B and bimourable himself he never had a suspicion of guile.— 
id well did Mr. Wotherspoon deserve the epithet if my ^lief 
, .true (and I shvU.hold it to my dying day) that the old man 
^ sie^tsd def^fness dl tbow years to one day oatdi your 
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Father out. For I need ’ardly say to you, my dear, ftat the 
mark was a outside remark, as the sayin’ is, and not intendk[ te 
reach its audience.” ^ 

If my recollection of my Father’s conversation isn’t coloured 
by subsequent experience of hoarse men in taprooms, resemblin^r 
his personal friends at this date in their accent and the bias of 
their philosophy, Mr, Wotherspoon must have taken a good deal 
of unnecessary trouble to procure a conviction. Indeed, I re- 
member my Mother saying once that the strength of language 
was proverbial, and that Vance was no exception to the rule, and 
not to be expected. My Mother’s way of putting things may 
have been inconsequent, but then, one never had the slightest 
doubt of what she meant. 

Anyhow, my Father’s outside remarks frequently reached their 
audience, and laid him open to martyrdom in the cause of free 
speech many times before the incident recorded — ^my Mother’s 
version of which was probably authentic; although she must have 
had some of it on hearsay. 

^‘I decline to repeat his language,” said Mr. Wotherspoon to 
Mr. Fothergill, but it was not respectful, and I should say he 
deserved the sack.” 

‘‘ Give him his screw and put on another warehouseman,” said 
Mr, Fothergill, So my Father had to accept the sack on the 
Saturday following. 

^ I was a small boy of seven at this time, but I must have been 
^observant, from the vividness of my recollection of the events of 
that Saturday afternoon. My young mind, catching its impres- 
sions from my Mother’s way of looking at the situation, and 
supported by the cheerfulness (which may have been partly artifi- 
cial) with which my Father accepted the sack, drew the inference 
that my Father had .dismissed Fothergill’s, and was now open to 
all kinds of preferment which his late employers’ malice had 
hitherto prevented reaching him. This coloured our conversation 
as we walked along the main road towards London after the family 
dinner, I accompanied him on the pretext that I was competent 
and willing to prevent his taking more than a pint at the Roe- 
buck. 

Could you lick three men?” I said, breaking silence dis- 
connectedly. 

"Could I lick free men?” repeated my Father after me. "La 
course I could I Who’s to prevent me, young ’un, hay?” 

I was silent and counted sixteen paving stones Wore I return<^ 
to the charge. I couldn’t coimt seventeen as it was a. andde^ ' 
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iiitrodtietion of a mvf metre, &o to speaks into the counting* So 
I jrcQuzned my enquiries. 

^ Oould you lick three men if two of ^em was policemen i ” 

That’s accordin’ to who the other might be,” said my Father 
after reflection^ which convinced my simplicity that he was re- 
plying in good faith. 

Oould you lick three men if one of them was Mr. Fothergill 
and two of ’em was p’licemen?” This was a home-tlirust, and 
my Father’s prompt counter-stroke showed that he appreciated 
the connection with the recent conversation at dinner. 

'^If one of ’em was Mr. Fothergill I could lick six, and if 
two of ’em was Mr. Fothergill and Mr. Wotherspoon I could lick 
twelve.” 

I accepted this as meaning that the intense insigniflcance of 
the two would act as a drawback on the effectiveness of the police 
force; and I believe now that my Father intended this, and did 
not refer to any stimulus to his prowess which the sight of 
his recent employers might occasion. But I felt explanation 
was necessary, and sought for it in my Father’s remarks at 
dinner. 

Is that because you expected a beggar to be an angel ? ” was 
my next question. For my Father had stopped my Mother in 
jome too lenient view of Mr, Wothorspoon’s conduct with An 
dd herring-gut like that has no call to expect a poor beggar to 

S a angel,” and this had been a little beyond my comprehension. , 
"What’s the young nipper a-driving at?” said my parent. "I 
11 you what, young man, if young beginners are going to ask 
jestions as if they was blooming grandmothers, we shall never 
I to this here public house.” 

BThis one ain’t the Boebuck,” said I, as my Father pushed 
I through a swing door into a sound of bad men and a smell 
m worse beer. 

B " No, it ain’t, and I ain’t a-p)ing to it. If I goes to the Boe- 
Sude I ain’t at liberl^i accordin’ to my ideas of honour, to take 
Idore than a pint. I want p’r’aps a pint and a ’arf, and I comes 
n Imre. — Quart o’ four ale, Miss! ” 

[_The equivocation did not seem wrong to my infant mind; in 
it impressed me as doing my Father credit, and made me 
resolve to try to be equally hono^abla But Ihe ordering of the 
quart brought a doubt into my face, to which my Father yielded 
ah explanation. 

/ ® young nipper, and three ’arf-pints for 

Mth^tiol What the nip]^ don’t drink of 



4 ' y,. V ' ' 

Mb t drbks. for £[ia Btik»'^ hA get dmuk, 

which at aeVen is vice/^ ^ 

The nij>per didnH drink much of the half*pint, fortunidely for ' 
bixiif and his Father performed the act of altruism imposed on 
him. Having done so^ his attention appeared to be attracted by 
something inside the pewter. 

" Strike me blind,” said he, " if there ain't a bloody little hin- 
seck at the bottom of the pot! ” * 

There was, apparently, and he fell out with a heeltap of beer 
on the metal counter, out of my sight. 

^*Pick me up. Daddy,” said L ‘*For to see the hinseck,” I 
added by way of explanation. 1 can remember now exactly how 
my Father’s hand felt as he grasped me by the trousers and lifted 
me up, and the sound of his question. What do young sucking 
bantams want with insects ? ” 

He’ll be for crockin’ him,” said a Sweep with inflamed eye- 
lids. Crock him, yoong ’un, with your finger nail.” 

But my Father, who was getting towards the quarrelsome stage 
of beer, interposed upon the suggestion, not from any human- 
itarian motives, but in order to contradict the Sweep. 

^^This here hinseck,” he said, ^^come out of my beer, wot 1 
paid for, square. Consequent this here hinseck I account as 
my hinseck — and this here son of mine has been too well educated, 
though young, to presoom to crock this here hinseck unless I give 
leave.— Hay, young ’un? Or for that matter,” added my parent 
with a sudden aggressive ailargement of his claim— "any one 
else.” 

"Any one else, wot?” said the Sweep. 

My Father, instead of answering, addressed himself over the 
bar to the young lady thereof, as an umpire secure from intimida- 
tion behind a fortress of brass and pewter. . 

"I ask you. Miss,” said he, "have I said or have I not said 
clear and plain, that I regard this here hinseck- aiJbeWging? 
And have I said or have I not said, equally clear and pj^n, that 
if any man (or for that matter any other) was to presooin^l^ro^ 
this hinseck on this here counter, I would fetch Mm a 
over the mouth?” ^ 

The young woman^ was filling one pot alternately at two 
and had taken too little from tap number one. So she ha^ Jb 
exercise great discretion in stepping tap nxxmher two at the 
moment. When she had done this, she referred again to 

* I sm «ony my father made nae of this otfensiTe edjeetiTe ; hat m he 
em^distttietty t«o^leotit,lfeelfMmiidtOrseerdll. 
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todc ^liie opiN^rttnuty to lepfy to my Fatheh ' ^ 

Oan’t say I heard any aucdi expression* Fourpence,” the last 
Vp»d referring to the transaction in hand. 

Ai^how you put it,*^ said the Sweep, “ Fd crock him myself 
for ai farden.’^ 

Aiul without waiting for any security of paymmt, he did it 
straightway, over my shoulder. 

1 glanced around to see the effect of the smadc. It had fol* 
lowed the provocation so quickly that the Sweep’s hand was not 
back in time to atop it. 

^^All outside. Nothing in here. Nor yet in the street.” 
Thus far the lady of the beer-handles— I was close to her; so I 
heard her voice above the tumult of awakened partisanship 
which filled the bar the moment after the smack. I heard that, 
and I noted with some disappointment that the smack had not 
been over the Sweep’s mouth. It was the first time I had ever 
had a doubt of my Father’s infallibility. 

Right you are. Miss .” — *^Qit ’em outside.” — ^‘'Git ’em roimd 
the Rents and down the lane.”— Git ’em round the bark o’ Chep- 
stow’s, and across.” — ^‘^Git ’em along the Gas-gardens— land to 
let on building lease— that ’ll do, shove along— land to let on 
building lease. If a copper don’t spot you, you’ll ’ave it quiet 
enough for ’arf an hour. Git your man out; we’ll git ours.” 

Don’t let the child go after them,” said the bar lady. — ^But the 
child had slipped down off the bar, and the only person left to 
stop him was too drunk to take instructions — ^had he not been 
so, he would have been sober enough to follow the rabble. The 
ehild was outside the swing door just in time to see the tail of 
the crowd turn a comer and disappear. But he could have fol- 
, lowed even guided only by the scattered pursuing units that 
came from far behind him, endowed with a mysterious knowledge 
(acquired Heaven knows how) that there was a fight, and that it 
. would be to be found (if not too late) acrost the Gas-gardens on 
aoi^e land with a bocird up— and that you were on no account to 
turn round by the eel shop, but follow on. This came hoarsely 
from one swift of foot as he passed a man with a wooden leg, 
who said sadly, T’other side Chepstow’s. It ’ll be done afore I 
gets there.” He added that he was by nature unfoiiunate, 
: tod ms always a-missixig of every tl^^ 

r ^So I fust gives in, I does,” said, he. "What’s the young 
roaring aboutt ^Ifa moy Faib^l— It’s moy Fath^f 
yow 
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hi9 Fatter wbat^a a-goin’ to ^ht,^ atrudk in another 
rnimer,„.Bpeaking rapidly. ^*116*8 a-goin’ for to figtt Mr. Gnnn, 
the buttin’ Sweep, down the Bents and beyont the Piannerf orty J 
works, and you better look sharp if you want for to see anythink.” , 

How on earth these particulars had been acquired I cannot 
ima^e, but they revived the failing energies of the wooden leg 
in a miraculous way. The owner forgot my howls in his intensi* 
fied interest, and resolving to try it on anyhow,” stumped away. 

I followed on as fast as my small legs would carry me, but 
concealing my despair — ^for a laundress had shown a disposition 
towards commiseration and I didn’t want to be stopped by benevo- 
lence or any other motive. The stragglers got fewer and farther 
between till they were revived by the new event of a police-con- 
stable, to whom particulars appeared to be needless, as he merely 
said, "Shut up, all on yerl” in reply to volunteered information. 
This last group vanished round a comer, and I panted after it. 
But I was getting frightened of what I might see when I arrived. 

I believe that had my Father really "landed” on the Sweep’s 
mouth I should have gone on confident. But my faith had been 
shaken, and I went slower, wiping my eyes and recovering my 
breath. 

I saw nothing of the fight. I was only in time to see, across 
the canal as I stood near the wooden foot-bridge, a returning 
crowd and a group it left behind. The crowd was returning as 
a cortege of certain Policemen, who had come mysteriously from 
the four quarters of heaven, and were conducting a black object, 
which I could see from the raised platform of the bridge was the 
Sweep who had crocked the insect. I looked for my Father in 
vain.^ Then my eyes went across to the group across the water, 
and in the middle of it distinguished a motionless figure on the 
ground, and I knew it was my Father. 

I had before me a plain issue of Duty, to be done or left un- 
done; and I should be glad to think that in after life I had always 
shown the resolution that I, a midget between seven and eight, 
showed on this occasion. I never hesitated a moment. The 
Sweep had killed my Father, and I could hear his bellowings of 
triumph as he came along, the centre of an admiring audience 
conducted by two Policemen, I cannot repeat them in full, but 
they recorded his conviction that the method he had employ^ (Z, 
h^rd what it was. later) was the correct way to do the daga . 
su<^ a one as his late opponent. The terms he applied to hi^' 
could only be reported if it were certain that their m aa TiiT^g jjjo; 
readers would be as obscure , as thejr then were to'ipe, ' ^ 



did <t66m to tiie to make^ fact ^llai bo 1^ killed ^ Father 
(as X/ib(n)i£bt} ^oiy'ihe woteei. An jd^t was left was to look fb^ 
^ toissUA I saw one with a fragment of Bass’s Bitter ** llabel 
^deft on it, lying against a dead cat by the pathway, a hoirrible 
jagged piece of glass. And in the middle of my recoUection of 
diat unwholesome dream, I see that jagged piece of glass and 
that cat’s head, and the string tight round his throat that had 
strangled it, as clear as Z saw it then. There was a round side to it 
to hold it by, so I was able to close my hand well on it. On came 
the Sweep and the Policemen’s hats (Ihey wore hats in those days), 
and the admiring throng. On they came to the bridge, and the 
tramp on the mud changed resonantly to tramp on the planks. 

** I could lam you two bloody orficers a lesson sim’lar to that 
other ... if I chose to, but—” 

But no one ever knew the reason of Mr. Ounn’s forbearance; for 
his last word merged into a hideous yell as the jagged bottle-end 
pierced his eye. It was by the merest chance that I hit him. Of 
course I had aimed, but what is the aim of a child of seven! 
Anyhow, it went to the right place — ^and the howls and curses of 
its human target bore witness to its arrival. 

I had been concealed behind a scrap of fence at the bridge end 
when I made my shot. But so had two other boys— barefooted 
street Arabs of the sort the Board-Schools have cleared away. 
And these boys seeing instantly that my crime would be ascrib^ 
to them as universal culprits, scapegoats of humanity, exclaimed 
to each other in the same breath, ‘‘Make yer ’ooks. Matey!” — 
and bolted one to the left and one to the right, but keeping within 
whistling and yelling distance. An amiable young Policeman fol- 
lowed at a walk, on a line of pursuit bisecting the angle of the 
two lines of £ight. He caught neither of the fugitives of course, 
but he rejoined the procession at the nearest doctor’s shop, having 
slipped round by another road to avoid humiliation; and Mr. 
Qunn was taken in for provisional treatment at the expense of the 
authorities. 

I was convinced iff Father was killed, and too terrified to wait 
and see the second jprocession that I knew must cross the bridge 
. later on; besides, there was Mother! So I left the crowd gazing 
blankly at two bottles of ^‘show colour,” and one leech, in the 
j^op window; and set out. for home, too heart-^broken and scared 
^ ^en to feel the satisfaedon of revenge. 

" : ‘^Halfway I met t^p Policemen bearing a stretcher. I knew 
/^at was coining ba^ on that Stretcher. 1 had nO need of ihe 
ll^OTUatlon volunteered by another boy^ ratb^ older then I, 
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^ DorUt yon know wiat ab&t ib, yon lidle ^ 8114 iMibtif 
my gaze fixed on it ^^That tbe^^s tim lur W 

beggar on what’s dead. Straight oat iktf Then lie’ll have a 
funeral, he will— corpses, ’earses, plooms, mutes! ”^And be begm4 
a sort of pantomime of solemn obsequies; but as perhaps he 
felt the cast was insufficient, gave it up and danced. 

The whole thing was getting more and more of a nightmare, 
and I was consciously becoming incapable of finding my way 
home. I began calling aloud for my Father to come and help me, 
even while I knew what had happened, and that he could not. 
Then I heard a stumping on the pavement behind me, and recog- 
nized it as the wooden leg of an hour ago. I felt that its owner 
was almost an old friend, especially when he too recognized me. 

"Who’s this here little chap a-hollering for his Father? He’s 
number two, this is. — ^No — ^he ain’t, — ^by gum! It’s the very same 
over again,” and then his voice changed as he added: "Look here, 
old man. I’ll give you a lift. Wipe your eyes. Where do you 
want to go to?” 

" Stallwood’s Cottages, No, 13. It’s the only house, please, that 
hasn’t no name on the door, and it’s next door to Ihe laundry.” 

"There ain’t no such place,” struck in the boy who had called 
me a little ass, and who I really believe was a fiend in human 
form. "Don’t you believe him. He’s a-kidding of yer,” 

But the wooden-legged man seemed to be endowed with insight 
into character; for, merely remarking that he would half mur- 
der the speaker if he* ever laid hands upon him, he swung me on 
his shoulder and' stumped on. The fiend, however, having ac- 
quired a sort of footing in the affair, didn’t mean to be* left behind, 
and pursued us as close as he dared. 

"’Arf murder me if yer like— I give leave! Tou may ’ole 
murder me too if yer like, if yer ever find such a s’elp-ine-Qoard 
place ” 

And more to the same effect. But even the attempt to throw 
the statement into the form of an affidavit did not influence the 
wooden leg, which went steadily on, growing less and less per- 
ceptible to my failing 8ensos> until at last it became a mere 
rhythmic accompaniment to a dream that I forgot as I woke to 
find myself deposited on the pavement, and the voice of my bear^ /■ 
Baying: "Bi^t you are, bid chap! No name on the door, • 
n^ door to the laundry. You gut along in sharp and go to 

.feed.” 

And then in answer to my unspoken question (for woi^,^. 
^otddn’t come), he added; "Never you fret your 



'diwdf io be' , 
wod-byeP 

" :^tod /he whistled Lucy Weal ” and stumped off. 

^ dM not share his confidence about my Father, but he had " 
fleered 3330 up. Had he been altogether fallible, he would have 
'fallen a victim to the misstatements of the funeral boy. And 
him he had simply flouted 1 So I collected^ my courage, and . 
jumped up to the bell-handle, — ^which was a pull-down one, or I 
Couldrft have rung it,— I heard voices inside, and my Mother 
came to the door. 

"Bless my soul, it’s Joe without his Father again! Joseph, 
you let your Father go to the EoebuckI Where is he now? ” 

I was far more afraid of telling the awful truth to my Mother 
than I had been of anything else on that dreadful afternoon, so 
I resolved to give details later on. I had just enough voice in 
me for my Mother, stooping down to my level, to hear me ex- 
onerate the Boebuck, which I could do truthfully. 

" Then if your Father didn’t go to the Boebuck what for are 
you crying? Where did you leave him?” 

I affirmed, truthfully, that I saw him last a-going away with 
several men towards the canal. I added, untruthfully, that I 
had losted my way, and the boys told me wrong, I thought my 
Mother was going to slap me. It would have made my mind 
happier if she had. But she only said, "Dearie me, whoever 
would be a woman I You come along and get to bed and go to 
sleep at once, and no nonsense.” I was very soon wiping my 
eyes on a small dirty nightshirt, and contributing an occasional 
sob to the conversation that went on in the next room. I had 
declined supper, not so much because I did not want it, as to get 
out of sight and cry in the dark. I should now wonder more at 
myself for this, if I had not behaved in the same way fifty times 
lipice; indeed, the sorrow’s crown of sorrows has always been to 
not what the poet sings, but the communication of bad news 
to bappy unsuspicion. I always feel as I then felt; as if it was 
my, fault and I was i-lponsiblel , 

iv^What’s the matter with the child ?’^— Thus the conversation 
3^ oh between my Mother and her neighbour, Mrs. Packles, ; 

Pa<&leses kundjpp^next door, who bad come in to tea and 

' * ' ■ ' 

be hoped nothii^s the mattm* ser’ous, Mrs. Vance.’’ 

Mis, Papldes, Ma’am,” said my Mother, "if I was, to 
(vhM time Van^.i^m^ lete, there’d nev^ be an end. 



10 


JOSEPH VAHOE 


^ It ain’t my best. If you was to spare me tibe toasting 
now your piece is browned^ I wouldn’t spoil the knife^end in the 
fire over mine. Being likewise the butter knife,” ^ 

I was looking for it.” — ^And my Mother began to butter net 
piece (as I could hear by the scraping), but she stopped uneasily 
and came into the bedroom and looked at me. I pretended to be 
asleep. She kissed me, making matters ten times worse; and 1 
sufiFered pangs of conscience, but kept my counsel. She returned 
to the toast, and resumed the conversation. 

‘‘It’s your dress scorching now, Mrs. Packlea— do ’ee double it 
back like I do mine.” 

I heard Mrs. P. accept the suggestion. 

“Vance is that particular about bloaters that I was thinking 
we might wait till he comes? Tea-time, — ^he said. One bloater 
kept back to be done later, has a feeling of discomfort when you 
come in and other folks has finished. Don’t you think so, 
Ma’am?” 

There was the slightest shade of asperity in the question, and 
I read in it that Mrs. Packles had looked unsympathetic. She 
also said something, but I failed to catch it, owing to Mrs. P. 
having a defect in her speech. Like Timour, she had only one 
tooth above and one below; but then they didn’t extend all along 
the gum, like his. However, she had the reputation of being a 
Tartar, and Mr. Packles used to confirm this report in public — 
perhaps 1 should say in publics. What Mrs. Packles had said 
evidently reflected on my Father. 

“No, Ma’am,” said my Mother. “On the contrary, Vance is 
by nature a sober man — ^not like neighbours of his I could name 
whose habits are proverbial, as the sayin’ is. In some cases, as 
you know, Ma’am, the smell of beer is transparent, and in such, 
credit is given undeserved. In others, secrecy throws a veil, even 
I am told in high places, and none suspect. But Vance was ever 
that open nature! However, we will put the bloaters on tjie 
trivet if you say the word.” 

Mrs. Packles couldn’t say the word for the reason I have 
tioned, nor any word distinctly. But I understood that die 
waived defence of Packles against my Mother’s insinuation, in 
consideration of the bloaters. Also that,^to avoid the quicksands 
the conversation had so narrowly escap^ die passed in review 
the condiments or accompaniments to Uoaters sanctioned by 
judges. I heard my Mother’s answer : — 

“ Accordin’ to me, Mrs. Packles, and I am not sing’lar, gin on 
no aocounti OoSee also, thouidk no objection can be lajsedl, if 
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p0imlar in quartets, is, to tbintdug, eoutraiiy to bloaters* 
How to ’ot tea and buttered toast, there eau be no exception.” 

^ felt that 1 was an exception. And how I repented xny rash 
renunciation of supper while under excitement! 1 was gettin^r 
very hungry, and there was no prospect of relief till breakfast, 
unless I cut into the conversation and risked further catechism 
about my afternoon. So I lay still and sucked my nightgown, of 
which I can distinctly recollect the flavour to this day. I only 
wish it had been an accompaniment of bloaters and hot tea and 
toast. Taken alone, nightgown juice is not nutritious. 

Mrs. Packles murmured assent, and was about to enlarge on 
the gratifying topic when she was interrupted by a footstep out- 
side. 

"It's at your house,’^ said my Mother; ‘^somebody is ringing 
the laundry bell.” — ^And Mrs. P. went out to investigate. A dis- 
tant colloquy followed, between a man’s voice and Mrs. Packles’s 
substitute for one; but nothing audible to me, until my Mother’s 
sudden — Well, now 1 ” — ^following on something she heard and T 
did not. The teacup s&e put down suddenly spilled and clicked 
on the saucer; but she disregarded it and went straight out after 
Mrs. Packles. Before the door had time to slam, I caught the 
words — *‘Are you Mrs. Vance?” — and recognized the step of a 
Policeman on the garden path. Then followed narrative of an 
unexcited sort from the Policeman, sobs and exclamations from 
my Mother, and sympathy from Mrs. Paokles, who 1 felt sure was 
endeavouring to claim a fulfilment of prophecy recently and 
clearly made by herself 

^Oh, Joey, Joey, Joey!” cried my Mother, ‘‘go to bed again 
this minute. Your Father’s in the Hospital, and I must go to 
him.” 

I had got out of bed and was standing in the doorway of 
the bedroom. As I find that I have in memory a picture of a 
small boy crying, with a very rough head, as well as of a large 
Policeman dripping ^or it was raining hard) and my Mother 
imlling a hurried shaw! on, and Mrs, Packles exhibiting sym- 
with the slightest flavour of triumph, I am inclined to 
tbing that the fifty-odd years that have passed since then have 
made me mix what I actually do recollect with what my Mother 
iisld me many times later. Otherwise how do I seem to myself to 
lee» fTom the front room, that small boy standing in the doorway 
rdbUhig his grubby little face with his night^wn? 

Perhaps I went back to bed; perhaps I didn’t! Anyhow, my 
^ cfeiw ia oi sitting by the fire with Mrs, Packles, and 
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of great satitfaetioa from fresh hot toesty which Hrs. Padcles 
(who Kaaained b^nd by request) int^tionally made the vehiole 
of much less butter than she took herself. . 

1 don’t think she suspected me of having any story to tdl ^ 
yond what she had already heard— or she would certainly have 
pumped mo for it, instead of making the conversation turn on 
the moral improvement of little boys. I was much too frightened 
to tell anything, even if 1 had not been too sleepy and greedy at 
the same moment. I wasn’t hypocrite enough at that early age to 
pretend I wanted to know what the Policeman had said. Or pos- 
sibly I mistrusted my powers of playing out the part, if I em- 
barked on enquiry from Mrs. Facklcs. Besides— it didn’t matter I 
1 know what the Policeman had said a great deal better than 1 
knew what Mrs. Packlcs was saying about (1) the necessity for the 
young to curb their inherent vices, or there was no knowing, (2) 
the accumulation of misfortunes all but herself were free from, 
but that she had to put up with, (3) her patience and fortitude 
under disaster, and (4) her power of anticipating events and no 
attention paid, not if talked herself ’darse t 

Perhaps if 1 could have kept awake T should have known what 
it was to hear Mrs. Packles under a further drawback from 
hoarseness. But sleep overcame me, and I remember no more. 
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How Joe prevaneated Of Porky Ovh and a Spoiting Card How Joe was a 
witness; also of the Bev Mr Capstiok and of Mi Vanoe as a Controver- 
sialist. How Joe visited his Father in the Hospital. 

"Joey, you naughty story-telling boy, how dare you tell me 
your Father didn’t go to the Boebuck!” 

These were the &8t words I heard when I woke on the Sunday 
morning following. My reply was that it was tho Hare and 
Hounds. I sat up in bed rubbing my eyes, and gave a confused 
account of the reasons why my Father had chosen the latter. I 
was quite under the impression that I was clearing his character 
and mine. So I was disappointed when my Mother called me a 
prevarication, and said it was more wiedsed to bo a prevarication 
than a liar. I was sorry too at the revelation of a lower deep 
than lying, the evils of which my Mother had rubbed well into me. 

"But it’s his Father’s doing, thank God, not mine,” added mv 
Mother. " He makes the boy as bad as himself. Though that I 
will say (and him a-lying in the Infirmary and losing the use of 
his limbs), poor Mr, Vance is by nature truthful and candid, and 
what he says to the child is ’e^less, and partakes of the nature 
of a joke.” 

A sympathetic murmur revealed a neighbour with an exactly 
similar experience in the next room. She wasn’t Mrs. Tackles, 
who was at the tub, though Sunday, but Mrs. Owls (or perhaps 
Howells), who bore testimony to identical behaviour on the 
pftft of Mr. Owls towards h%8 eon, known to me as Porky Owls, 
but to his family as Bobby. A continuous narrative of what Mrs. 
O. said to Mr. 0. to correct this vice ol ’oaxm’ had to be ignored, 
as my Mother wished m extract information from me of what 1 
had really semi. 

"Didn’t you see no Sweeps at the Boebuck, Joey dear?” said 
dm. I dmt my lips very tight and shook my head. 

" I meant the Hare and Hounds.”— I nodd^.— " Now open your 
UpB tod tell me all about it, or 1 feel getting that short- Wpered 
t toaU slap you.” 

1 sea one Sweep,” said L 

^ ^Ona Siaeep name! ” said my Mother. 


.. i 
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"Mr. Poter Ounu. And he crocked a binseck what waa in 
Father’s ’arf-quartem» and Father fetched hifti a smack oyer the 
mouth.” > 

1 feel quite loyal even now when I remember bow I concealed 
that the smack failed to reach its destination. How I knew Mr. 
Ouzm’s name was Peter I cannot say. It had reached me some- 
how in the confusion. 

“ And then,” I went on, " all the whole biling went out of the 
door and up the street and round the lane and acrost the canarl; 
and the loydy in the bar she said, ^ Stop the child,’ she did. But 
she was inside of the bar and couldn’t get no holt of me, and I 
follered and follercd ’em on and couldn’t cotch ’em, and 1 got lost, 
I did. And then the boys told me the wrong way, and it was 
ever such a long time, and then a gentleman with a wooden leg 
he gave me a lift, and chucked me down on the pavement just 
acrost the way, and I come in and rang, and you come to the 
door.” 

I felt it politic to suppress the bottle end, and my playing 
David to the Sweep’s Goliath. I didn’t know what developments 
might follow if I told the whole story. But I was consoled for 
this amount of prevarication by the rigid truthfulness of my 
last words. 

‘‘ Now, is that all ? ” said my Mother. Don’t shut your mouth 
and nod in that aggravating way. What do you say when you 
speaks” — I said, ‘‘That’s all!” — ^“Very well, then,” said my 
Mother, “now get up and clean yourself for Sunday.” 

Sunday passed miserably for my Mother and myself, but joy- 
ously for the neighbours, who fairly gloated over the satisfaction 
they derived from their sympathy with my Mother. It appeared 
on recapitulation that for weeks past a sort of Greek Chorus of 
prophecy had been performed by them, each having at some time 
or other predicted the whole, or most, of yesterday’s events. I 
don’t think that any of those who had foretold that Yance would 
come to grief from his pugnacity had actually named a Sweep 
who could butt, but short of that almost every feature of my 
Father’s disaster was claimed as a fulfilment. In the course of 
the day further particulars oi this hideous Sweep and his aceom* 
plishment came to hand. Porky Owls (who was about ten yeats 
old) had the good fortune to gather a narrative of the fight from 
a Sporting Card’s conversation with some other Oardi at Ae 
Beer’us in North Street with Barclay Perkins Entire wrote up 
big. The Card’s opinion was that though Yance was not to oay 
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4rujbk» it would bo diort of the tmth to say he was mops and 
brooms. AnywOy> lie was the worse^ Ond shouldn’t have been 
allowed to fight* The Card was a good authority on such a point; 
for he had yaller leather storhins, goyters they call ’em» with 
white buttons^ and a ’at — ^and he smoked a sighgyar and knocked 
off the hadi with his little finger. And he says, “ Gunn/’ he says, 
<<goes straight for his man’s stummick with his head. Oh yes,” 
he says, Vance he landed a good round blow, a square one, on 
Gunn’s head as he come, — ^would have stopped you or me, — but 
Gunn he says ‘ That’s my nut/ he says, and down goes his man 
on his back! Ho ketches of ’im round the legs like. Vance,” ho 
says, come twice to time, but where’s the use with a man what 
can crosh you to a quart-pot with his head for a shillin’ and for 
’arf-a-sovering will putt you down a walnut on a stone floor, and 
como down on it with his ’ed, and ’and it you cracked for eatin’ 
and him not a penny the worse? What become of Vance?” he 
says. “Well, what’s left of him’s gone to the Oarsepital.” And 
Porky imitated the laugh with which the narrative concluded. 
He further heard that some on ’um was for arskin’ if it was fair 
play; and the Card replied in substance that when all the umpires 
were drunk, errors were apt to creep in. But there seemed to have 
been a verdict to the effect that Mr. Gunn was entitled to the 
full advantage of his hard skull. It depended, of course, on how 
low you butted. 

Porky also was able to inform me that when the coppers was 
a-conductin’ of Gunn to the Station, some boys was a-aimin’ 
I and one of ’em heaved a bit of broken glast, and it cotched Gunn 
I in the eye. The boys they got away, and Porky’s soul rejoiced, 
' not from any malice against their victim, but because they were 
« boys, necessarily in league against all other classes. I kept my 
own coimsel. 

"Well, I never,” said my Mother, after another interview with 
a Policeman who called during my interview with Porky Owls. 
"I do declare here’s Joey will have to go to-morrow as a witness, 
and he don’t even know what a witness is.” 

"I do/* said I, indignantly, "Barclay Perkins is a licensed 
Witness. So’s Mr. ShilUbeer at the Boebuck.” 

That’s a licensed witt’ler, bless the boy,” said my Mother, 
langbing* "Well, Joey, you’ll have to go, and you must mind 
tdl the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.” 

" T%ue whole truth about everyihingf *' I asked. An affirmative 
Md. ftexpi Ihy Hpther« X pondered de^ly on thH as it seemed 
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to me what it is the elang nowadays to call a laige ordelr— and 
later education has confirmed this riew. I i^olved, however, to 
tell the truth about everything in the universe, except 
broken-bottle incident. I was convinced that revelations on that 
point would mean that that frightful Sweep would one day catch 
me and crock me with his thumbnail as easily as he did the 
insect. 

Monday morning saw my Mother and myself on our way to 
a crowded Police-Court, where we were destined to spend the best 
part of the day waiting for me to be called as a witness. As a 
very small boy, packed in flush with the lower halves of a stuffy 
crowd of disreputable grown-ups cannot be expected fifty years 
later to be very clear aoout the proceedings, I will say nothing of 
them until our case is called, and will, so to speak, employ the 
time wo are waiting in explaining one or two points without 
which my subsequent interview with the magistrate as a witness 
might be incomprehensible. 

My Father was a very ill-informed man on religious topics— 
so much so that he imagined that tho phrase *^the Kcligious 
Public” meant Mr. CapstieVs Chapel that my Mother went to 
on Suiidajs, and sometimes took me to. He conceived of it as a 
source of relief for spiritual thirst, as the Eoebuck and its like 
were for material thirst. lie was, therefore, ill-qualified to in- 
struct the joung. My Mother, backed by Mr. Capstick, had 
endeavoured to supply this defect, perhaps I should rather say 
Mr. Capstick backed by my Mother. But my capacity for mis- 
understanding was great or the Reverend Benaiah^s instructions 
were liable to misinterpretation, 

I remember especially how his lessons on early Jewish history 
lost value owing to a confusion of identities which a person of 
more insight would have foreseen and provided against Even 
now, Moses the Prophet, and Moses and Son the clothiers, do not 
discriminate themselves with the clearness I should desire at 
times. My error was found out and corrected. 

** There, I declare now,” said my Mother, when I betrayed my 
misconception, «if that child hasn’t got ’old of tho idear that 
Moseses is Moses 1” 

1 referred the matter to Porky Owls, who derided me for not 
knowing the difference. The former, he pointed out, were Jews 
and would go to Hell; and the latter was an Isra^te and Would 
go or had gone to Heaven, being in the Bible. 1 complimented 
Porky on his erudition, and be said, "Yecf, Pm n wunnegr at 
knowing things, I ami” 
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Howerer, this U a digresnon itota a digression. 

The EeveroBd Benaiah Capstick^s strong point was (and it was 
not an original thought of his own) that insomuch as it was 
desirable that Grace should abounds and Grace could not abound 
unless sinners were forthcoming to supply objects of Divine For- 
giveness, it was therefore right and fitting that that class of 
persons should be encouraged to perform their heinous function, 
and thereby make manifest to Mr. Capstick’s congregation the 
Sferits of the Creator of the Solar System. 

My Father would remark, when this view was pronounced, 
that he for one would be very ^appy, only he didn't wish to in- 
convenience other parties. Mr. Capstick would then point out 
that in a case where the interest involved was so great, it was right 
to sacrilicp others, as well as our own self-righteousness. My 
Father then raised new objections. "Wot I can't make out," 
said he, "is this here : — a cove goes and sins, in the manner of 
speaking, to oblige, I'm blowed if I can see where the Merit 
comes in of forgivin’ of him.” 

Mr. Capstick took exception to the manner of speaking, but 
met this Prussian attack with calmness. "My friend,” said he, 
"there are many things you cannot see. Pray for enlightenment I 
In the case you suppose we cannot doubt but that the sinner who 
had the blasphemous presumption to conceive the idea of obliging 
the Almighty, would find out his mistake too late, like the foolish 
Virgins in the parable. Believe mo, all his unrighteousness 
would be but as filthy rags! Sin such as is necessary to the 
existence of Grace, and in accordance with the Divine Pui^ose, 
must have its source in the depravity of the human heart.” 

My Father mused a little, and then remarked that ho thought 
he could aokomerdate him at that too. Anyhow, he knew a party 
as could! I was an attentive listener to the discussion, and 
accepted it all in such good faith that I really felt a little sur- 
prised at Mr. Capstick’s not at once asking for the name and 
address of the party. 

My memory goes back from recalling as much as I have been 
able of the above conversation (and, to confess the truth, to hav- 
ing been obliged to fill it out in order that it should be intelli- 
gible — ^but it is a fair report in the main) to my half-suffocated 
little self in the crowded Police-Court. After long waiting I 
able to gather that the next charge on the sheet was against 
l&ete? Gunn for Breach of the Peace — also for being drunk and 
» tfar^tening the Police when apprehended. I couldn't really hear 
^ mechanical recitation of his evidence by the Policeman who 
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had be^ first on the spot^ but I caught the Hagistrate^a anquhr 
at the end, • 

“You say they quarrelled in a pot-house! Is there anything 
to show which provoked the fight?” 

I The answer I half heard seemed to me to be that there was 
nothing to rely on — which really meant that the young lady at 
the bar was the only credible witness, and that if the Police 
called her she would discontinue gratuitous supplies to the con- 
stable on duty. But there was a boy, Vance's son; mother said 
bo had a version of the matter pretty pat. For I had repeated 
my talc in full as far as the Hare and Hounds went. Was the 
boy hero? Yes. So the boy found himself confronting the 
august functionary whom he had usually heard spoken of aa 
“the Beak.” I was a little surprised to see no beak in the ordi- 
nary sense. But I heard some one say something about the Box, 
and thought perhaps the Beak was in the Box, and that the gen- 
tleman at the table meant to put it on later. My Father had fre- 
quently dwelt on the incredible queemess of the Starts that 
obtained in Law Courts. So T was prepared for anything and 
acquiesced. I contemplated the Beak's actual profile until T 
found myself (unreasonably, as it struck me) required to kiss a 
book. I thought, however, T should be equally unreasonable to 
refuse or demur, so I kissed it with a ycry loud smack to show 
good-will, and then saw Mr. Gunn in the dock, presenting a 
frightful appearance. Ifis eye was bandaged over with surgical 
skill, and Ins face did not impress me any more favourably be- 
cause a portion of it had been washed round the eye, leaving 
tlie remainder black with a streaky penumbra between. I shud- 
dered and resolved more thin ever to be a prevarication, at what- 
ever risk to my soul, so far as my own share in the pi;oduction 
of this hideous vision wont, 

looks a very small hoy,” said the Magistrate. And the 
Police-Inspoetor, who seemed to represent the prosecution, said: 
“ Oh, he^$ sharp enough. He's nine year old.” — Eight in 
Orgust,” said I — “ Eight 1 should have said,” said the Inspector, 
as if it didn’t matter. “You speak up, old chap, and tell his 
Worship what you saw at the Pot'us.” 

“Moy Father, he ordered quart o' four ale and giv' me some 
out o' the pot. Then ho swallercd off the rest, and when ho come 
to the end ho says strike me blind, he says, if there ain't a hin se^ k 
in this here pot. And he totes the hinseck out on the bar and li0 
bistes me up by the trousers for to see him. Six legs he had and 
wings like. And Air. Peter Gunn he says, ^Orock him,' h^ says I 
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moy Fwtfaet ftayvy mt ijt ha knowed itt And Mr. I’etor 
Gtom li6 erockB bim* hiss^lf. And then my Father he fetches 
Vr. Peter Gunn a smack over the mouth. And there wa« words, 
azul they went out for to fight, because the loydy in the bar said 
not in there.” 

^^Does this child know the nature of an oath? ” said the Magis- 
trate. 

^^Tou know where little boys go to that toll fibs?” said the 
Police-Inspector. “Coorse you do! Speak up, my lad. Where 
will you go to if you don’t speak the truth? Bein’ on oath, mind 
you I ” 

"If I tells lies I shall go to Heaven because of the Divine 
Grace,” said I, boldly; "Mr. Capstick says so.” 

The Magistrate. — Who’s Mr, Capsiick^” 

Me . — Wot keeps the Beligious Public in the Orfington Road.” 

The Magistrate . — And Mr. Capstick says you go to Heaven 
for telling lies?” 

Me . — "That Grace may abound — the Groce of the Lord.” 

At this point the Inspector had to interpose with some elucida- 
tion, for I had picked up Mr. Capstick’s pronunciation with his 
Divinity. After which 1 pursued my narrative. 

" And Father he says, * That cock won’t fight.’ After Mr. 
Capstick had gone, ^ou know,” I added; because I didn’t want to 
give the impression that my Father had risen in open rebellion 
against religious instruction, in addition to his other sins. 

Magistrate . — ^"And whnt did your Mother say?” 

Me . — Said I was bc&t in bed. And then when I was a-gittin’ 
orf my trousers, I heard Father sav that cock wouldn’t fight. 
Sim’lar I heard him say Mr. Capstick was a complicated beggar 
tjO hargue, and Mother she said tell truth and shame the Devil! 
But Mr. Capstick is a good and blessed gentleman, she says, and 
such we ought to pray for.” 

" A boy that thinks he will go to Heaven for telling lies is not 
much use as a witness,^howevcr ««harp he is. Take away the boy.” 
Thus the magistrate, and I was taken away and felt disgraced. 

*^His Father is, you say, in a bad way in the Infirmary? ” 

I think the Inspector or tho Clerk of the Court handed in a 
Wuedioal report, and the Magistrate said "Hml” and my Mother 
^aid "Oh law! oh gracious!” and showed symptoms of hysterica. 
AUd somebody said, "Silence in the Court! — ^Take the woman 
if she can’t be quiet.” Then there was some more discussion. 
In Which I think I heard the prisoner’s voice, for it was a squeaky 
when it came out, like a costermonger’s that misses fire aa 

In ... f 
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often as not — so it was easily recognizable. .His platform^ as we 
should say nowadays, seemed to be a justififiation of butting* 
Great interest was shown by a husky male public. Then silence 
was called, and the Magistrate got his turn again. ‘‘ This court ” 
he said, “is not a court for the decision of questions of prize- 
, fighting. If one man is killed in a fight, fair or foul, the other 
will have to take his trial for manslaughter. Provocation might 
be an extenuating circumstance. In this case there is no 
evidence to show which began it. Boy’s evidence can’t be ac- 
cepted. Ounn will have to go to gaol unless he can find sureties. 
Next case! What’s the next charge, Mr. Bottle?” 

I need hardly say that I have had to reconstruct the Magis- 
trate’s remarks from later experience. In this last speech, though 
I carried away the meaning, the only words I could swear to 
(now that 1 fully understood the nature of an oath) are sureties 
and Bottle, and in respect of the latter I disbelieve my own 
evidence. I don’t believe that Clerk of that (or any) court was 
named Bottle, nor that Inspector. But sureties I got all right 
as far as the sound went; only I misspelt it mentally and shud- 
dered with dread lest I should be one of the shorties Mr. Ounn 
would find. So I was very glad when my Mother said we would 
go away, and perhaps if I was good they would allow me in at 
the Infirmary to see Bather! 

I suppose I was good, as they allowed us both in at the In- 
firmary on the following Wednesday. It wasn’t a comfortable 
visit, as an evil-minded nurse with a squint impended over us all 
the time, and egged us on to completiun of our interview almost 
before we had begun it. “You’ll have to look sharp,” she said, 
“the Doctor’s coming.” But when sho said, — ^“You must clear 
out now. Time’s up,” — ^no Doctor had appeared. I didn’t believe 
in that Doctor. 

My Father didn’t seem to be at liberty to move, but his eyes 
turned round. “Is that the young nipper?” — ^he said, and then 
added, — I’m a-goin’ to be even with that there bloody Sweepr I 
am.” I repeat my regret for having to record this expression; but 
I cannot help recollecting it. 

“ Perhaps the Beak will have him hanged,” said I. I was not 
informed about the course of Justice in England, and my Fati^ 
corrected me. 

“ He’s only ’arf a Beak what you seen. Ho can’t only send for 
trial — and then only for manslaughter. And even for that I 
flhould have to die first, and then I diouldn’t live to see him 
convicted, Onfair and onjust, I say I” 
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<*But bid~eye is spiled, Father^,” said L 

"But I didn^t BpUe it,” said my Father. 

If 1 had not felt that the evil nurse would overhear and tell 
the Sweep, I really think I should have confessed up. However, 
I decided against doing so^ as before, and launched into another 
topic. 

" I say, Father I Mother says we ought to love our enemies.” 

My Mother murmured confirmation, but added that that young 
Turk (myself) had said, — Catch me at it 1 ” My Father laughed, 
and the evil nurse cut in with, — ^‘^The patient is not to laugh.” 
So he stifled the laugh, and became black in the face. When he 
recovered he said, "On what accounts did you say that, hay?” 
and I replied that I would love them fast enough if they would 
love me. And my Mother said, "But then, dear Joey, there 
wouldn’t be no enemies, and where should we be then?” My 
Father said, "That would never do!” and added that we was 
a-gettin’ on to one of Mr. Capstick’s Complicated Mixtures; by 
which ho meant that we were getting involved in delicate ques-» 
tions of casuistry. 

" Not but what I could find it in my ’art to forgive that bloody 
Sweep,” he went on, "but if you come to considerin’ of the 
conduct of the party what put that brick hodgcwisc up to ketch 
me in the small of the back, and it’s wery sure that you may fall 
and fall a hundred times and none the worse, and no motive but 
sheer unquorlified malice, and a ijcrfcct stranger.” 

My Father forgot that he had begun a sentence, or saw no way 
to a grammatical exit from it. So he stopped short and merely 
said " Damn him ! ” My Mother suggested the possibility of un- 
designed accident and ho replied, " Accident be damned I ” and 
the evil nurse cut in again with " That patient is not to get 
excited and take his hands out of bed,” and after a minute or 
two came and routed us, as well as one or +wo other visitors, and 
drove us forth with contumely, refusing information about the 
probabilities of the case. “ Can’t say yet awhile,” was all we got. 
"Thank you. Ma’am,” said my Mother — so meekly that the evil 
nurse relented and made the concession of saying, "I shouldn't 
be in a fuss about him, if I was you.” 

There was a vague implication in this (as in the remarks of the 
wooden-legged man) that my Father, owing to his being such a 
mauvais-sujet, had special powers of surviving spinal concus- 
‘ ^ion. Their forecast was certainly right, for in about three 
lie was fit to be moved — or at least was moved, and escaped 
1||tle it apy the worse. 



CHAPTER in 


Of Joe*8 Father's conralescencoi and of his connection with a Benefit Club. Of 
Joe's eighth birthday, and of how a very little man sold his Father a sign- 
board. 

Owing to my Mother’s care and foresight the financial strain 
resulting from my Father’s being thrown so long out of work was 
not so bad as it might have been. She had persuaded him to be- 
come a member of the Workman’s Benefit Club two years before, 
and ho had paid twelve monthly subscriptions. But throughout 
the year he proelaimcd his intention of stopping the subscrip- 
tion unless some accident happened to enable him to reap the 
fruits of his self-sacrifice. No one could make him understand 
that there was any sanguinary use (as he required that there 
should be) in paying the price of so many quarts of ale and not 
getting a stiver back for it. I asked him what a stiver was, and 
he said, Never see one, so I can’t say.” When the twelfth 
subscription had been paid, and no stiver came (to my regret, 
as T wished to know about it), my Father told my Mother she 
might go on payin’ of it if she liked. She did not like, but she 
did it, out of the scanty procet*ds of her trade, announced in the 
window as ‘‘Pinking done here,” as if she had been a sort of 
professional duellist. And when my Father came to grief, she 
applied for a weekly payment as stipulated in the Rules of the 
Society. 

I believe that there was dissension in that Society on the que9* 
tion whether Vance was entitled to this. A Peace-Party appeared 
within its ranks, and its Members would have been branded as 
Sentimentalists, Doctrinaires, and Faddists had the Society been 
acquainted with those terms* But my impression is that they 
have enriched our vocabulary only recently. I may be mistaken* 
in this, but it is certain that no expression stronger than bloody 
sneaks ever reached my ears. The view of the Sneaks was thai 
my Father’s mishap did not come within the meaning of iha 
Society’s Rules as an accident, and that he was entitled tt>« 
nothing. The opposite, or War-Party, consisting of the xnajon^ 
of the unofficial members, rose as one man and donoimced 
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end td att fightitf next, Tfhe fact that my Father was in liqtKyt 
* at the time of the fight also procured him a good deal of sympatl^ 
•*-so much so that the eight shillings a week ho received was 
prolonged (to spite the Peace-Party) a good deal beyond the 
appointed limit. I gathered these points from my Mother’s 
conversation. 

"And generous and right I call it,” she continued, "of the 
Society to break through its rules for Vance, he having to a 
very great extent called the members language. But his ’art is 
that good, language may be overlooked. But I do admit, Ma’am, 
if you ask me, that I do not think, strictly speaking that Vance 
was entitled; though thankful, I need hardly say.” 

The reply of Mrs. Packles was at some length, but was abso- 
lutely unintelligible to mo from beginning to end. My Mother’s 
rejoinder made it clear that Mrs. P. had made some apology for 
the Peace-Party or Sneaks. 

"Yes, Ma’am,” she said, "excusable if not animated by per- 
sonal motives. But with such can we wonder if Derision is pro- 
voked and the olfendin’ Members is accosted in the street with 
application for a tracts” — ^For it appeared that the War-Party 
would touch its hat with affected humility to the Peace-Party, 
and apply for the donation of a tract, as my Mother said. 

Of course even with this windfall my parents were very hard 
up. My Father ato more than his bhare of breakfast and dinner, 
as an invalid who required feeding up; and enjoyed his conva- 
lescence amazingly, lie seemed to take kindly to doing nothing at 
other people’s expense, and spent a pleasant two months or more 
On his back, devising means of being even with Peter Gunn. 
Then the Doctor of the Society suggested the view that he 
wouldn’t recover the use of his legs until his allowance was 
stopped. 

"Maybe you’re right, Mister,” said my Father, candidly, "but 
you won’t 1^ for stopping for a month yet. Make it a month.” 

The Society made it a month, and the patient, as soon as he 
had obtained a pledgac to that effect, took up his bed metaphori- 
cally and walked. His pins were rather dot and go one, he said, 
but he looked forward with confidence to bein,^' even with the 


Ih the meantime, the Society’s allowance lapsing at the end 
? the month, it became imperative to my Father to git on a job. 

But while professing feverish anxiety for work (for its own sake, 
« irrespective of salary), what he represented as an hereditary 
of caution prompted him to delay accepting any one of 
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the iium«rotts offers which he suggested were showered upon him* 
"I ain^t a-goin’ to jump down any of their •throats/^ he said. 
*‘My Father wam’t the man to throw hisself away, and your 
Father, Joey, he takes after him.” 

I had some difficulty in analyzing this, which seemed to me 
rather like a Complicated Mixture of Mr. Capstick. I did it, 
however, with the result that I could not reconcile the image it 
gave me of my Grandfather persecuted with applications for his 
services, and my Father’s report of him at other times. 

‘‘Drove the same cab he did, all his life,” he would say, “and 
wery nearly the same prad.” I had to rest contented with a 
mixed impression of my ancestor, and to accept as a family trait 
the calmness with which my Father spent his days smoking and 
so forth while my Mother plied her industrious scissors at the 
mystery of Pinking. A very small store of cash at a Gothic 
Savings Bank standing back in a garden in the Orpington Eoad 
helped out our small resources at this time, or I don’t precisely 
know what we should have fed on. 

My Father, however, did not (it appeared later) spend this 
interval of idleness entirely in hatching schemes for being even 
with the Sweep. lie apparently thought seriously over the 
advantages which the Employer has over the Employed, and cast 
about in his mind for the best means of becoming one himself. 

My first information to this effect reached me one fine summer 
evening in August, which I remember the more vividly because 
it was my birthday and I was eight, and my Father had given 
me a boxwood peg-top and my Mother a new pair of socks she 
had made herself. This day had been a fine day and no mistake 
— so the popular verdict said. There seems too oftem in these 
days to be a mistake, and we feel chilly and grown old. 

“Just to think of the young nipper having turned eight I” said 
he. “We shall be a-havin’ of him eighty next.” 

This seemed so illogical that I felt bound to say something ip 
defence of the intervening seventy-two years. “Well, anywise, 
what ’ll you bo next year ? ” — Nino,” said I. — Very well, then,” 
said my Father, “ we’ll let it go at that, and when next year comes 
it ’ll be time enough to bust our bilers over it.” 

I accepted this as a compromise. But I thought it very unfair / 
of my Father to add, “You see, I wasn’t so very far wrong after 
all.” I was, however, prevented from returning to the ehaifge^ 
by the appearance of a very little man indeed, who was pushing 
4^ truck and who stopped outside our gate. ^ 



4 *1 suppose* said he to xiiy Father* ^*you couldn’t 

<ft>lige me with a s^rop (/ wire to wire out the hile out of my pipe. 
The droriu’ of it is stopped.” My Father made no remark* but 
went into the house. 

** I knowed you was an obligin’ Guv’nor,” said the little man. 

My Father returned with a hairpin of my Mother’s. “You 
can have that,” he said* “ subject to bendin’ of it back and wipin’ 
clean after use.” The terms were accepted* and I watched the 
cleaning of the pipe with great interest. It was so short a pipe 
that it was cleaned without straightening the hairpin. The littlo 
man wiped the latter on his neckcloth* and handed it back to my 
Father. 

“ With many thanks to yourself, Quv’nor,” said he. “ It’s wery 
seldom I find myself without a piece of wire* and I felt quito at 
sea like.” This was the first time I had heard that expression; 
so my mind was immediately on the alert to enquire as to 
the connection between naval matters and shortness of wire 
supply. 

“You might run your eye through my stork-in-trade,” said 
the little man. So my Father and I crossed over the very wide 
margin of pathway with a four-foot stone pavement along the 
middle and stood under the battered remains of what was once 
an elm tree in a country road, and ran our eye through tho 
stock-in-trade. 

It consisted chiefly of old ironware, tools, screwdrivers and 
chisels, hammers and gimlets* and bradawls, but each one of a 
different age, size, and seeming; of pincers that didn’t open far 
enough; of pliers of which the side nipper was worn out; of foot- 
rules that had come apart at the hinge and been unprofcssionally 
repaired; of a substantial box-screw with a cross-lever loose 
through a hole in the bulb at the top; of a beautiful stoppered 
bottle richly engraved with a label describing something which I 
presume no one ever wanted to bottle, or this one could never 
have fallen so low; of an accordion — and so forth, through a long 
list of second-hand* t^ird-hand* fourth-hand things, all more or 
less past service* except things by nature invulnerable* as pincers 
or the box-screw above mentioned. 

“ Licensed ’ Awker,” said the little man, replying to an enquiry 
of my Father’s as to how his trade should be accurately described* 
some* they prefer to call me an Itinerant Marine Store 
Jboider; some* a General ’Ardware. It’s all how you look at it! 
Ahd you’d be surprised what a good trade it is! O’ coorse you 
t, to know how to do it* or where would you be in no timet’’ 
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He went on to indicate some of the secrq^ts of success. It 
appeared that so long as he made a parade of his unwillingness 
to sell^ representing himself as an eccentric person who had a 
Btraz^ taste for wheeling a barrow of rather useless articles 
about the streets, quite independently of mercenary considera- 
tions, he was always sure to £nd a customer. 

** Just you rub it in to them that you don’t want to sell a gim- 
let or a turnscrew, and that gimlet or that tumscrew they’ll want 
to buy. New things, o’ ooorse, is another rule altogether! Where 
would ever be the use of puttin’ a couple o’ gross o’ bran’-new 
chisels in a winder, and standin’ ’ollerm’ at the shop door that 
you didn’t want to sell ’em? You’d only give the public a dis- 
taste. Sim’lar, when I sees a lot I want to purchase cheap, I 
says, ‘ Sorry I didn’t come by your way yesterday,’ I says, ‘ afore 
I’d bought a reg’lar bmall cart-load of that wery bort which I 
shan’t trade off in a hurry.’ Why, they’ll come runnin’ down the 
street after me a’most offering of me a drink for to take the goods 
off their hands for nothing.” 

" You’ll never sell that now. I’ll wager,” said my Father, touch- 
ing a piece of board with some writing on it. 

The little man had his pipe in his mouth while talking, and as 
his voice was very inaudible (though nothing to Mrs. Packleses) 
when his pipe was admitted through a defective tooth-space on 
the left, and only became clear when he shifted it to the right, 
his speech had come in gusts, like linnets in the pauses of the 
wind. He took the pipe out altogether now to gain emphasis for 
a sweeping repudiation. 

“Never — sell — that*” said he. “And the orfers I’ve had for 
it! Why, only look at it! ” 

“This hero young chap’s a scollard,” said my Father, “and 
he’ll read us off what’s wrote on that there board with a’most 
any man in England,” 

I didn’t understand my Father’s motive for pretending he 
couldn’t read it himself (which I knew he could), but I felt proud 
of being as it were pitted against the TTniversitv, and conscien- 
tiously road as follows: “C, Dance, Builder, Kepairs. Drains 
' promptly attended to.” Promptly puzzled me a little, but my in- 
terpretation passed muster. 

^ “Now if you’ve had orfers, why didn’t you sell this h^ 
board?” said my Father. ' 

He . — “ Cos none of ’em come to a half-a-crown.” 

*^rd have gone to half-a-crown myself,” said my Father, 
thare’d a been a little zpore on it.” , u 
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what more do you want?" ^ 

\ Mp Father^ — there^d been Wan-Proprietor on it, Pd havo 
took it off you myself for half-a-crown." 

I donH see any Wans." 

Father ^ — ^‘‘This ain’t the only place in the world. The Wane 
10 elsewhere. I could have made shift to write in a new 
and it would have come in ’andy— " 

Be, — It’s a pity, ’cos we might have done a trade over it. 
But a party by name C. Davis having offered eighteenpence on 
the grounds of easily altering of the name, I should be blamed 
by my missus if I took less than half-a-crowii." 

F, — “It wouldn’t be not to say any good to mo without Wan- 
Proprietor, or I might have gone to one and nine. But without 
Wan-Proprietor I couldn’t pass a shilling.’’ 

I did not then understand the value of the dramatic fictions 
with which the bargainer in all countries adorns, disguises, or 
accounts for his motives. So I was taken aback at the little man 
suddenly saying, “Make it fiflecnpence," and my Father pro- 
ducing that sum. Where he can have got it I can’t tell — ^but he 
handed it to the little man and received the board in exchange. 
Its vendor seemed to wish to place his own conduct on a logical 
footing, for he said as he prepared to resume his march, 
“Coorse it’s always pleasant to oblige an obliging Guv’nor; and 
as for C. Davis wot I spoke of, he’s only a chap that comes from 
^Ackney on Saturdays and squints." 

Did he, I asked m3 self, go back to TTackney on Saturday when 
he had squinted? But I grappled in vain with the problems sug- 
gested, and gave them up in despair. Besides, 1 had to puzzle 
out why my Father had purchased tliis board, and what earthly 
use it could bo to him? 

It may seem odd that I did not at once observe the resemblance 
between C. Dance and C, Vance (my Father’s name was Chris- 


•* tdpher). I suppose that my own name presented itself to me not 
as a mere sound or collection of letters, but a mysterious entity 
having qualities of own distinguishing it from all other 
created things. Others have told me the same; and my belief is 
that most people have the same experience of the aspect of their 
^axnes. Anyhow, the possibility of altering Dance to Vance, by 
(hanging the first letter, came to me as a new light when my 


^ Father, having given my Mother a great shock by announcing 
extravagance, pointed it out to her. 

^ was thinking," said he, “of putting up some sort of a 
n ^^^(i^e-board, and this here will look like^ an old-established goin^ 



CHAPTEE IV 


K short chapter, but then it is the thin end of a big wedge. Tor it tells how Mn 
^Vance got his first Building Job. 

My* Mother soon became convinced that my Father’s invest- 
ment of two and threepence was not altogether so mad a one 
as it had at first scemecL 

‘‘I’m sure,” she said, "ono never would have thought itl It 
do look exactly as if it ha<l been there since Doomsday.” This 
was merely a slip of her tongue as she and Mr. Capstick knew 
all about Doomsday. “ And I will say the effect that board has 
on the passing spectator is Electrical.” My Mother wont on to 
quote a oonvinoing instance. “ Why, there was the Dust, only the 
other day, stopped ringin’ of his boll and says, to think that 
there board should have been there all those years and him never 
seen it I ” My Mother evidently thought that to stop a Dustman 
ringing his bell was like damming Niagara. 

There came another convincing proof of the Electrical effect 
of the board within a fortnight of its being attached to tho wall 
of our cottage. 

My Mother, as I have mentioned, had for a long time been a 
depositor of small sums in the Savings Bank I have described as 
Gothic; I am not sure though that that is the correct way of 
classifying it; Mr. Ilarbuttle would have known. Perhaps I 
should have eaid Eustic, perhaps Swiss. Anyhow, it had latticed 
windows and a high-pitched roof, and a good deal of external 
woodwork, and a small porch covered with honeysuckle,-— and 
altogether looked like a place for a virtuous heroine to be per- 
secuted in. It is gone now, and I cannot correct my impressions. 
Besides, it doesn’t matter in the least what it was like. What we 
have to do with is the elderly middle-aged gentleman who used to 
nttend to the business on the second Monday in every month. 
He did this service gratuitously; alternating attendance with 
another gentleman on each fourth Monday who was not such 
favourite with tho customers as his coadjutor, because he 
let them talk, and confined himself brutally to business. On 
other hand, Dr. Eandall Thorpo not only accepted, as neoesasQ^'^ 
to Banking Transactions, family details of the reasons for wijdbrl 
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tibo and ma%^ good delSoits out of his own pocket in 
he oonmdered dese^ing cases. 

My Mother retumod from the Savings Bank one evening 
bursting with the importance of her nows “Only to think, 
Vance,” she said, “Dr. Thorpe, he ackchly took notice 1”- — 
“Took notice of what?” said my Father 
But my Mother was not the woman to do injustice to important 
news by informal or premature disclosure. So she said, “Now 
just you have half-a-minute^s patience till my shawl and bonnePs 
and then I’ll get you and Joey your Teas. I see the kettle’s 
bn the bile, and I’m glad you had the sense to it.” 

My Father remarked, while wo had the half -minute’s patience, 
which had to be distributed over eight, that my Mother was 3 U 6 t 
like ’em. I asked like whom, and my Father said females. This 
Seemed a suggestion that my Mother had a sex to herself, and I 
felt inclined to pursue the subject. But my Mother returned 
and said, “Now, Joey, you be a good boy and ’and mo out tho 
tea-things” I did so out of tbe deep cupboard ncir tho window, 
that had a semi circular back to it and a round top winch ab- 
sorbed half tho available comer-space When all arrangemeuta 
were complete, my Mother re-broachcd Iho interesting topic. 

“Well,” she said, “I do like that! Saying ti/hal, and pretend- 
ing not to know. Why, of course, C. Vance, Builder. Repairs. 
Drainage promptly attended to” 

“ What did he say then 2 Spit it out, Missus.” I must explain 
that my Father would sometimes assume a manner, difficult to 
describe, but which went a long way to make it possible to say 
offensive things without giving offence. It wms jocular and semi- 
bacchanalian, and conveyed on impression that the speaker was 
too lazy and good-humoured to take tho trouble not to speak 
slightly through tho nose, or to use any sibilant except z. I fear 
this doesn’t malcc it any plainer — and I shall have to be content 
teith recording that my Mother showed no resentment at being 
told to spit it out, but merely said, “Go along! Spit it out, 
indeed!” and then gaVe the substance of her communication. 

' “ Dr* Thorpe he says first, ‘ What ^ — another dror’ out I ’ — ^he 

BfiyB. And I says, ^Yes, Doctor, and myself sorrowful-like to 
have to. But my man’s allowance from the sick-fund coming to 
and, and the boy to feed, disposes of one’s savings gradual and 
noticeable.’ — ^‘So it does, Mrs. Vance,’ says In. ^But you’re 
^cher than you think by five shillings according to the books 
lyseek, so we won’t begin to cry till next week .’ — * You’re truly 
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kind, Doctor/ Bays I, and then he says, 'By the bye, yoxir tiAmo 
must be a name in these parts ’cos I see it on«a board in a ’ouse 
in a sort of stand-back off the High Eoad/—' That’s our house. 
Doctor,’ says I, * and we call the bit in front the garden.’ — ^ Well, 
then,’ says he, 'your husband does buildin’ jobs.’ And I says, 
'Tea.’ And he says, ^They was enquiring at the ’ouse for some 
one to see to the nursery chimney, likewise the drains in the 
basement; and I can’t promise the job to Mr. Vance, but if he 
comes round to-morrow morning at nine, and don’t find anything 
to do. I’ll give him a couple of shillings to cover expenses.’ And 
then he giv’ me his card, and hero it is I ” 

My Father took the card, looked at it, and buttoned it into a 
pocket. He was evidently infiated with gratification, but too 
proud to allow it, and he took this method of showing a slight 
self-assertion for the better preservation of a fiction about male 
authority, A few moments passed of complacent silence on his 
part, mixed with reluctance to concede approval to a female. 
But my Mother, having said her say, was not going to give way to 
this little bit of husbandly discipline-mongering. — Of course she 
beat, and my Father had to speak. 

^‘You ain’t sendiu’ me my tea,” he said. 

‘‘’Cos you never asked for it! Don’t you slop it over now, 
Joeyl” 

My Father took his time over his tea and came for more. Then 
he said, as one to whom an abstract truth occurs, unconnected 
with any subject under discussion, “ Females is sometimes wrong, 
Joey.” 

“What about. Daddy?” said I. 

“Females is sometimes wrong about signboards which their 
husbands places in front of their ’ouses, on the left-’and side of 
the door.” He adhered in manner to the suggestion that he was 
merely pointing a moral for the benefit of humanity, without 
special reference to any recent incident. 

“Well, there, I declare now, Vance!” struck in my Moth^> 
good-humouredly, “you’ll never be done chaffin’ me about that I— 
And all I said was two and threepence was a lot of money ! 

“ I know a boy,” said I, irrelevantly, “ wot chucked for coppers 
and won two and ninepence.” Neither of my parents seemed to 
jl^iink this boy a desirable topic; but whether it was on that 
Account, or because he had nothing whatever to do with the mat* 
^ter in hand, they both said, “Shut up, Joeyl” I don’t know, ! 

“But seriously now, as tiie sayin’ is, Vance dear,” my 
went on, “what do you know about buildin’?^’ 
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pid»S tt|i en^tjr pipe liom th$ toa^traf^ wWe* 
it jbadi lain since Ka liia W, tapped the ashes carefully out 
oil a clean bit of the deal table, blew through it, filled it, lighted 
ii and settled down to a comfortable smoke. ^^What was you 
a^ashin’ of met^’ said he. 

What do you know about buildin’ ? ” said my Mother, chang- 
ing only an accent in her question. 

"Nothin^ whatever,” said my Father. 

^^And, my gracious me,” cried my Mother, in great concern, 
"there youVo gone and advertised as such I Well, I never 1 And 
it^s Builder wrote up clear and unmistakable.” 

"That's the p’lnt, my dear,” said my Father. "That's the 
whole p'int! Builders knows nothing about Buildin'.” 

" Tour Father he's tapin' that nonsensical, Joey, that you best 
come and help me clear away tea^' 

My Father finished his pipe while the tea-things disappeared. 
He then took me on his knee and proceeded to enlighten me on 
tlie subject in hand. He excluded my Mother from participation, 
and addressed himself solely to me. 

" That's just precisely the whole p’int, Joseph, my son,” ho said» 
"Builders knows nothin' about Buildin'. Other people knows 
9 omeihin\ if they don't know much, but Builders they knows ab- 
so-lootly nothin' I ” 

" Does Mr. Capstick know anything about Buildiix' ? ” said I. 

"Mis-ter Capstick I Why, he ain't a tiadesman at all I O' 
coorse I'm speakin' of tradesmen. Mr. Capstick's a sort o' 
second'and clergyman, and they don't know nothin' at all about 
anything. My meanin' is clear 1 When a man's a Carpenter he 
ittostiy knows a little about Carpenterin'. When he's a Jiuer, 
sirn'kr. When a Bricklayer, Plasterer, Paper 'Anger, Painter, 
pr Glazier, the same 'olds good of any tradesman. But when 
he's a Builder he knows nothing, and no need to neither. He 
ain't called on to Carpenter and Jine, nor yet if he don’t know 
a Bat from a Closure it's no account, nor if he knew no more of 
Paperhanging than how to fold back it wouldn't hurt him. He'd 
^ never want to touch a paste-brush." 

"But you know,” said my Mother, "you must know someihing 
gbeut it, or you couldn't poll-parrot to that degree.” 

"Well, my dear,” said my Father, mollified, lapsing from his 
i^tSSactio to his jocular manner, "coorse a man can't ketch others 
fior knpwin’ nothin' unless he knows something hisself. Be- 
he added, with still further concession, " I've been a 'andy 
MeH aad^agnhv at an odd trade or two. Joey and me’ll go 
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moroin* ot nine pnoUidjr.” « < 

This trss said in an incisive manner, to give a faToorahte itti- 
pnssion of the promptitude with whi<^ drains were going to he 
attended to. 



CHAPTER V 


Of Joe's very first visit to Poplar TiUa. Of its drains and their stench Of how 
Joe saw his fiist real young lady at home How she kissed Joe, and Joe liked 
it Of a pear-tree that lived thenceforward in Joe's memory Of his return 
home 

We started for Dr. Thorpe’s the next morning early. My 
Father mispronounced his name in ‘Several different ways in tho 
course of our conversation on the road, and I need hardly add 
that his motive in doing this was to express contempt for his 
fellow creatures generally, by utilizing a particular sample as an 
object of contumely Thorpe is rather a difficult namo to mis- 
pronounce, and 1 fancy he resented this, and it made him more 
determined to succeed in discovering a successful distortion. 
^^Has he a railway-lamp over tho door?” said 1. 

^‘This here Dr. Thrupp,” said he. *‘May bo yes, may bo no! 
It’s accordin’ ” 

Has he two whopping big bottles of blue and red medicine in 
the winder?” I further asked. I was thinking of the shop Mr. 
Gunn had been taken into to have his eye adjusted. 

** Who * Dr. Orupp or whatever his name is ? He ain’t got a 
shop. It’s a Wilier. What’s a Wilier? It’s a ’ouse with a stables 
for a one-’orse-shay, and a green’us and a gardener and some 
scarlet geerauiumsi And what’s geeraniums? Well— geerani- 
ums is what they sells on the barrers. And what’s a green’us? 
Well, it’s glass, and there’s a grapewine in it, and it’s where they 
shoves the garden pump away when not in use, — which is mighty 
seldom, as it’s always out of order. And that’s enough for any 
young nipx>er to know at one go-off.” 

I was greedy of k^^wledge, and resented these small instal- 
Upfaents. But I accepted my Father’s broad hint, and was silent. 
Kovertheless, my mind was seriously exercised by (he enquiry why 
^people should harbour garden-pumps that were always out of 
der. Could no remedy be found for such an unsatisfactory 
ate of things? After about a mile of road I thought I had done 
by silence, and reopened the subject. ^^It isn’t only 
EBjaen<^umps,” said my Father. ^^AU pumps is alike. Always 
of order they are! They all goes out of order if you stop 
for 
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Then you hhTO to ke^ on pumping,” ^ Tha^ » gfecWt 

iV’ said my Father. I need not say 1 fdt rdtheJr xmh^pll^ 4i| 
this, as it seemed to consign so many slaves to the pump-liandli^ 
for life. But we were just arriving at Dr. Thorpe’s. 

Let’s seel” said my Father, ^^what did your Mother say this 
here Doctor’s name was?” 

You’ve got his card in your weskit pocket, buttoned in,” 
said L 

^^Coorse I have! Sharp nipper 1” And my Father got out 
the card. He gave a very slight snort and nod of disparagement, 
as if he had identified Dr. Thorpe as a public character of 
opposite politics. And this brought us to the gate of Poplar 
Villa. 

“ Now which of these gates do they expect us to go in at? ” said 
my Father. For Poplar Villa had two, one to let carriages into 
the semicircular gravel road in front of the house, the other to 
lot them out. ** If we’d ’a’ drove here in our own broom, I should 
’a’ said the left, so as to git out on the loft after the coachman ’d 
rang the bell at the top of all them steps. But bein’ as it were 
out already, we may go in orposite to the carriage company, and 
ring the side bell.” Which we did, with the result that we 
were asked by a young lady with a cap and a clean print dress 
with largo round brown spots all over it whether we were the man 
for the drains. As we were, or were at any rate the man and boy, 
we entered, on condition that the boy wiped his feet, which he 
forthwith did much longer than was necessary, from a sense of 
duty, — and to rise to the occasion. 

A good many things then occurred outside the range of my 
experience. It transpired that the Master was in his study and 
mustn’t bo worrited; but that a lady whose name I didn’t catch 
would attend shortly to give directions. This was confirmed by 
ft real young lady (I had never seen one at home before) who 
said from the end of a passage that Aunt would come in a 
minute. I wondered whether all young ladies at home were beings 
as glorious and enthralling as this one, and thought how folly it 
imust be if they were. She seemed about fifteen, and had her 
apron or skirt full of apples or pears. I found after they were 
earh^ pears, and that they were being stewed. I have since smelt, 
stewing pears, and the smell always brings back this young lac^ ' 
passing through a streak of morning sun that got in at the edge 
the yellow blind behind her. If 1 had been older I should have^i 
iaUen desperately in love, but I was too young to know how to 40* 
that; so 1 did the nearest approach to it that { was oapaUe 
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yrhi^ n^aly of suBstltutixig eaqpioetation ol her 

Ifipjpeai^Anee for 9y^ other poteihle anticipation in life. X forgot 
iJ^Othfbrt about the impe^ecfiona of pumps, Uy feeling wa$ 
one of thirst for a second dose of a girl standing in a sun-glmt gf 
the end of a passage, mixed with self-gratulation of having found 
anything so jolly to tell Mother about. 

I was roused to mundane events by the rustle of important 
skirts descending the stairs. They were on an elderly lady of 
what I have since learned to call a genteel appearance. She wad 
silver-grey all over — ^perhaps her dress was an Irish Poplin — and 
she had a pince-nez, through which she looked at my Father as 
if he were a thousand miles o€ (though we were really quite 
close) and said (exactly as though ho couldn’t hear her), Is this 
the man?” and then, when satisfied on this point, ‘‘Is this the 
man’s boy?” meaning me. 

The impression I had of this interview (so far as I could 
be said to receive any impression after the collision of iny per- 
ceptions with the vision at the end of the passage) was that this 
excellent lady never addressed my Father all tlie time, but spoke 
of him to space as ^^the Man,” and he for his part replied direct. 
His answers without her questions will give the whole substance 
of the dialogue. 

** Certainly, Mann I Any Bricklayin’ work, Carpenterin’, Plumb- 
in’, and Glazin’. Any work connected with the Bnildiu’ Trades I 
undertake to execute to your entire satisfaction.” 

*‘Touchin’ charges, Mann, and replying to your enquiry, my 
charges is always strictly according to work done, time and 
materials. And I should look forward ’opefully to submiltin’ an 
account to your entire satisfaction.” 

^*If any reference required, on account of steadiness an<l 
sobriety, our Minister, the Rev. Benalah Capstick, would I am 
sure be to your entire satisfaction.” 

But in these respects all the years I’ve been in the Bnildin’ 
Bne, I have had the good fortune always to give my Employers 
Entire Satisfaction 

In a certain sense this was true, as there had been no Employers* 
I was recovering (by the time my Father reached this verse of 
^the Litany above quoted) from the effects of the young lady^ 
and I resolved to tackle my Father on the point at the xmt 
<4^rtnnity. At the risk of getting involved in a complicated 
CT#ure of Mr. CapsUdii’s I decided to ti^ and find out whether 
Idler entire satisfaction of a non-existent Employer with tlie drink 
Mmg language of a person he was by nature unqualified to 
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wb ti^ mg %^ttot a tfi^oiiial irwm t^ 
a&tira dii^atisfaetioa would have been bad be4iad tite nddle)!^' 
tune to eaist. -I 

The siher-grey lady decided, and mentioned to the UniveraOj,' 
that the Han appeared steady and sober. It then eTentUatea 
ibat the Han went up into the Nursery ” to look at the brieka 
in the chimney which were alleged to be making it smoke. 

This was a mere Zever-de-ndeau— the principal stage business 
of the day being an examination of the Drains under the guidance 
of Dr Thorpe; who I already foresaw, by some mysterious in- 
stinct, would be grossly ignorant on the subject, and but as wax 
in my Fathci’s hands 

I remained downstairs in what I began to realize was *Hhe 
Pantry,*^ standing first on one of The Boy^s legs and then on the 
other, till I was overwhelmed by the frightful suddenness of the 
reappearance of the young lady, — ^hcr very self, hair and all^ 
And it was such pretty hair — only the lock on her forehead on 
the left side would get loose and drop over her very long eye- 
lashes And then it evidently tickled and had to be put back. 
She didn’t seem the least embarrassed with her own existence or 
mine. But she appeared to be obsessed by a very minute child of 
about two, who required to be kept in check continually, or his 
original sinfulness got the better of him. His name was revealed 
as Joey, which struck me then as very curious, seeing that I was 
Joeyl It really wasn’t curious, as I have seen since, but I suppose 
Joeys happened to be scarce in our circle He was a chubby little 
boy with very pale eyes and hair, rather as if he had been boiled. 
He was intensely voluble, and I heard him afar, before the Vision 
burst upon me a second time, causing me to collapse, like the 
Apostle in pictures of the Conversion of St. Paul. What follows 
consists of his remaiks as soon as they became audible, sand- 
wiched with those of the young lady. It is fifty years ago now^ 
but I remember every word. 

wants to go up that ladder” 

^ Come off my skirts, you little Plague, I shan’t have a gather 
left” ^ 

^^But I wants to go up the ladder— and if I may go to t&f 
vethy top I’ll eat none.” 

^ And how many will you eat, you shocking boy (kiss), if I le^ 
you go up one step and hold you?” * 

Thumb” (reluctantly and evasively). 

^ Say Bomel You know perfectly weQ you’re not to have anyjf 
eq^ecial^ after all the scum of that stew you’ve hem haying 
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I^Who’th that Boy? 1 want’th to know who that Boy is? ” 

^ Don’t be rude and point*— of course that’s the Meui’s Boy^ 
voxne and speak to him.” 

V ^^Whath your name? My name’s Joey. Her name’s Lotthie. 
&hrfs my thithter. I’ve got another thithter upstairs. I’ve got a 
hruwer. I’ve got a horse, only the mane’s sticked on wiv’ glue, 
and to-morrow I’m to have it back.” 

appears a very nice little Boy, with blue eyes and little 
square legs. How old are you, dear! Eight yesterday! I didn’t 
think you were so much. But you’re not too old to be kissed! 
Be looks quite clean and I shall kiss him.” 

Which she did. The lock of hair got loose and tickled my 
right cheek. I can feel it now. 

Did I go to school? No, I didn’t. Did I know how to read? 
Tes, I did. Father said I was a regular dab at it. Who taught 
me? Why, Mother, o’ coorse! She could read beautiful. What 
books did I road? The Boyble, and Mr. Capstick’s Tracts, and 
‘‘Robinson Crusoe.” Which did I like best? The Boyble and 
i “Robinson Crusoe.” And of these two last which did I like best? 

^ I demurred, being afraid of ulterior consequences if I placed 

* “Robinson Crusoe” above the Bible. I suggested my religious 
scruples in the car that came down (with the hair off it) to meet 
my stuttered whispers, and the mouth that belonged to the ear 
broke into a laugh that filled the whole place, and engaged the 

k quriosity of a carrot-scraping cook, who remarked that Miss 
‘ Lpflsie was having her fun with the Man’s Boy, to a bootblack and 

* whistler, in a dim unexplored back-region What was Miss Lossie 
ft«laughin’ right out like that about ? Why, because the Man’s 

['^Boy was afraid that, if he liked “Robinson Crusoe” better than 
/the Bible, he would go to a place whicli Joseph knew very well ho 
not to say, as he did the other day before Company. But 
Man’s Boy really like “Robinson Crusoe” best, didn’t 
he? Well— he did— bu chiefly because of a suspicion that though 
Gapstick hadn’t himself written the Bible, he had got hi^ 
worked into it surreptitiously since its first publication, and 
given it a Oapstickian flavour. And what did I say my 
jKMtme was? I said, “ Joey, Miss; ’’-—and Miss Lossie said, “ Say it 
dear — ^I can’t hear. Joey, don’t bowl^wEen you jump! 
but don’t howL”^For Master Joseph bad invented a new 
riot which impeded communicaticUis. T gave my naiua 
Miss lossie said thepi there were a couple of Joeya^ 
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And I toid, please, Hiss/* to apologisse for poasiX^le > 

intrusion* * / 

Then the Cook;, who I believe must have been my Guardian 
Angel disguise, pointed out that Miss Lossie’s Pa was sure to 
ue ever so long with the Man over the Drains, because Miss 
Lossie knew what her Pa was, so why shouldn*t Miss Lossie take 
the Boy out in the garden and make him help gather the pears? 
So Miss Lossie did, one Joe in each hand. 

There were plenty of Pears to pick. It must have been a good 
and unusually early crop. There were such crops in those days. 
— ^The gardener was picking as hard as he could on a ladder, and 
another ladder was occupied by a boy about my own age. But 
I said, “Law, Miss, I don't want no ladder,” and had my jacket 
off and was up in the tree and picking in the twinkling of an 
eye. And the gardener remarked that I seemed a likely young 
chap. 

We picked and picked in the sunshine and pelted the pears 
down on the lawn, because even if they hadn't been too hard to 
bruise on the soft grass, it wouldn't have matcered as they were 
to be stewed immediately, — Only I was to lake care not to hit 
Miss Violet, who was reading a novel in the shadow on the lawn^ 
Miss Violet was older than her sister, and may have been prettier. 
But I took no interest in her at all. 

The boy who was picking was very close to me. We established 
Free-Masonic relations of offensive and defensive alliance against 
males of all ages. But he did justice to his social superiority by 
a certain assumption of patronage, calling me younker. He also 
disclaimed liability to pear-tree service, saying he was only doing 
it for a few minutes and was going away to cricket directly — ob- 
viously a more manly employment. He supposed (but I don't 
know why) I didn*i play cricket. 1 said “ the Boys ” allowed me 
to field out a bit, but never let me have an innings. I think he 
inferred that my standard of cricket was low, as he did not pursue 
the subject. 

I heard in the remote distance a discussion of Drains, some- 
timcB subterranean, sometimes in front of the house, sometimes 
as far off as the garden gates. My Father's voice husky and 
patronizing — ^Dr. Thorpe's voice with the superiority of Educa^ 
tion, but deferring to the Judgment of a Practical Man. TlUs 
discussion 1 thankfully foresaw would be interminable, that is to 
say, would require the intervention of some great force of 
to stop it — ^for instance, lunch. So I picked pears in un8peakat!dA\ 
happiness, keeping my eyes fixed on Miss Lossie down beW» Mt? 
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fbfrm tfae mik bet fhmh roua^ bet knees and 

on ber idioulders. She &lso was engaged in an inter- 
l^nable discussion, with her sister, and of this 1 was unable to 
batch the purport, and only heard her words when they took tho 
form of audible remonstrance to Joey, as for instance, Joey, if 
you lick. Anno shall come and fetch you,^^ or, “ Joey, you awful 
bhild, you'll have all my hair down," or ‘SToey dear, don't kiss 
kne so tight; you'll get stuck and never come undone." 

' But all good things have an end, and the end of my Paradise 
}amewith a sudden bell of a dictatorial sort and a “Good gracious, 
b's luncheon, and I'm not washed!" from Miss Lossie, just as we 
rrived at the end of our picking. I was afraid I shouldn't see 
ler again, as she ran away so very quick to get washed. As I 
^ime down the tree I hoard her sister say, “Well, all I say 
i, it's iindiguified," and she replied, “And all I say is, I shall 
0 exactly whatever I please and consult nobody. So there!" 
kfter which more than American Declaration of Independence 
lie ran into the house. 

I found my Father and Dr. Thorpe at the front gate apparent! v 
n good terms (for which I was thankful, knowing my Father's 
imbative disposition), but registering slight differences of 
union about a certain culvert, or barrel drain ; concerning which 
he Doctor spoke with as decisive a certainty as if he had crawled 
pp it. “ I still think," said he, “ that tho fault is in the old 
barrel-drain." And my Father replied, “Deferrin' always re- 
bpeckfly to you, Sir, and always subjick to your correction, I still 
hold as a Practical Man to my opinion — defechVe trappin'. But 
we will have a thorough examination us ariaugcd on Monday." 


I felt tliat my Father's position as a Metropolitan Builder was 
beginning to be established. And 1 was more afraid than ever 
Piat I shouldn’t see Miss Lossie again, when she ran siiddenly 
the long flight of steps with a very large piece of plum 
bke in her hand for me. She was obviously, when washed, the 
moat beautiful thing in heaven or earth. It was simply an indis- 
putable axiom, to be ac epted without question by a grateful 
(TniVerse. “\^eTe was the Boy? Oh, here! When was the 
ICan coining to do the Drains? Oh, good-morning! Monday? 
||^ ycJu'll he sure to bring the Boy. You must make him bring 
l^e Boy, Papa." 

• Miss Lossie had addressed my Father directly, but she had this 
of ber Aunt in her ibat when it came to tho actual sub- 
of the communication to what my Father called a trades- 
pyllVrit was most fitting to transmit it through an Agent. The 
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Agent kfighed and said, in reply to a iendency tp a^ 
Whatever my daiighter Ukc8, He^s a goodT boy, I suppose^ 
doesnH break things.” My Father enlarged upon the very f 
development of a capacity for not breaking things which not 
I but all my forbears on both sides had attained. He was 
terrupted by the appearance of the silver-grey Aunt as a sort| 
Luncheon-Shepherd collecting her flock; and then Miss 
said, ‘‘Good-bye, little Boy! Come on Monday. The cake’s 
so don’t stuff it down or you’ll swell up like our Joey,” I 
nursing a secret hope that I should be kissed again. But 
T suppose, was one of the things that would not have 
dignified; so Miss Lobsie merely took hold of my right hand (t 
had flung the bottle-end at Mr. Gunn), to put the cake in it, 
vanished to lunch. The long front garden gate I suppoaf^j 
sympathized with me, for it refn<5od to shut us out until my Fath| 
resolutely jumped the hasp into the latchet. Then the world 
came probsic. ’ 

Iffy Father lighted his pipe in the shelter of the gate-pier,j 
puffed at it in silence as we started home. “I’ll give the EttB 
Nipper n lift il he’s tired,” said he. But the little Nipper Wasni 
tired, and shook his head for reply, his mouth being full of caka 
The cake was new, but I may mention (in case the reader sboutc 
feel anxious) that I did not swell up, but felt refreshed, am 
grateful for the citron. When T had finished it, and my Fatho] 
had knocked the ash out of his pipe and blown through it, con 
versation ensued — 

/fc.— “With respect to this here burrel-drain or culvert, I’n 
remaikirj that this here T)r. Thorpe never knew no such expres 
bions tilJ he borrowed ’em ’orf of mo. Consequent, he’s likely 
wrong- and there ain’t no culvert, nor >ei no drain of any de 
scriplion.” 

7. — “ Miss Lossic’s brother’s name is Joey — ^the very little one.^ 
He, — ^“Tt’s more than ’arf likely it’s only a lot of old stinkin 
wells, and the nightmen pretendin’ they’d emptied of ’em, afli 
very far from being the case. But the public judges of the effi 
cioncy of the nightman by the quantity of brandy consoomed b 
keep him from faintin’, and bein’ in bed at Ae time cannot in 
spec!.” j 

^ “ Miss Lossio’s big brother plays cricket. Miss Lossie’a hii 

Bister reads. Miss Lossie’s father’s gardener is called Samueh^ 
Hp*— coorse in the manner o’ speakin’ cesspools is s^ofc! 
wholesome, but then main shores and constant supply is good fo 
ttade, and that w© ought to consider. The labourer is 
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of bisJhfWi bo wbeifofyro mi give hilm all ttosaible 

I f,y>*^3£iB» Lossie’a Aunt's name is Isabella and she’s deaf, but 
f^* M*®8 XiOssie’s father isn’t a real Doctor — only protenee.” 
‘jns.— ^How the dickens does the youiig Nipper know that?” 
Uy statement had recalled my Father from his savoury rovcno 
dm sewage, and I think it now presented itself to him for the first 
'^e that Dr, Thoi^e did not belong to the Medical Profession, 
was unable, and am, still, to say exactly how I knew it, or how 
knew that Miss Isabella the Aunt was deaf but not very, and so 
But I was convinced of it, and my Father on reflection 
ipeared inclined to admit it, saying that pVaps Dr. Thorpe was 
ibery Beggar and took Poopils, Perhaps he was. 

arrived home very late for one o’clock though rather early 
three. Mr. Oapstick had been on a visit, and was lust taking 
leave. My Father said, “ Good-afternoon to you. Sir » Me and 
Wanee has been sayin’ it was gettm’ on for time for you to 
fine round and have a Real Ilidgeous Controversy” And Mr, 
stick replied that vain disputations were contrary to his 
iiig, which was a fib on the part of the Rev, Benaiah My 
ather said, however, he should look forward. And the Rev do- 
.rted, with benedictions, to my great satisfaction. I launched 
once into the real business of life, 

say. Mother, Miss Lossie she wanted for to know which I 
best, Mr. Capstick’s Tracks or Robinson Crnsoe.” 

pound and four ounces of beefsteaks is a-dom’, I’m ’appy 
lcU,” said my Father. 

put it on the gridiron the minute I see you get past the 
uck,” said my Mother, who must have «5pen us coming some 
before we reached the Roebuck. My Fatht'r commented and 
Mother said she would have put it down lor that matter as 
rU as ever she sec us, only she wasn’t going to have it done 
eind^r while he was a-soakin’. It would have been just 
ready only for my Father’s ’abits. My Father said with 
that his Roebuckifar days were over, but he hoped there 
»thing on the shelf. My Mother said there was enough to 
d. I then felt that progress ought to be made with what 
dered the Bill liefore the House, and cut in to the effect 
Idas Xiossie she laughed and told the Cook, and the Cook she 
in the garden and pick pears. And my Mother said, 
is the child lecturin’ about, with his Miss Loasie and 
Go along in and cut the bread, and don’t cut yourself.” 
the bread at dinner was a valued prerogative of mine. 
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JUj Father indicated a slight preliminary explanation. ^*The| 
Kipper^s been a-goin^ into Society, he hos^^ said he. He seemed| 
to imply that he had been kept out of Society, which I felt florry 
for — for I need not repeat how devoted I was to him. But it waa 
merely his usual facon-de-parler. He always adopted the position I 
of injury or grievance. I 

‘‘Well, Joey dear, eat your dinner and don’t choke yourself, j 
and then tell us all about Society.” ^ ^ | 

Meanwhile my Father was enjoying a third and entirely dif-| 
ferent a«ip(»ct of a revelation to be given out or retained — ^in th^ 
))ossibilities of human exasperation afforded by withholding iH 
from portions dcbirous of benefiting. My Mother, however, uii£ 
dorstood hxs character and let him alone. M 

The beefsteak obligingly stood in its gravy on a dish on 
rack with two han<Ues that pulled out under the fire-grate, wl:ra| 
mv Mother elhnaxed the potatoes. “We’ll have ’em all hot 1m 
gether,” ^he said. So we had, but not for long — they disappearw 
so quick I So did a suet dumpling, and then at last I was 
to pour out my treasure at my Mother’s feet. 

U took some time, for I did it all the slower for roy anxietyJH 
toll it all at once. This caused retrospection and correctioxi.^|H 
was very particular about exactly where Miss Lossie had kissB 
mo. And when my Mother kissed the place herself, I felt that 
chubby cheek was a soil of connecting link between my MothM 
and Miss Lossie Thoriie, and was almost equivalent to an introl 
duct ion. I suppose if one were to try and concoct rapture with^ 
out alloy for a living creature, one could do no better than arrange' 
that a child should meet an Angel, or what it thought an Angel, 
and vhould go home and tell mother. 

“Will, now, Vance,” said my Mother, when at last I stopped' 
gabbling and stuttering about Miss Lossie, “you don’t seem td 
liave anything to tell us.” 1 

“ No gettin’ in a word between these Miss Looeys,” I underi 
stood him to say. “Here I’ve got to my second pipe, and fra 
nothin’ but Miss Looey, Miss Looey, Miss Looey.” | 

“But you saw Miss Lossie yourself, Father,” I said, suddeliM 
plunging onto his knee, and threatening to begin again.~“Oh| 
yes! He’d seen a tidy sort of larce in a lavender-coloured firodk.’i 
—I nodded violently — “So now little nippers might* sit quiet on 
their Fathers’ knees and let their Mothers hear about Dr. Corpse^ 
ilrains — well I — ^Thorpeses, then 1 ” 

“Nothin’ much to do, X should sayl Just proper attentidn to 
trappin’ and not sending Niagarrer down (he shores eveiy 
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tiiree yeiir* But there eia*t no sile, not even hereabouts 
urh^ i^B :Uiostly graveh that can be expected to swallow up all fte 
that an old lady with idoars wiU empt^ down *em when the 
lister supply is practically unrestricted^^ — (this came in almost 
the literary force of a classical quotation) — ^^and a old lady 
naa no other mortal emply’ment in life.” — (It was Aunt Isabella, 
^eui who was to blame for the flavour all through the basement, 
bioh my Father readily admitted the existence of ) — ^^But all I 
is,^’ ho went on, ** that if this here Dr. What’s-his-namo insists 
my takin’ out the ground in his front garden to ^unt for a 
ore that more like than not ain't there nor anywhere else, I'll do 
^fast enough, but it ain't my recommendation as a Practical 
and T wa««h my 'ands of the Expenses. What I sticks to is 
the flushing and see to the traps." 

^Well, but now, Vance dear," said my Mother, ^^you see you 
^know a lot about it^" 

[^‘Only just as much as a man is born with when he's lived 
oong tradesmen all his life," said my Father, who seemed to be 
some confusion about the period of life at which Birth occurs. 



CHAPTEE VI 


Bbowa how Mr Vance obtained Capital and Plant. Also how ho created 

Confidence. 

The shock to my belief in my Father’s infallibility occasioned 
by the miscarrying of the celebrated Smack was I suppose only 
skill-deep, for I for my part never had any doubt about his 
qualifications as a Builder. If 1 had had any latent mistrust of 
his powers it would surely have disappeared in the interval be- 
tween our visit to Poplar Villa and the Monday following, when 
we were due there again for purposes of subterranean explora- 
tion. For I accompanied him on an expedition in search of 
Plant and Materials, about which there was some difficulty 
owing to his enterprise being so far insufficiently capitalized. 1 
like this sesquipedalian way of saying one has no money. ^ Oro* 
has none, just the same, but it seems so much easier to bear/O^p^s 
loti 

My Father’s genius rode triumphant over all obstacles. Firsts 
we went into a yard where there were all sorts of BuHdete’ 
Materials, old and now, on sale or hire. Now what would jhft, 
actually wanted for his immediate purpose was obviously a pe^ * 
a spade, and a barrer. He said so, in fact, on the way. So^ 
was surprised when he opened a negotiation for the hire ^ ^f a 
very long ladder which, fastened against the blank side-wall of 4 
house, overtook its chimney-pot and shot high up into the 
overhead. Mr. Gubbins, the yard-proprietor, pointed out^^that Him 
ladder was almost a permanency — ^being of use as an annc 
ment of the business to the four home-counties; aftd thouj^n jo| 
course it could be got down, it would run into Money. 
Father observed that one had to be careful nowadays 
pression he said he had picked up from his grandfathei^^"^ 
seemed to annul its force), but pressed to know how 
it would run into. Mr. Gubbins named a figure which 
him to remark, in effect, that had he been quoting for 
Ladder he couldn’t have gone farther. The subject 
the conversation became genersJ. Mr. Gubbins told US 
son Benjamin was a blessing to his parents, and had 
day run up that veiy ladder away from his mothevi wh6 
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to gito turn and had t^^used to com.o'^'&xm lai&ont 

gnaMtbteOt ^t Hs ti^naets should lemain undostsd. “ So Wto 
hod 'to ladi up a scaSold-boaid agin it,” sud Mr. Quhbins, orho 
a good deal at hie mfo^s expense. “ ^ot to spile it with 
j[Uu^” he added. For that ladder was evidently the apple o£ his 
sty*©* 

My Father then, before going away, enquired how many loads 

? f good stocks were available at short notice? lie made a memo- 
andum on this point, and appeared to have got all he wanted, 
whon just as he was leaving he said in a most casual way that 
he had a small repairin’ job down the road, and ho would bo 
fendin’ a young man round Monday momin’ for a ’arf-bushel 
iff grey lime and a few brick, only he wouldn’t send the truck ’cos 
it made such a load for the young man to push, as he wanted him 
to bring a barter, too, and he could just as easv put the lime and 
brick on the barter, and run ’em round. I thought 1 saw sus- 
picion in Mr. Qubbins’s eye, but my Father was equal to the 
occasion, adding that he’d ^^got the address somewhere, had it 
this minute. Dr. Thorpe’s, Poplar Villa.” Mr. Gubbins 
had b..ttcr keep that card, and he himself was going into town this 
afternoon and would leave word for Dr. Thorpe to send another 
for Mr. G. to know the young man by. Mr. Gubbins knew my 
Fatlxet’s placo (at least my Fathe? lid ho did), on the right, past 
the Boeburk. — And to my great impressment Mr, Gubbins actually 
he know it well. I see your name up often, passing along 
that way,” he said. 

It was a most ama/ing thing how every one (for ev«n our 
Pnstman implied that it must have been there, though he hadn’t 
seen it) accepted this board without question, and even in some 


0aB6$ professed to have read it carefully over a, d over agam on 
lioa doorpost, while it was still forwarding the interests of the 
Q. Dance, into whose possession it had come (according to 
Father) through an error in the spelling. ‘‘In coorse,” he 
was justified in using of it— seein’ a Dee is not a Vee, 
it how you may U B\t they might as well heve done i1 right 
go-off, for all I seel Anyhow, Mr. Gubbins seemed to 
w|^&|deftely satisfied the moment it was mentioned, and didn’t 
the payment of a deposit, or any further form of security, 
ihis arrangement, though good as far as it went, only 
such Plant and Materials as can be got on hire at a 
It did not inoluds Jtools. 

evidently occasioned my Father serious anxiety. I 
even now proposing to himself a blank writing 
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form with Christopher Vance, Builder, and lus addiress at the 
top, and even the expression Memorandthn But he was 
most reluctant to impair the power these would give as a handle 
for Credit, by paying Cash for small purchases just as if he were 
insolvent. — “No, Joey,” said ho, “when a chap thinks you know 
he believes in your solvency, don^t you ondeceivo him by orfer- 
ing him cash. Then lie^l know you think he believes you insol- 
vent, and never give a brass farden o^ credit, 'Cos you wouldn't 
think any man would b’lieve you insolvent if you kiiowed you was 
in funds. Ilay, Joey ? ” 

I felt this might rank as a complicated mixture, though scarcely 
one of Mr. Capstick’s. But I replied to my Father's last question 
tliai I had got the idcar. £ thought, however, that there being no 
cash to pay with might have something to do with my Father’s 
objection to paying. 

We were then working slowly down the main road, my hand in 
my Father’s. The sun was thinking about setting, and hesitating 
to do so as it was really almost too fine an evening to go to bed. 
A band of men were just turning ofF the railway after a spell of 
overtime, and seemed to have taken umbrage at their employers. 
My Father entered into conversation, and the young man he 
addressed said, “Right you are, mate, it’s always the way. One 
minute you’re workin’ ten hours overtime. Next minute cut 
down to nothing ! Next minute overtime again worse than ever.” 
He explained thal in pursuance of this system two hundred were 
to be sacked oti the job on Saturday. So the figures were figura- 
tive, My Father sympathized deeply, and assented to all the 
accusations levelled against Railway Contractors, though I am 
sure some of them could not have been universally true. He did 
this Without echoing the “language” these young men called them, 
I think out of consideration for the Nipper. But T ought, in 
justice to my Father, to say that he always admitted transgression 
in respect of his use of bad language, and indeed drew a very 
sharp line as to how far he went. Perhaps the upper-middle 
class does not fully appreciate the nice distinctions that exist on 
this point in the lower-middle class in England. They are real, 
nevertheless. 

Just as we were parting from the young man, my Fathef sug- 
gested that while they shared a pint he would have time to thizik 
of whether he couldn’t find a small job for him to keep his ’and 
in. — was glad it wasn’t a quart, after experience.— It was shared^ 
and my Father then revealed the thought he had had time for. ^ 

“You might look round at my job at Poplar 
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Thoii^d— the ’I^h Eoad to Town. Monday momin^ about 
eight. You might bring round a pock and a shovel.” The young 
man explained that ho hodn^l got one by him — the railway con- 
tractors had provided their own. So my Fatlu'r said, Well, he 
didn’t want him to have to come all the way down to his place 
pa^t the Roebuck and thni ba<k, only for a pe(‘k and j- hovel — so lot 
him see! Well, he might look in on the way at Nich(dKes, not 
Ilce-phraim NiohoJlsos, hut Jack Nichollsrs along on the right — 
near the Firc-Ingiiis — you know him?” The young man did. 
Jt was quite wonderful how many people knew other j)ooj)leI 
^^Well,” said my Father, ^^you mention loy name — Christopher 
Wance — along the load past the Rochuek, and [HI venture to say 
he’ll oceoiriinoda to yon so far as a pe<*k and a ‘•hoved.” 

And my Father paid honourably for the pint, and wo alarlcd for 
home. 



CHAPTER Vn 


Concerning a barrel-dram which did not exist. Of repairs to the nursery 
chiinnoy and how Joe went up it. Also what a good washing he had. 

It is told of Calvcrloy that ho had a delight in jumping over 
walls if he didn’t know what was on the other side. Jack 
Nicholls have been like him, for he seemed to have conceded 
the peck and shovel almost without digesting the testimonials of 
his applicant. — “Never seen him — seen his Board many’s the 
time,” was the young man’s report of Mr. Nicholl&’s half of the 
interview, when he met us at the gate of Poplar Villa on Monday. 

“ I tokl him it was all right,” said the young man, whose name 
was Bill but nothing further, “and he said I could take ’em.” 
And there they wore, suie enough! 

I hope you observe tbit Jack Nicholls accepted Bill’s warrant 
for my Father, Bill having acquired status by tendering my 
Father’s warrant for himself! It was like Baron Munchausen a 
descent from the Moon; when, having slipped down the rope as 
far as he could go, he made use of “ the now useless upper half 
of the ropo ” to carry him a stage lower and so on till he reached 
the Earth. 

The Libery Beggar was at breakfast, but would come out to 
speak to the Man before ho retired into his Libery, or shell. I 
clearly saw that my Father’s deference to Dr. Thorpe was tho 
basest opportunism, and that he was not without a hope that an 
overweamng assumption of Drain Lore might betray his employer 
into a disruption of the foundation of Poplar Villa in search for ^ 
non-existent barrel-drain. It showed (I thought) his knowledge of 
mankind that he took up again his position of respectful resistance 
to tho Doctor’s opinions. It established him as an unselfish pro- 
tector of the latter from needless outlay, but at tho same time exas- 
perated his amour propre, and stimulated his self-confidence by 
opposition. Dr. Thorpe’s will was my Father’s Law — that it 
needless for him to say ! And this young man would start at oncO U 
the Doctor said the word. “ But,” said my Father, “ if you 
me, as a Practical Man, my opinion is — no shore! And, if 
pools, I should advise the adjestment of the trappin’, and keepi)!^ 
back of the water, and very shortly the flaviour complained 
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; viSSl ctabside But* Dr. Thorpe’s beck was iip> tmdj 

’ to insisted on penfttrating the bowels of the earth. "I take all!] 
responsibility on my own shoulders, Mr. Vance, ho said— ^ you; 
do very rightly to try to protect me from nil expenses that can-^ 
be avoided, but in this case I prefer to incur some extra outlay^ 
' to go to the bottom of the matter.’’ 

So my Father, who desired nothing better, absented with seem- 
ing reluctance to take up about six foot of ground on the semi- 
circular carriage drive; which was sure, he said, to strike on the 
drain and at the same time avoid taking up the airey and dis- 
turbing too near the house. And at a signal from him, the young 
man. Bill, who had been standing with his hands open in front 
of him as if he had been telling his own fortune by Palmistry, 
spat suddenly upon them, and seizing a peck, or pick, began to 
work as though it was a siege, and these were tlie entrenchments. 
And then my Father said that if no wise ilheonvenient he could 
attend now to that little matter in the Nursery while his young 
man got the bit of ground out. 

1 felt that my hour w^as coming now. The superiority of Miss 
Bossie to cv<*ry earthly thing was certainly show'ii by the fact that 
she was a force that could make a small boy of (‘ight glad to for- 
. sake the intoxicating delights of the taking out of grountl with- 
out a regret. For Excavation, whether it be for shores, for 
treasure, or for papyri and mummies, is an absorbing and thrill- 
ing interest almost wivhoiit a parallel. It is visually also harmless, 
and this cannot be said of Viviseetion or War, or (larabling on 
the Stock Exchange. Tn this ease if it had not been for expecta- 
tion of seeing Miss Lovssie, 1 should have hung lovingly over that' 
hole watehing the young man. Bill, putting his back into it, as 
my Father had told him to do. As it was, I was more than con- 
! tent to follow my Father up to the Nursery, carrying oin* or two 
. minor tools that he had contrived to i^rovide. lie himself carricvl 
V upstairs a ’arf a bag of Sto’rbridgo clay, and a lit tie lioard with a 
' handle sticking straight out underneath. This was for wet clay. 

Miss Lossie wasn’t in ^he Nursery, and T was sorry. 

^^ill the Man make a mess?” — ^Tt was Miss Isabella, the silver- 
# 4 groy Aunt, who spoke. — And my Father replied, abasing himself 
g. ** There won’t go any particular mess, Marm, not with taking , 
I put these few brick, but if such a thing was ’andy as a piece o£ 
i eanwas or box-cloth, for underfoot, why, perhaps we shouldn’t to 
I any the worse off in the end.” 

It took time to interpret this to Miss Isabella, whoso deafness 
Seemed to mo to go beyond ^^not very.” When succoss crowned 
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the efforts of the Nurse, Anne, Miss Isabella ^aid, Well-— you 
needu^t shout, — I can hear,’’ — ^l)ut sanctioned tko box-clolli out of 
the lumber-room, only it must be shaken. It arrived in duo 
course, and my Fallur proeoedid to dislocate the rejj:ister in order 
to got at tlio bucks lliat hnd fallen forward in the chimney above. 
He showed some amount of ill-temper bccauv of tli(‘ difhculty of 
doing ibis, and said that lhc‘se here registers was always out of 
order, there was no doing anvfliing with them! And a \oicc said, 
Tliat’s a ver^’' common compbiut again'=5t registers, Mr. Vance, — 
And hero’s the Tloy! And be has such proltv Iduo e\es T should 
kiss him again, only lie’s t^j^h a little grubby Pigmuddle! But 
come and say crood-moining, Ma Icr V«iiico. Beeau-’C 1 suppose 
you are Master Vance.” I looked at my Father to sec if I was, 
not xireeisely knowing, and lie g.ne^ a qnaliiitd as'='eut. “ Waiicc — 
christened Joey — p’r’aps 1 should aay Joseph.’’— And j\fiss Lossie 
said of course T wasn’t chridnvd Master! ^HIc's as black as 
any Swetp,” she wont on; and T 'Iniddercd as memory rankled, 
and he’s coming all off on my hands,” she adek d. 

“You go a mile off, Joev, till jon’ve done' witii the '’oot, and 
then you shall he waJed and come quite close to, a-* Anne sa^ys, 
and see Picture Books.” And the oth(*r Joev, who of eoun^ was 
hooked on to Miss Lossie, added, “Wiv’ Sips, and ^^ailors falling 
ont of them hv ax’iic'nt, and liolepiiants, and J'Vnchimni bein’ 
killed on ballieadts.” — Of course 1 didn’t know what barricades 
were. Rut f know that Foridgners had been going on in their 
usual benighted WMy, and looked forward to pictures of them. 

Pictures, howe\(*r, and everything olso vuro impossible while 
this banging went on. This was the cutting out of somt* brick 
to get a good key, niy Father said. We shouldn’t ho u minute, he 
said — nor wore we. were about fffteen. But the Public was 
graloful when wo did stop; and said through Anne, the nurse, as a 
mout]ipi(‘ce, that it was onc' good ^ob iha6 was done, and then 
gracionsly attended to my Father's request for a iiad of water. 

Tliero won’t be no more noise, not to call noise,” said he, 
^‘cleanin’ off these few brick for to go back whoie Ihev come from, 
bein’ th(' mortar’s pcrislied with the lioat. Oii whicli accounts 
I say a little St’orbridge, though a few jieni'o more at the first go- 
off, is an t'coiiomy in the end, put it hov/ you may.” And iny^ 
Father mixed his St'orbridge on the hearthstone, and dwelt on the 
great advantages of economy and foresight in the Building line, 

A crisis occurred, however, before the job was completed and'* 
the register replaced. The topmost two bricks, which had falleii^ 
forward and checked the draught, had, of course, come out veifjt 
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But for sf man with very broad bhouldors to get fai? 
enough up the chimney 1o replace lh(»rn was anotlioi* matter. My 
Father had struggled gallantly w’ith his difficulties so far, and 
really had got aliuost as Mack as Mr. Piter Oiiun, hut as bo said 
oUe bad to drop a line*. At this nomt I struck in, suggesting 
that mj Father should li’iste me up the chimbliy; should then just 
fihove a little StWhrldae ou eaili brick; sboidcl th<si siiov^^ it up 
to me, who would lb<m make nothing of shoving of it into its 
place. Mv Father said, ‘‘Sliaip Nipper! So \ou eaii! WcHl 
just orfrr ’em in first, a brick at a time.'^ And he was just going 
to hoi-t me up as proj»os(Hl when he was pounced uj on l»y an. nn- 
foresein Phi]anthro])ist in the person ot Miss Isabc'lla, who inter- 
dicti'd the emplovnifnl of Climbing lfo\s. “No, my dear Pan- 
dall,” she said to the Doclor, who cam<» in at this moment to 
inbpiet progress. “ Not in ibis lioiise while I am bend 1 will not 
permit it.” 

The Doc tot, — “ Pt^run t w hat , I sain lla ? ” 

“ Sw'^ej/s Climbing Uoyt.. The Man wishes to put his 
son up the (’hiriiniv ” 

The Doc tor, — “ fl rn-m-ni-m ! ” 

My Father, — “A •'king your paidon for inlerniptiu’ you, Marm, 
by no moans without yours and the* Doctor’s consint, giv' ireely> 
though my own son ” 

The Ih}(>or, — *• eSn’t ^ou manage wilhout, VmicM‘?’^ 

F, — “Well, Sir, vou sie, it’o juil like this. IPs the matter of 
two or three buck, or iiiaylu. two brick and a bat, or two brick 
find a bat and a closure ” 

Dr, T — “In fict <»f very little work?” 

F . — “Precisely as you put it. Sir. And luin’ os I mysdf am 
xalher big, and liable to jam in the iiiiiri r sjuei', ibis hire little 
Nipper (a name 1 call him by, Mann) says ^avs he, ‘You ’and me 
in the brick*-, and I’ll shove ^era in iJiiur places/ he says. And 1 

was a-thinking of it over like when tln^ good lady eomi' in.” 

* 7.— “No! — The Man v/aa mot. The Man was going to put 

the Boy up the chimney.” 

' jjjfiss L, (coming in with an armful of books). — “What’s the 
"TOW, Aunty? Of course the Boy mustn’t go up the chimney I 
He’s black enough already. The idea ! ” 

y. — “ITow far up the chimney would he be, Vance?’’ 

Mi$^ L , — “ Yes — Joey — t’other Joey ! ITow far i^p would y ou be ? ” 

Myself, — Please. Miss Lossie, only this far ! ” And bc^fore I 
^tild be stopped I was up standing on the hob with my head in 
I beard Mi*^ « Lossie’s musical laugh ring out all over 
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the place, and Anne say I was a likely youn^ cLap, as the gaidenea 
had said. They all seemed agreed about my probability. 

Anyhow, my dear Isabella,” said the Doctor, “ The Boy is up 
the chimney now, and perhaps we had better accept the situation. 
Unless you are prepared to pull him down by the legs 

Aunt Isabella said she had been set at naught, but had done 
her duty. Miss Lossie said Anne was to wash the Boy carefully 
when he came out, ab he wis then to come and look at pictures 
with their Joey. Their Joey thrust in a stipulation that these 
pictures should include Sips on Fire, and Sips on Wocks, and 
other tragic or muiderous incidents 

I was very black, no doubt, when I emerged from that flue, 
though Anno the Nuise’s estimale of the quantity of soap re- 
quired was absurd She said a bar of vtllow soap wouldn’t be 
enough Anno was a bony woman of strong character, for she 
declined to let me wash myself and soaped me with a vigour far 
beyond iny expeiienco of washing I had over had up to that 
date My method had been Oatlicking, ‘•he said And, indeed* 
I do think that the practice of applying to the skin a \ery small 
quantity of soap as a lubricant, and thin polishing with violence, 
IS not so effective as the creation of a good Farther, and coaxing 
it round, greasy like ^ I borrow some ol my deseiiption from 
Anne Of course in the polishing business economy is attained, 
and 7 he Soap, by which phiase I indicate the piece of soap cur-* 
rent m one family or community, goes a deal farthci One h^S 
to be born with a silver spoon m one’s mouth if one is going to 
admit the expenditure on one small boy ol the amount of soap 
Anne bestowed upon me 

A short colloquy with Miss Lossie in an adjoining room, while 
I was towelling myself, led to the reappearance of Anne with a. 
beautiful blue woollen shirt, which Master Oliver, it would seeip; 
had outgrown, and which it would be four or five years before’ 
Master Joey was big enough I prefer to adhere to Anne’s syU* 
tax. I put this on gratefully, but carefully rolled up my oitm* 
and stuffed it in my coat pocket, that Dr. Thorpe’s housdbold 
should not be embarrassed by it. ^ 



CHAPTER Vm 


Sow Joey had Mibb Lossie's arm ronnd him while he saw books Misa Violet cor* 
reotB her sister Miss Lossie’s tongiio How Joe went home, and heard froiu 
Porky of the Beak. How Mr Vance has anothei Job, all dae to the Magio 
Board. 

The choking feeling which, do what I may, will come into my 
throat as I think of the intensely happy hour I then passed look- 
ing at pictures, quite close to Miss Lossie, with the other Joe oa 
her other side, only interferes with my narrative; and the reader, 
if young, will not understand it. I have only to wait a minute and 
it disappears, and with it all my present surroundings as I write, 
and all the long half-century lietween, and I am bark again in 
the Nursery at Poplar Villa, with the September sun st learning 
^through the windows, and Miss Violet reading one of the books 
Miss Lossie had got at Mudh’s in Southampton How wheti she 
went to town yc'sterday afternoon. And Master Joseph chatter- 
ing rapid and predominant commentaues on the pictures before 
us, and lif<‘ in general. And then it all becomes so real that 
when the Water comes in (as it does suddenly in my iecollection> 

1 can almost absolutely liear through the open door the gasping 
and gurgling of that practically uiiliiniled supply before it settles 
down to a continuous reproachful roar. And then my memory 
pf Anne shuts my memory of that door, by request, to keep that 
awful noise out, and the memory of the roar becomes a memory 
of a murmur. 

“ I wants first to see Sips on Firo,^^ said the other Joey. " No, 

1 dothn’t — I wants first to see black men pdlishing.” 

*'Now which do you really/ want, you awful boy?” 

**Athk the other Boy, that Boy there,” pointing at mo as if I 
ivas on the horizon. 

Well, Joey Vance, which shall have first? Ships on Firo^ ^ 
pr Black men perishing by Thousands ? ” 

^ I said Ships on Fire. They were produced and gave great 
satisfaction. But Master Joseph requirctl, in addition to the’^ 
picture, a consecutive narrative of the Battle of Trafalgar, whidb 
to coincide exactly with previous narratives. If it did not, 
immediately pounced, with *‘You thed Captain Toobridge 
, jbafore” or ^^You thed shooted wiv’ cannonballs before” or somd ^ 
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left N'clson dying on the quarter-dock. But by the time thia wa^ 
done. Master Joseph had ceased to long for Black Men Perishing 
by Thousands, which I had anticipated with pleasure^ and do- 
^pmnded the Barricades of Paris. However, it didn’t much 
matter, where all was too good to be true, especially Miss Lossie, 
This ^oung lady contrived to keep up a conversation with her 
sister in spite of the sc\ere demands of Master Joseph and myself. 
And this conversation sccnied to be divisible into two distinct 
halves, Iho one having an absolutely public character and the 
other consisting of subordinated telegraphic remarks of a per- 
sonal soit- 

1 could show this clearly in printing by the introduction of two 
difPen nt types. But as I have not any intention of availing ray- 
self of that resource, I will give the conversation consecutively &d 
nearly as 1 recollect it — 

y. — ‘^WollI— -Aunt may say what she likes, hut I do not see, and 
never shall se(», how people arc to drive up to the door on Thurs- 
day if the whole place is to bo dug up for diams. — ^Your hairV 
coining down — stick it up with this,” ^ 

L. — “Well, but Joey Vance’s Papa is going to attend to that. 
Thankee, dear, youhe a good little sister at times, though snappy, 
Isn’t he, t’other J ocy 2 ” 

Me, — “ Yes — Miss Lossie.” 

L. — And you know, Pa isn’t a downright fool. Besides, how 
can it matter to ^oii, when you say you won’t come downstairs? ” 

V . — “If those odious Shuckford Smiths are coming, you know 
perfectly yroll 1 shan’t. — ^Aa if you didn’t know what Miss Shuck- 
ford Smith’s half sifter called you! But even if Pa was the very 
cleverest F. R. S. of the whole lot, I don’t see how carriages could 

drive up to the door with all the Drains up 

L. — “They won’t have to, Vicey dear! Wliat did Miss Shuck- 
ford Smith’s half-sister call me? Because you know there’s to 
bo nothing serious done to the drains till wo go to Herne Bay.” 
y. — “ Anyhow, Lossie dear, you may talk till you’re hoarse, but 

E very one knows what Papa is, and that he’s perfectly capable of 
aaking the whole front garden into holes and heaps. A Piece ' 

of Goods! You know you knew that as well as I did ” 

L, — ^‘^Yes — Joey darling — I’ll draw you a very fat man being 
abooted. I don’t see that it signifies if she did call me a Piece of 

Goods ” 5 

y. — “ Yes — ^but what becomes of one’s dignity, I should like to\ 
know, if one goes downstairs and speaks to the family after 
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ft piece ot Goods* And as for Homo Bay, detestable place, I hope 
shall go somewhere else. Not really lliat it much mattt‘rs, for 
'wherever wo go I suppose you’ll go pounding and floundering * 
^ about without your sunshade and getting pitch-black all over.” 

Miss Violet gave for a minute a closer attention to the book 
from Mudie’s which she had bwn inoi’e or less reading tbe wbole 
time. But she wa^ not long in abeyance. She cuddenly un- 
masked a Battery, the ammunition of which may be said to have 
b€^n provided in her last remark. 

Anyhow',” she said, “it’s to be hoped you don’t mean to go 
about witli \oiir tongue hanging out like a little dog. There's 
the Belli” 

There it eertiiinly was — and the hour was overt 3 had paid 
very little attention to the Pictures, for I s(\m»cly took my eyes 
off Miss Lossi\ It had been decreed that L should have identy 
to cat ill the kitchen; so 1 adjourmd wuLli Anue. 

T must not forgot to c\j)loiu about the little dog. Miss Los»n\ 
in the (‘ffuit of artistic creation she had been called on for, had 
certainly mad<‘ her tongue vuiblo, but only as a small Kitten some- 
times does, showing a little red spot betwt‘(m closed lips. She 
paid no uttentinn to her sister’s gun-practice, ami went on putting 
in additional military men to shoot the very fat man. But Master 
Joey took up the matter, an<l put the tfmguc back, and pinclii'd tbo 
lips o\’er it wnth his fat little fincrers. And Miss Lossic Kissed him 
a good deal, and s«ud, ‘‘You little Ducky.” — Now / thought his 
conduct pr('sum]jtuous and rniflanly. 

1 suppose 1 was very hungry after all my bricklaying exertions 
and unaccustomed ablutions and c^xcitoments ; for tlu' only two 
things 1 remember are ihc dinner itself and a report that came 
from tbe Dining-llooni that Miss Viold hud said that p»he should 
go and oat her lunch in the nursery, if thc\r were going to talk 
about drains all dinner time. Our informant, the Ilouse-Par- 
Jourmaid, hoped she didn’t expect her to carry the pudding up- 
stairs and bring it do^vn again for other pc'ople’s second helpings 
afterwards, that was allf I felt the name of this young woman’s 
ofBce was oppressively long, llowever, her own was Betsy, and 
L ^ajb made up for it. 

1 had been very silent throughout, merely secreting plums of 
^rftvent to be reproduced for my Mother later — and of course devour- 
MiftS Lossie, whose left hand went round my head at intervals 
pinched my loft cheek; rather I thought to tlie di-gu^t of 
Violet. Did I, I wonder, actually hear the expression 
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*^rulgat litfle boy/* or wad if^some wil:nd0r!^^'bl^rL*wa1^t^^ 

1 am afraid Miss Violet did call me a vulgar little boy. ^ 

I rejoined my Eatber in the front garden after this e^qpeiienc^^ 
and my Father said he’d been wondering what had become of the 
Nipper. I replied, “Oy say. Father, oy got such a Fizzing new 
shirt. Miss Lossie she said give me one of Master Oliver’s.” He 
hoped I had said thankee, as dooty bound; and I nodded my head 
rapidly with my lips tight shut, which was rather a habit of mine. 
He then distinguished that such beautiful clean young Masters 
wasn’t for the likes of him and William (normally Bill), and 
drains was drains all the world over, while on the other hand 
clean shirts were clean shirts; and that in order to keep their 
spheres of influence separate, young "Nippers might just as well 
cut off home to their Mothers, and tell them that their Fathers 
would be ’arf-an hour latc^ to tea. 

William said, ‘‘Right you are. Master,” and resumed work^ 
which now appeared to be filling in the six foot of ground, which 
had been taken out in the morning. I inferred that my Father 
had been right about the culvert or barrel-drain, and that Dr. 
Thorpe would have to pay for being satisfied of its non-existence. 

My Father was more than half-an-hour late to tea — ^more than 
an hour and a half; and I was not sorry, as it gave me more 
time to place the subject of Miss Lossie in all possible lights 
before my Mother. It also gave margin for an interview with 
Porky Owls, whom I had scarcely seen since the day at the Polide* 
Court. This interview took the form of a game at Peg-in-tho- 
Bing; a glorious game when vou’ve got a piece of soft whip-cord, 
well wore but not wore out. The nickname of Porky, by the way, 
originated in this game, its bearer having been “christened” by 
it after the pieces of Bacon or split tops which are the coveted 
prizes of the players. Porky’s pockets always teemed with them. 
He was a great Master and always gave me odds, usually winnixlg 
back his own Bacon, and some of mine as well. On this occasion 
the conversation went naturally back to the Police-Court, wbej^ 
Porky had contrived to insert himself to study Mankind, aild 
provide himself with gossip, of which indeed his mind was alH 
full as his pockets were of Bacon. , 

“ I heard that Beak talking about you,” said he, “ an’ he giv* <* 15 ^ 
that he b’lieved all you said, only he wam’t going to have 
Evidence, ’cos he wam’t sweet on Gunn, and provocation m%w 
have ensoo’d and then it might have got him off being sent 
trial and hanged for manslaughter if your Guv’nor was to 
up. Accordin’ as the Inquest” ^ 



^Down Potky^ top with a Vfhizz, and striking with doadiji:'^ 
aboutac/ in the little heap of Bacon in the centre of the ring, 
SSnt most of it flying outside the circumference When ho had 
recovered his winnings ho resumed the Magistrate. 

’Oos, coorbc — ^he says — ^the Coroner’s inquest may say Ounn 
done it, oi they may And a werdict to the effeck that tlic riis- 
oner was killed in a Piize Fight and there was no means o^ 
knowin’ how he came by his end But anyhow, he saj^s, the 
Boy’s Evidence goes to prove provocation of an ohstrusive nature 
on Vance’s pait, and when a boy sa>s he’ll go to heaven for toll- 
ing lies, he says, why o’ coorso you reject his Evidence, no mat- 
ter how much you believe it So if it goes to trial, he says. I 
hope they’ll swallcr down the wink I tipped ’em, and rcjict the 
Boy’s Evidence. But he was a most truthful little Boy, he says, 
and very inttlhgcnt — My turn*” And down came the top again. 
" Arter the Couit Ihi*^ wis, and he was a goin’ out to lunch with 
a loydy, and f overlie iied their conversation at the eabstmg while 
the clortli i w is took off ” 

As soon as Porky had won all my Bacon T returned home to 
my Mothci and found my rather wasn’t quite home >et. Phe 
suggobtid tint 1 should mu up the road to head him off from tho 
Roebuck, whuh 1 did, but found lie had already passed it, and 
though he clainud to he moially cntitlerl to at least half a pint 
for resisting temptation, he didn’t go baek to g( t it Indeed, tho 
change in my Father — obviously the result of th it Magic Board— 
was most remarkable It stimulated a he xlthy self respect, not 
to say an inflated egotism As we cam© up to the door he 
looked at it with intense satisfaction, — Vanee, Builder- 
Repairs,” said he, “Hay, Joey?” and then murmured reflectively 
to himself, “ Dnins promptly attended to ” 

"Risin’ in life we arc,” said my Mother, as she made the tea. 
"Here’s Joey got a Young Lady gives him new shirts, and as for 
you, Wance, you’ve ackchly got a job ” 

" Two jobs,” said my Father, briefly. 

"What — another job! ’ cried my Mother. "You never mean 
‘ that, Vance 

"I said two j’obs,” said my Father. "When you’ve got one 
fpb> if you’re a-goin’ to make it up to two, you’ll Live to pervide 
ipiother. You’ll find I ain’t mistaken! And I ain’t neither, 
iinless I’m very much mistook. ’Cos, you count ^em off on your 
^bgers, Joey! There’s this here little j'ob Fvo in ’and for your 

£ 9 Lorcy’s Papa, Dr. Whatever-you-choosc-to-call-him. Well! 
one, ain’t it? Count him on your fingers — One! ” 
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IT. — Well, now, Vance, do go along with Vour ebafiP, and tell 
ns right off ” * 

F. — “I’m fi tdliu’ of you right off. You’ve got him, Joey, havo 
you? Wtry good. Th^n Ihoro’s this h('ro other job, round be- 
hind the Seliool-llou'-e. lie’s livo. Got hini^” 

M. — “ Xf>w whoever would have thou^dil, to see you eonui in at 
that Ihert* door, that you had l/i/eo Building jobs. And your 
Board not mj a month!” 

7/^—“ Sorry to disappoint you, Mrs. Wanee,” and here my 
Father’s peculiar m, inner became perceptible. “ How many havo 
you (•onnted up to, Jneyd’ 

il/c.— “ Two ” 

/f\— ‘‘Two 1 sticks to! And a wery nice number in itself 
though not liirgt' as might k*. And unreason able, I says, to 
ask lor rnor' . So now, Mrs. \VniK*(‘!” 

And uiy Fath« r, liavlug dcwelopod the manner 1 ('annot describe, 
bur'll into a genial laugh and spoke through his nose, llis little 
ruse having (‘ntrappod his victim. Ins good-humour b(‘cainc jovial. 

“Where did T say this ku'e job was? Up behind (he School- 
^^s, 1 said, and I believe it — ^but 3 haven’t seen it myself.” 
And my Father, having sufficiently sliniulaled our curiosity, sud- 
diuly r( tired behind an inip< netrabh* screen of secrecy; but was, 
1 think, a little tak^n aback whni juy Mother left him there and 
went back to Poplar Villa. What was it wrong with them drains, 
after nil ? 

My Father was, I am convinced at this time, practising impos- 
ture on iny ]\1 other as a lay-figure with a view to more mature 
practice later on The Life. So he almost went through the pre- 
toneo of thinking a minute, about which small job my mother 
referred to, before replying — 

“Them Drains at Po])ular Wilier? O’ coorse as I said! No 
Shuic! This here good Gontlemfin he’s so wery wi‘ 0 , he is, and 
no respect for Fxiitrienee, he hasn’t — and then it’s gettin’ ’arf the 
front garden u]), and I’d told ’im! All the same, this I will say, 
that his behaviour in admitting himsilf wrong ib quite the Gen- 
tleman, and liberal amends! *Mr. Wance,’ says ho, ‘I see that 
T was mistaken and you were perfectly right.’ And then he says 
what did I recomnumd? And of course I says the underground 
arrangomenls (as T calls ’em for to avoid the old Lady goln’ into 
Convulbions) would probly be under the* lawn, and could be founds 
by piercing with a p’inlcr-rod, and avoid entrenchments on th0^ 
Doctor’s ptjrket. And my y'^oung man on the job. William, he 
agrees with me. And the old lady, she weeps, she docs, and 
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^ Ibey're livin^ over ^ Plague-Pit, aid the only wonder vs they 
^^laveu’t all got Asiatic Cholera and Typhu«i. Aiid 1 says to lur, 
»*lfou^re a rare lot bafor, J\IarTn, over llu 'o luxe Plagr»**Pits than 
you would bo if they was to oonnoot >on v\ttti tlte Mttin iu 

tlio road.’ And .she sa^‘-, oh '•la' do hope tlu 'Alan is right, hut oh 
slto do wish d^*nr ItandalJ vou'd m \< r taken flu' hou^e on a twenty - 
one years’ lea'-e. Bui they nnist fdv.* nolu/^ at Ihe end of Ihf* 
' first .seven, tliat wu-^ Hal. And Dr. T. he .sa/ •> tin n tii/ue was .-.tiU 
' four years of peace and quiet.'’ 

Dtil, Vaneo dear, st c whal a lot you do krn»\v! WhoM ever 
ha've thong lit of i)’iiil('r-rods?'’ 

s ‘*\rVell, in> d ai, Ut ns <>*iv^ credit uhert^ erulit is due! "Wilham 
{ihe young man T ineniioiied as workin" ott Ihd joh) j, tlooly 
'Oniitlcd to credit, as Itaviiig mentioned a p’infei* rod to mo afore 

happened to mention il to Dr. T. as in coor-e 1 should have 
done. I^cL ns Itope lhal William n»nv be long 'spared If) tio 
eini’lar.” My Tathd ,‘i]»]»cercd (o fini«^h his (*u)) of tea in honour 
of his sonliinent, “ I’\e Mpiared it un with Dr. T.," Jk' eoiiliinied, 
“ that .M) soon as the family is gone to ’I’m Hay the ground shall 
he openoil ami the rie-e( plaehs emptied of their n'i^oine eonlents, 
meanwdule dip’lating that whin hi* I.itehes that old parly ’oldm’ 
like Grim Death onto 'andles that semis c.itaraek'. of waUr down, 
he Bhall just I'ollav liold of liir and put h‘»r uiidi r lesiroint as a 
loonatie. As to the rest, it’s a plumber’s joh, and I *-hall air.nige 
to have il ilom*. ’KiideA*'On in llii* 'Orpinginn Road, or Piickh’ses 
niece’s ’usband over (151aphinn way — mtlier o’ Hum ’ll make a job 
of it.” 

I think I have givcm suHieient detail of my Fatlior’s first ex- 
ploit ill the Hinlding lino to iiidioalc ihe reason-, of his subse- 
quent success. Tie wms really very shrewd, and I ad a ki'en per- 
ception of the sort <»f wisdom shown by the Hravo Little Tailor 
in the German eliild’s story, who siU in the hranehes while the 
(Jiant carries the tree, and the moment he* slo^is jumjis down and 
P'ipetends he has ber*n working equally hard. In all eist^s, ihe 
ctciual work was doin' bv Williap, or hy ITendcr'on’s in llio 
Orpington Road, or by Mrs. Packloscs nieee-by-marriage’s hus- 
hlind, or some similar ally. lie always coiitriviul to lug off paying 
liho Giants till his employers settled the aecounts, and for a long 
time was mo.st discreet about overcharges — actually taking Dr. 
!]rj^U>rpe into his confidence and showing him quite truthfully that 
(jetSfeik and a half per cent, was the outside commis«-ion that he 
ygGtbeiW on the total, and then deducting two and a half per cent. 
1^ a cash settlement. Dr. Thori>e, however, refused to make 
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this redtictioii, saying that he did not see wh^ he Aeuld filch Mr. 
Vance^B just earnings as a bribe to pay his debts honourably. 
But Dr. Thorpe was not a Man of Business. 

[t must have cost my Father almost as great an effort to be thus 
abstemious as it did to pass the llofbuck unvisited. He managed 
both somehow, and job followed job with surprising rapidity. 
And every flay as lie <»amo horn' to Stallwood’s Coltages he looked 
with plaeichtv at the great Board, and murmured through its 
impressive ooiilents, nodding slowly at the punctuations. And 
well he might, for the Board had done it all! 

I wonder whether C. Dance, whoever he was, fell away and 
perished neglected after the disappearance of his Board! 



CHAPTER TX 


Bow Joey paid another visit to Poplar Tilla, and how ho shocked Mips Tiolet. 
How he went np into the Tiibrary and (^at on Dr Thorpe’s knee and did 
Euclid How he wept about Lospie ITow Dr T ottered him an edu- 
cation. And of the sad collapso of Peter Gunn, /es/e Porky Owls. 

I RKSiTME my recollection*^ of Poplar Villa durinp: tho short 
interval before tho family’s departure for ITerno Bay, where they 
went in spite of the lamentations of Miss Violet. 

For when 1 made my appearance one inorninjGr bv a special 
appointment of Miss Losaie’s, the very first +hin<? I hoard w.is 
this yonnp: martyr’s rosifp'ialion eoininsr into the breakfast room 
throncfb the eonservatorv, which was on tho tvm\ into (he prarden. 

Master Jo«-eph was on tlw* breakfast table on his sloiniieli, draw- 
ing: an ass«iv,c,inalion, and satnratin;' his lead prneil inindiciously, 
lie descended binldcnly when ho wiw me, bnuirm^iT the lal>l(eloth 
with him, and exclaiming, ‘^The Boy itli to he took stai^hl to 
Lothie and no nonthenth,” proc('eded to jinsh Tiie from lK‘hind, as 
though I had hceu a perambulator, into the bock garden. I ookiiig 
back now through ni> exact recolleeliem of bn words, I coniecturo 
with their help a pr(\iou‘' inter\iew of th‘* two sistois in which tho 
elder had expressed a hope that at least 1 should liave to wait 
outside a little (for discipline), and the yoinig(T had driven her 
coach and six through it with destructive energy. 

Being puab(d into the back garden bv my namesake, T found 
Miss Lossie turning the practically unlimilral supply of water 
ou to the flower-beds; while lier sisler in a garden chair under 
a parasol, and reading as usual a Novel, was also denouncing 
Herne Bay and complaining of the absence of sympathy for her- 
self in an unfeeling world. 1 was slriuk by the likeness to Mrs, 
Packles. But T did fee that the latter had the better right to 
complain, contrasting in my own mind the difference between life 
at the Wash-tub in an atmosphere of soapy steam, and life at 
Poplar Villa tainted only by effluvia which demand(*d the nose of 
an Expert to detect them, 

"And you know perfectly well the weather will be quite fine 
' and smooth till we pass the Nore — it always is! And then we 
, shall all have to go down and be sick in the oabin^ except you and 
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Joey. And I decluro £ won^t! If T got Al^nclb^d throngh to 
the skin, [*ll stop on deck — I declare I will.’’ 

L. — “ Very wtdl, dear, stop on deck. Here’s Joey Vanco. 
Have yon ever Leon at sea, Jof^y Vanco 

Me. — Ifiss Lossie, |.lea‘-e! Aly Father took me do-wn 
the rivTr in the penny Paddle-Wheel Boat. And when the 
ehimWoy came right down on deck inul(*r the Bridges I wasn’t 
frighletird. O such a lot of black smoke! And then wunst there 
\\as a Boy taller than me stood just nndir where th(» ehiinbley 
came down, and it <*anie on hin head, and ” 

F.— “Do sto]) tliat Boy sn.>ing uuunsf, and make him say once. 
I suppo'-o lliat’s not iu'possible ” 

L . — “Ray oner, Joey Vance.” 

Mo. — “ Once ” (veiy clearly and decisiv^ely). 

r.— “You see he caji do it perfectly, if he chooses. Only of 

course you nicourape him in everything ” 

How’s the hook getting on, Vic(‘y dear? And what hap- 
pened to lh<' boy, Joiy Vance 

Mp. — “ Him what was taller than me — heaps ho was — and the 
ehinihlcy came down a awful crack, and they i)ickod him up and 
said it was an acdclcut. And wunst the chimhley would not go 
ba(*k ’’ 

V. — “There’s that Boy sa;ving wunst again, and it gets on my 
ner\(.s. 1 wish you wouldn’t.” 

L . — “ Ii isn’t me, dear! Was the boy killed, Joey?” 

Mo. — “Oh yes, it was an accidmjt. But phrase, Miss Lossie, I 
thought I was only to say onto wunst, and done wulli it!” 

Miss Lossic’s laugh had the most infectious character. This 
time it caught on in the gn’Cnhouse among some canaries, and 
they sang without stopping a long time on (md. It also started 
Betsy singing “ Mary Blanc,” in the drawing-room, where she was 
dusting the ornaments. 

L . — “Poor little Boy! Was he really killed^ Yes, Joey 
Vance — say once always, won’t you, dear, for my sake?” 

I said of course. Miss Lossie! And liFaster Joey, I suppose 
feeling that a practical illustration would be useful, forthwith 
began, ‘^Wunth, wunlh, wunth, wunth, wunth,” and had to be 
stopped. “Though really, Joey ducky,” said Miss Lossie, “I 
shall have to find a now way of stopping your jaw. You do 
splutter in the moistest way, right into one’s mouth.” 

Y. — Disgusting child ! ” 

Mg. — “ And next day after that. Miss Lossie, the Wasp blowed 
up and all her Engine Bilers and every soul perished! ” 
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Master ibusands?” 

romember! The Wasp was the name of the boat. ^ 
Il6w ahicking! And j^ou and >our Father might have Irecn on 
board 

L — “But wo waMi’t!-— And Mr. Capstick f.aid thnl we ^houl.I 
rejoice when wc re11eet(d that all them Souls was bulled into 

eternity and they might have been mo and inv Fathtr 'Xsen 

sation). 

y. — “If this ehild is going on with his dreadful dissenting 
Little Bethel rubbish, I shall go indoors for one \nd F do 
think, Lossie, >ou might check him a little indead ol rolling oii 
the grass wiili that shocking child, with his unoiidniMblo legs, and 
Splitting with laugbtor.’’ 

Mias Losnic recovered herself slowly on to her knees, and re- 
leased her long eyelashes from hairdrifi. which sbo pjtlod into 
its place, and wiped her eu'^ with lur vvnst . ( ii lun^ant She Ibt n 
settled down on the lawn witli her hand*' roniul her kiuei. I eoii 
see the h lir-braccict she had on on<» wrist now. 

L, — “Sit on my ‘'kirts, Joev diuk^, and Im* quiet I Ves, tluv 
pcri'=ihed hv fousands. But, t’other Jo^^, who i^ Air. Cap'^ticK' ’ 
Then J shall in » ” 

/y.— “Tut aw ly-, Viecy dial! But who h he, Joey Vaneo?” 

Me — “I he MiiusUr of the Lori ” For, indeed, f really 

believed he was par exidlrnri •\\\h TSfiniMcr, and lhal others 
might liave been dj‘'nn''sed, or might be waiting lor tli< ir port 
foKob, but that, ab a malter of lait, the R(v. (’apdick was tli*^ 
only one at present. 

y. — ^‘‘Vtry well, then, Fiossiid T bee ,you nall.v want me to go 
in, and I’ll go ^ ” 

L. — “No — no — ^\’'jc«y dear! She bhan’l co in, she shan’t! 
'You’ll tell mo all about Mr. Capstick some other time, won’t you, 
Foey Vance ^ ” 

3/6. — “Yes — rjOsv,ie! ” »So an armistice was arranged, and 
lyiiss Violet consented to rmiain out on coiidilion that r'^ligious 
ubjccts shmild be tabooed 

^ 1 wonder how joimg Christians of Mis^ Violeri bi n'^ibililies 
Managed to serat on in the first century! Ft must hav» been 
lying. 

Miss Lossie, however, having conceded the point, honourably 
iDi&rcd to secular subjects. Under catechism, I showed myself 
flOteflatably ill-informed. I had not been to the Zoological (i irdeiib, 
jiF to tlio British Museum, nor to St. Paul’s. F need not say 
li;at tjbe last only came in in its secular capacity, as a sigi . 
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But then I know, and 'was proud to know, a !^y "who hftd teen 
in the Thames Tunnel. This was Gummy Harbuttle. And Hiss 
Losbie said gooil ^rraoioua what a name for a human boy 4)0 have! 
I explained that th(» name Gummy was short for Charles Augus** 
tus. Never having known it in any other oapaeity, it seemed to 
me to eontaiii the essenee of Charles Augustus in two syllables. 
1 was pleased when Miss Lossie said neither she nor the other 
Joey had been in the Tliames Tunnel, as my acquaintance with 
a boy who hid been there eleaily improved my social status. 
The introduetioii of (he Thames Tunnel, however, proved a diiS- 
turbing element, for Master Joey dfmanded to be taken there at 
once. lie made a grievance of this demand not being com- 
plied with; and was only pacified by a conces'^ion, which, as it 
turned out, was one which had a great influence on my own 
future. For the sop thrown to AfasU'r Joseph was that he should 
be permitted to go up into his Father’s library, and play at his 
Father’s foot -warmer being a boat under the table. Flo stipulated 
also that the Bov should take liim up, and no one <‘lse- 

TTe carried all lus points, triumphantly directing me to the 
door of his Father’s library, bursting it open with — “T with to 
play at a Man in a Boat under the table, and I witheth to have 
the paper knife to row wiv’. And the Boy is to wait.” 

“And tliat’s the Boy!” said Dr. Thorpe. “Is your Father 
hero, my Boy^ Oh no, he wasn’t to come yet, I remember. Let’s 
have a look at uovf If I am to bo disturbed by young Monkeys, 
J may as well bo disturbed outright. Can \ou rend, old chap?” 

Me, — “Yes, Sir, iilease! At least, T can read the Bible and 
^Bobiiison Crusoe’ rather slowly, and Mr. Capstiek’s Tracks very 

slow indeed because of I was hesitating to find a word that 

would describe Jer. xv. 116 or Rev. lx. 12, when the Doctor re- 
marked that he had got a book there, and if I w^as to sit on his 
knee he would see which could read it through the fastest. So I 
sat on his knee. And the book was Euclid, and the Doctor nearly 
put it by, because the only legible bits without A’s and B’s wer^ 
in writing-hand. But I stopped him because, I said, there Was 
lots like it in Mr. Capstick’s Tracks (which, indeed, was the 
—as the author, in order to drive home his damnation to the 
sinner, resorted 1o all sorts of printer’s fonts); and I actuAlIj*^ 
read the words “equilateral” and “equiangular” — slowly, 
tainly, but without assistance. Then 1 was seized with the fhilffirt 
of knowledge and wanted to know what they meant, Th^ cof* 
loquy that follows is very nearly if not quite correct. 

Dr, r. Equilateral is when all those three are the same ’it 
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(pointing to the sides)* **Aiid equiangular is when all (hose 
three are the same” (putting u line acioss etch angle) 

Me — sec \Vlien the>’r<' all <i* one slnrjincs'^. Then when 

|it^a E-qui literal it’s F qni anguLir ” 

I JTow do \ou kiiov 

f M ( — of coiiiM * Ih cause if it msn’t T qiii mgubr 
tit wouldn’t bo Eqnilitciii Hide would be a right sid( up 
tAnd there ain’t any iit-dii idr up, b((iiis( its Hif sunc all 
^ouud ” 

iff — “ Ltf’s aud dnvv one for our rUis. How sh dl we do 

it now^ ” 

Me (ould dioie it on the gronml beaHtilul with m\ pfgtop 
string It me and (Umiiin ” 

Ife — 1(^ Ffowdci never ninid*’’ 

Me — ‘Ht me iiid (iiimmy w is 1o it yk eiir two stiings of ^ 
length, xml droi’ two lings jii'.t lint kn^-lh ipxit no nion nor no 
lois, 'ind llidi jine up flu nnddlfs witli tlu ci issm' of <he rings - 
why, of con l thuc wi shoukl Ik 

He — “1 wondi r if I iiclid w< lit on hi Ihi^ Wj> xxlwn be wiii a 
little boy ’ 

Me - ‘ITdc it i diored^ ’ (f nuicingon the I ii t Prop )sition). 
^^Butwhithu 1 lie V wrote l(tr<rs i( tin uimi^tor?” 

3//s> //ossi (ronmig hi) -‘To lui/zle 1 tile bov''^ 1 on don’t 
*Viant Vni, Joe v Vince do 

Me (thought i 11 lly) ‘ Of eoui erne nnd (fiiiinn\ could put (ho 
lettcis on T.ft( rxxnids il tlu y w i-. w Hired ^ II s Pithcr dom my 
Tathei’s sigulioiid ’ I im iti >ntd tins ^o shew thit piofe'-sionil 
assi stance would h\ foitlicomin 

l)r 7- 7 h if would be the vci\ thiujr^ ^ on don’t mein 

that it’s lunch sin ads, Lossie^ uu I Ilk fiuud ind I were 
so intcre'.tecl we mver heird tlu bell ” 

L — ‘‘Yes, and wc shall catch il again fiom Aunty Wheie’s 
that child ^ IFc’^ so quiet he mast be in mischief ” 

Ho was Tie wss unpickin" llie im in the '^ide of the boat 
with the pape r knif 

If I wore obliged to state on oath how mueh of tne forc^-oing is 
ubsplutely and literally true, I am afraid I should hue to nydy 
very little indeed For runcmber, it is fifty years agot But tho 
^hole of the remainder is so very marly tiiie. It is the fact, no 
^uht. that I have to decipher a palimpsest ; hut then I wrote the 
original my&clf, or was myself the parchment. Choose whichever 
xoataphor fits best 
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Suppose now I confine myself for a while to rigid irecollection 
only, and tell thr^ exact truth. Let Poplar Villa in detail vanish 
into the past, with Master Joey resisting execution in respeot of 
the paper kuii*c; injsclt receiving instruction from Miss Lossio as 
to w^hat dinner I should requisition from Anne; tlic Doctor hurry- 
ing off to ablutions, and a background of a second luncheon-bell 
and the voice of Aunt Isa, which could scarcel^^ have thrilled with 
greater tragedy had the s(vond luncheon-hell been the tocsin, and 
the family summoned to battle with fire and Hood. 

J ab’^olutely rcmfnib(*r Miss Lossie kissing me to say good-bye 
at the gate, and her sister taking some exception thereto. I could 
fill out this recollection by saying that her words were “If you 
can kiss anything so dinnery,’’ but 1 am not sure enough of 
them. 

I can T( member, but dimly, coming back along the dusty main 
road. Thru being at home with my Mother, and crying in my 
sleeve in a corner because Miss Lossie was going away, and six 
weeks seemed too long to bear. 

I can re^mcniber that non<krson’s in the Orpington Road came 
and complained bitterly that my Father, just to save a few shil- 
lins should ^lnd over a job to Packlos^s Nio(H‘’s husband — and 
him known Mr. Vance in the Buildin’ trade all these years! This, 
I take it, was another tribute to the Boird. Iloally if it had 
bton a l]o«ird with Minutes and Deputations it could not have 
been more influential 

1 (an remember iny Father sj^^ing to my Mother that she was 
to go over to T)r. Thorpe at the Wilier to talk about the young 
Kipper. “That ’ll suit vour Book, hav, Joev?” And 1 thought 
lie was refeiring to the first Book of Euclid. 

I can remember sitting on the gateposts looking along the 
road to see my Mother come back, and the taste of the braril nuts 
I was eating at the time. And T remember the joyous hug that 
implied that something delightful had happened. And that the 
hometliinq turned out to be that Dr. T. was going to send me to 
a proper school at his own expense. And that there (so a message 
to mvwdf ran) 1 should learn all about the nearest approach to 
Equilateral and Equiaiigular triangles that my Mother’s poweta 
of proimneiation could compass. 

I can rcincmbi'r, verv dimly indeed, that Air. Capstick endeav- 
oured to intervene on behalf of a miserable little institution that 
he called his Schools. But he had scarcely succ ceded in procuring 
my attendance as a pupil in previous times, aijid now he was ijio* 
where. 
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Seforfe I absolutely quit this porlod of my Kfo I inrill glire a 
iglled'Out recollectiou of another of Porky Owla^s gossiping re- 
ports. It related to Peter (lunii, the Swt*cp, and told how ho had 
fallen a victim to Nemcbis. 

I seen that sportin’ eharacter acrin wot I told you 6oon your 
^ad fight "Mr. Gunn. Iho’lecti! Will, I heaved him talking to 
la Hom’libus. So 1 stops and listens. And ho says ‘Pore Gunn/ 
[ho says, * pore footer !’ And he ni ikes h’lie\e Ik* wus a-eryiu’! 
frhen I gets a little nearer. And the Drivii lie say«, ^ J tlionght 
ho was a-winnin’ all his stakfs, Mr. Jerr^,’ lie sa^s — ‘puttin’ by 
money, I llioughr he was Shoio-ly,’ bajs Mr \lerr\, 'till ho 
come aeroit ihia liere !Most ^ Wardb*. You know Imn*' And the 
florn’libus kiiowid him, ^ 1 1 no they eall the ’Auley Linnet^’ ba;^s 
llii* lloni’libus. — That’s \our man/ viys Mr. Jerrj. 'And he says 
Peter may butt to his \irl\ eontent— he don’t earc*^ And the 
arrangenunt was for fifty poim<l a Mde, and relaxation Pules iii 
respect ol Lnttiu’. "lie may do his worst bv me/’ oa^s the lun- 
nct. Ncny/ sa>s Mr. Jenv, ^ uon'U nuderstaiid me ( asv enough. 
If I ketelic'- tins bo.\ on one side of his \ad, his Vad ’ll give, and 
jiiay he no irrc.it ’aim done^ 11 I ki fehes him both side's at onee, 
like this 1 ^' J^on’t ,\ou bo fiightcmd/ ha.>s be, '7 ain’t a goiu’ to 
hurt jou ’), uhat beeomis of this licre boy ^ Suuls lor 11 k niidi'r- 
taker, he doist’ and he give me a pinny for standing still. 
‘Well/ sa>s th* Ilom’libns, 'and wlun the men .hook hands, 
what liappoiriH’ ‘Win, in com sc,” says Mr. Jeiry, ‘Gunn go» > 
straight for hits nuiii’s stummkk as usual, and just as he reaihcs 
him round eouK*- tin Linnei’s kniiHvIes Ixdiind his ears simul- 
taneous. ll<*’d ]<vn trnuiJii’ for it, and it was j’usl like a nut- 
cracker ma<k of two sludge hammers. C*f eonr'^e he goes down 
on his back and ’as a little peace and quut till they calls Time, 
and tlun ho does iho same tiling again. Gunn’s baekors was 
gettin’ onensv.’— 'Tfovv oftni did Gunii come up?’ says the Ifom’li- 
bus. ‘Mav]>e throe time, or maybe tour!’ says Mr. Ji'rry. 'Then 
they carried him oft the ground, and Nh^ses he pockets Ins money, 
and goes hom^ to his farraley/ And then the Driver he ’cdlers, 
^ Bring me out that ’arf-a-pint, Janus/ and when he takes it he 
^ S^iys to James, 'Ain’t it, James?’ and Jamei he sa\s ‘Ain’t it 
what?’ 'Siekeniii’ to pee you/ says Iho Driver, ide.isaiitry-liko. 
And he ’ands liim back the pe\\h»r, and says good-morning to 
Mr, Jerry and drives oft. ’Cos the I'ares tliey nas getting im- 



CHAPTER X 


About Joe now, as ho writes. And about some old, old letters of Lossie's. Soma 
nioializin^ you may skip How Los&ie wont to the seaside Of Porky Owls's 
Obscurantism— Somewhat ot Miss Violet's grandt^s pa^bions, 

I WHO writo this am an old, or perhaps I sliould say oldish man 
whom you have po-^sibly seen at the British Museum Reading 
Room. I have not tlie slightest idta whom 1 am addressing. 
tTntil you aic m a position to vou<*h for your own exi'^tence, you 
must eontiniio a ir*€re hypothesis, peihaps not more so than most 
of the readers of many ot the books E <*an obtain with my miigic 
tK*kft. But you are ])os&ible, though not probable; and 1 shall 
avail myself of my irresponsible onmipotence to det^m you actual^ 
as it suits my convenuMico 1o do so. 

Well, then — supposing that (in addition to entity without 
qualities) you are a frequenter of the Reading Room, you may 
have been told by an informant that I was an old cock, codger, 
card, or party, who had lived a good deal in South America, who 
was an ingenious Inventor and not imknown in that capacity in 
England twenty years since. lie will probably have added that I 
was a secretive old bird, or a shy character, who kept myself to 
myself a good deal, and even that there was no getting much 
change out of me. If you have never been in the Reading Roonv 
this skeloh of what you might have heard there will classify me, 
and enable you to form a still further image of me as J sit hero 
writing this in my chambers in the neighbourhood of Guilford 
Street. 

When T took possession two years since, the landlady assure<{ 
me that they were commodious and airy. I might have discussed 
tile point, but she had added that she had buried two husbands 
there; and that appeared conclusive at the moment, though furtl^^ 
experience has weakened my faith. The rooms are airy enougfiv^ 
certainly when all the windows aro open, and I can keep 
open if I choose. But as for comraodiousness, I never have 
than ono guest at a time; so no strain is put upon their resouirc^} 
I have some furniture of my own in a pantedinicon, and oti id ^* 
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.return from Brazil coula nave tumisuea a place for xnyaelfi 
|Biit I found it easier to come heire, as I wanted to resort to the 
plfuseum, and did Tiot want encumbranecb. In fact, T did not like 
keing bothered; and thought furnished apartmtuits the tvisieisr to 
[run away from if any one came afler me whom 1 wislu^d to avoid, 
jin case this way of putting it should cjuso uneasiness, let luo 
add that 1 am not a criminal. Neither had poverty any influence 
in my choice of a residence. It was iiu*rely that 1 wanti'd qinet 
for mvsi'lf, leisure fur writing, and had no motive or desire for 
renewing intercourse v\ith the few Mirvivors of those whom T had 
kno^m it I my youth in England. There were still one or two living 
whom T defluitcly wi4ied to shun, for reason^ which will a] pear in 
my story. I fancy these believe mo still in South Anu'riea. But 
the absorbing jiowcr of twenty years is marvellous, arid if I met 
them now I doubt if any ol them would care to ro-aiiimatc a 
fossil friendship. I3>gones would not stand in the way, lor they 
are fossils too! But it would lie st.il(% flat, and unprolitable 
unless 

However, T won’t fill out tlial sen tenee just ycd. I’ll see about 
it at the (Tid of m> namlive, or leave it to fill itself out. 

For the present I wish >oii to keep my image in your mind aa 
that of a man of sixty (say in round figures') mgaged in hi«ilori- 
oal nseareh, ehiellv eoniifcUd with Engiiucring. 1 have no ob- 
jection to telling ^ou, if you like, the name of a work 1 have in 
hand. It is The lldation of Mechanics to Music wilh espedal 
TpfcTUKP to their place in llisloiy. It wull probably mwer bo 
read, any ni<irc tUan tlij*> Memoir; but I wiito it for the same 
reason; namely that I have begun it, and having Ix'gun it wish 
to finish it. Why 1 l)(‘gaii it 1 do not know, but I know why I 
began the Memoir. It was as an exptsduient to sc‘(' how much 1 
could really rceolloct if I once began to try, and then I got led 
on. It has become a .sort of trial of slnnglh wilh me now, and 
the more I come to memories ] nhlrk, the more I nrrve myself to 
the efforts to record them. 

Tho very first thing tJiat set mo on the track of my early boy- 
Ixood was the reading of some old letters of Lucilla Thorpe’s writ- 
ten haK-a-ceutury ago— yes! half-a-century ago — to a gr(‘iit friend 
of her girlhood, Sarita Spencer. This friend married and went 
to live in Ceylon, where she died, many years back. The course 
of events by which they came into ray pobsession will develop in 
the story. 1 found them two years ago with many others in a 
*bQ3K which I disinterred at the Pantechnicon when T rr turned from 
sSraafil* I opened the first packet, and glanced at one of thein^ 
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tben replafoed it fro& shekt Isow^irdice. But it t^c611«K!'^ 

tions in my mind which led to my writing as much of my narra- 
tive as I could witliout difficulty recall, and 1 now go hack to the 
letters (painful as it may be to read them) as a means of helping 
me forward to still further recollections. 

Jt is strange to think that the old letter that I have again 
released from the soiled wrapper that contained it for so many 
years, \sas actually written in that very same Poplar Villa. But 
it and Iho almost invisible pencil writing on the wrapper 

is liOn^ie Thorpe, 1847-00. Of course now and again letters are 
kept (aud kept clean, as those are now the wrapper is off) for 
h.iJl-ci-fontury; and they must have been wiittcn sorneu^here, — so 
why not this one at l^oplar Villa, on a warm Juno ('\eTiiiig under 
the very pear tree whoso fruit I helped to pick in September? 
Why does it seem to me so very strange that that paper was 
held and written on by that very Lossie, that that brown ink-blot 
is the very same black ink-blot she complains of in connection 
wuth Joey, andi thal flic rest of that blot bad to be washed off the 
hand that I so well remember the hair bracelet on? 

ily own particular sorrow’s crown of sorrows has always (as 
[ said) been the telling of bad news. So the rein em bra nee of 
happier tilings has to go second. Bui it doesn’t make it much 
bctti'r that there happens to be something still w^orse. 

J *ilinost wish T could, having sot myself the task, just write my 
owrn story straight through from mcmiory, helped by probability. 
Wiieii one has madv» the plunge into the sea of one’s own past, 
one can swim about happily enough till one has to cut one’s feel 
returning to shore! The slceiicr in New^gate, who has to be called 
early to go and be hanged, would dream he was birds’-ncstiiig or 
playing at marbles in perfect comfort if you would oulv let him 
alont'. And these schoolgirl letters won’t let me Ivccp the di*eam 
real. They remind inc with a continuous refrain, that what was 
Now then, is Then now, and I should like to be able to forget it. 
But I cannot manage so well without them, so I must have my 
tooth out over it. What draws my tooth is the actual paper, tho 
same that that hand touched; the actual blot, whose unprosorved 
half was washed off fifty years ago; the very folds the inky fingers 
pressed. I can live through the past again in peace when once I 
am well started, but I flinch from these connecting links of tan- 
gible n'ality. 

However, it has to be done, so here goes! You know what it 
‘ feels like, when your dentist clips your tooth-root round with 
those beautiful shiny pincers? 
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' ’ tos»e vAcmk to sAttmf smENcaai. 

** Poi LAB Villa, Juno 10. 

BsABEsr Sabbt ItN enoh a loTely affctrnoon 1 muHt ^iito >ou a long 
Vicey and Aunty will have to cbauge tin book6 at Mnrtic’s, tlmt ly, it Ai nty 
tiU only go and get ready and leave those drams aloui J heic \\ >n t bt i diop 
pf water left in the cistern 

“ J>o yon know, I am f onviiiocd you arc right about M bs Dinukclmanii She 
pame to England to Win Lngliuh and ncvei taught us a woid ut i ither Gcim in or 
Ftenoh This now one is said to know lots— but «he scenm a pt liect inartvi to 
Metnalgia. Ido not know what earthly a«o it able tot( ichlicnch ind 

German and Latin and 'Malhematub it >011 i m t do it I in \oiy soii> lui Ini, 
of course but it X wm toundGitako to tiicli>oii Chints indtlnii only hue 
Neuralgia what would you biy? I don t iman duu, tli il /ui would Inul 1 inlt 
[insure* you woiill put up with anything Lnt it nr a/(/ b» <\isj) latiiio, wouldn t 
it ^ Tor my 1 ait I can i'-ct the loist why ^nls s/< ulhilhisc tapi iiul^owmand 
he leal studints What wisPipt to do with ih 1 bhoiild hi < to kn ? 
Vou know Min ma had i 7if ? /o> ( t J* ir ting S< In ( Is ti i ^ 11 Jh and so J ap»i di In t 
like to BO soon after, or even Mi^s hiuniby s whtie a ni went would have httn 
better thai giowmg up a weed iiul not kn wing Jifiidi indGiruan As t 1 
poor Aunt ly/y you know whit hliei Imsiii \ou iiov( r lived in this hi uho 
the inside i f a 1 onth widiont iindin ; th it out 

**lon know, dial T o olt u think it Mimina lad li/id it would hivi Iriu 
JiUcrtii^, becauae a Motlur is quite aiuthir thing to an Aunt liowcvn hj{,h In r 
itand ird Of course X fc< 1 that 1 im a most nn /> a/tjul iil to poor Aunty w 1 u J 
know IB goodm as itself and tli flicnlitfs bIk inakee ot lourst, too 1 kn > v I 
lever was graleiiil to dailing M mini t lut tin n J ill In t Invu to 1 1 , an I lint lust 
makes aW d 'limn r 1 know it j bcf aubi cm is bid I iit IJi imnu‘ on Iuh 
tobe giatcful on isn t Oiilv wlnnit waa 'VlaiiiPid out iicvir tboiight abo it it 
Doing gratoful r m iiishcd oft sti tight t > hoj to ciy win n one w iiitf il to 1 13 01 to 
makelui liiigb tio when it was aio thing ni c J ricollcit when X w is t 11 anil 
CJnile ('uswitk bum ht i s all birthday jiifr^ntB iintt »d il onl\ nit Jiow w 1 
lould hardly sti p to thank Uncli , and all iiimU d ofl liki 1 1 ini ^o^ up to M iniin i a 
'ooui, aiidl’i] a larn cut iiid‘ iidnot quite siih 1 lois aindwt toiilil h irdly stofi 
to show even linn Anditwai ilwiys Mnmma lut thin 111 the morn in and 
Uammalist thing at night And then you kiio vho vwe aU went to Ftaval liran 1- 
jiaramaa And tlituoiio day I’apa drove np wh n w were at bteal laat And 
Grandma got up and wont out and pnlli d ti the door but f hr aid hoi fl iv Wr 117* 
And he and this 11101 uing at thico And th n 1 he irj him Hav 1 can ti II them, 
ktotUer, X shall not bi eak down. And then I ran i ut And j ni kni w dear what 
it WEB like because I told }Ou And then when I apa fetched ns ill btii k a wn k 
after, it w i«’n t Mamma but Aunt Tzzy at tbf dooi And weal wall i d about on 
tiptoe and whispered And then Joey legal onJv ho wrs dieidtiilly i»d and 
made frightful grimacrs 

“ I know t’v e told you all this htfore, dear, lots of times Put I can’t help poing 
pli if I begin , and it s good fur me beoausc now if I got lying awaki to lUrtht, I 
shan t go oyer it li ilf so much if I know it’s in this lettei in tin Poat You know 
one does go ovei and over it so, and things alw i\s will happen to 1 ring it bar k 
tThprP’s that little Ducky who knows nothing of his Mothci. except that she is 
vl^ttned at Colchester and that’s all the Geography he km ws too And to-day 
ItheB PBpa and Profr ssor Absalom were talking about Ethics he cut in and m- 
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temipied conversation to state that Sthlcs was in Oolcheatet-Mt^ywludhi^e 
meant that Oolchestc^r was in Essex. Poor darling Pa couldn^t laugh as Piotessor 
Absalom did —and T don’t wonder. * 

Do you know what that gieat splodge of ink is? That’s Joey, of course. He 
wants to write too, and then bo climbs up on me and gets at the ink over my 
shoulder. It doesn’t matter on this letter, because it came on the clean paper^ 
and I can wiito lonnd it But it’s gone on my hair bracelet that was Mamma's, 
and I don’t know if it will come off. Joey has offered to suck it of, but 1 don't 
think ink is good for him. 

** What do you think Vicey and her fiiend Alice Pratt have done ? Of course I 
oughtn’t to tell because 1 promised not But 1 shall —be cause Yicey solemnly 
promised not to siy a word about what I told her Jaiio Pennell said about what 
Saiah Sant sa,d about her Uncle’s property m Worcestershno And thin went 
straight away and told Aliec Piatt So I don’t hold myselt the least bound— and 
I don’t see why I shouldn’t tell you (it’s secret, mind) that she and Alice Pratt \ 
have pioTmscd on lionoui that it any gentleman ever proposes to them they will 
tell each othci exatth what he says Isn’t it silly? Besides, no gentleman ever 
will ptopobo to Alieo Pratt, with that nose if you and mo wero to do so, there 
might bo some sense in it, because von have a reasonable nr)8e, dear 

“ Now I mustn’t wiite any more nonsense I’m sure nobody to read this would 
ever imagine 1 was an almost neaily giowu-np girl So with ever so much love, 
as Joey says, 1 remain, 

** Yours affectionately, 

**LObSI£ Thobvb ” 

WovlJ anybody, I wonder? When I read this through first, I 
answered that nobody would The second time I decided that 
probably most p< ople would say it was a very fair all-round letter 
for a girl of that age, at that date, without graduitos for gov- 
ernesses or Newnham and Guton on the' horizon. 'Fho disappoint- 
ment I felt at first was because T expected a renewal or repetition 
of the impression 1 had received from the writer half a-centuiy 
back. You see, at that time T was only a little ragamuffin eight 
years old, very little better off in his surroundings than the two 
scapegoats of iny bottle-throwing exploit. T wonder, if I could in 
the form of mv now Self walk in at lli(' swing-gate again at Poplar 
Villa (I should he able to look over it instead of through the third 
bar up) and find the thin Dr. Thorpe and his family at home>'^ 
should 1 come away unimpressed, and say those girls of the Doc- 
tor’s seemed rather nice, but how dreadfully they spoil tliat childly 
The suggestion grates on me and 1 prefer to think that 
written record is wrong and Memory is right. Anyhow, the latter ^ 
is now part of Me, and may as well go on to the end. Because^ 
the end will eomo, and then there may be no more Me, or at lea# ' 
no more visible and audible evidence of my existence to my fet* ■ 
low-men. > ’ 

I cannot understand either the frame of mind that shrintat 
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j&rom eKtgl&ction, nor that which professes to anticipate and be^, 
lieve in it. I should not bo surprised if af< 0 T all the Ef^tians 
bfere right, and the death of a man wore the birth of a boiil. But 
flike my nami»sake, Joey) I wants to know; and supposmj; this 
ito bo the case, are we alvvajb to live on imdcr a burden of old griefs 
bdnstaiilly aceuinulating at compound interest, for ever? Or will 
B time come when the onrush of some ineoiieeivablo Pawn will 
brush a^ide the cobwebs of the nnsaiisfaetory ])a^t — twen the 
pleasures Memory has turned into pain— and put the shocking 
old house in order for an infernnnuble day? 

Really if there be no such prospect, would it not be bettrr to 
be that entirely self-satisfied thing, a aN^on-Entilv ? Or failing the 
possibilities of uon-t \is1ing, to go through a suhtc rr.uiean phase, 
at Keieal Green or Woking, and only be vestoud to cons<‘iousTiess 
(and the rccov^ery of a good deal ol dis^iersc'd nitrogen and car- 
bon) wilhin twenty-four hours of a set dement guaranteed com- 
plete and final ? 

1 believe the last i<ka was nearlj’- the excelkmt Mr. Oapstiek’fl 
--or, at least, it foinud the Matrix of a complicated Mixture, in 
which the (l( parted who had ‘^falkn adeep ni Jt'siis’’ wer<' de- 
voured b\ worms un<l(r the mxI while reposing^ in Peace tluTt and 
looking forward to a jovfiil lv(‘siirrccti<m; all which did not inter- 
fere with Iheir joining in the Choir of tlw» Phased and even 
infesting Ahrahain’s Bosom. Poor Mr. Capslii'k! JVihaps the 
multitude of Solutions which lie poured into thisMixluie w( re like 
the d(>zeri or so of lemedies your doctor givts you in one labk*- 
spoonful, in a glass of water, o\(Ty four hours, one or other of 
which you fed pretty sure must do you gcK>d I rtally think the 
Mixture did my Mother good. As to my Father, he merely said 
(adopting, but spoiling the medical metaphor), ‘‘ Capstickses pills 
goes in at one oar and out at the other,'' 

Sarita Spencer must have bec*n staying at Poplar Villa very 
shortly before I went th(*re, as the k tter which follows, wTiftea 
just before the family' . departure for ITf'nie Bay, treats the visit 
ns a recent one. There are one or two intermediate letters, spoak- 
^ing of her coming visit in July. But ot course tliis is the first 
that has the strong interest of an allusion to mvself. After 
^referring to some unimportant incidents of the visit, the letter 
^continues thus: 

' We should have been very dull, dear, after yon vrenl only there was all the ' 
esjECitemeut of the hunt for your ring and the Police came about it, and hod 
; ri^r^shi^ents in the kitchen and suspected the servants, and after all there it wa« 
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in the toothhiUBhes all the time! Then Annt Izssy ^ot her about the ifliramll 
and they've all got to bo done while we'te away And tho man that oame about 
tho Drams bionght such a nice little Iloy with him, who is eight but might have 
been seven, he is so small and compac t I must tell you about him because Pa is 
going to send him to school where Nolly is Not but what I hate Mr Penguin 
and think him a ridiculous old png I dou t want to bo apologized about oven by 
Papa and called % young Puss to any Mi Penguius 

1 took the Boy in tho garden and made him pick pears Aid he's been here 
to day and made us all laugh so with hia funny accent Oiil> Vu ey went into a 
Bage about m' and him And then afteiwiids when we wcio all at dinnoi she 
wanted Papa to toll me not to go on like that An 1 Papa s ud, * You ic nut to go 
Oil like that, I 08810 deal (live me a baked potato with youi fillet is dear but 
on no account go on like th it and tb< n Vi will t( 11 us what 3 011 aio not to go on 
like And then "V k ty said, * Whv, in that 111 tligious w ly with di e icllnl B03 s out 
of tho slicct talking about LUiniiv ail tho I Old* * And b iid it las very sad, 
and ho\v< imol ti talk ot Bueh nr hgious thiiit^s as Lteiiiitv an I the Lord to 
droadtul Bo\s out < 1 the strict? And Viccy siid will I knew he said pliiiigod'* 
into Lternity and the Ministtr of tho Lord -some honid I)i nting paiaon ho*d 
got -aud for her pait she didn t think it was a thing to joke ibout And another 
time, she said, sin wouldn tsit there. Anl then Aunty miiinmred submissively 
fiom her end of the table, ‘I im not quite sure that pei haps Violet may not be 
right, dear Itandall ’ Ami Pa said Oh then w is no doubt ibout it and quite 
took Aunty m and she said she was glad lie thought so And then 1 e said, ‘Now 
miud, Lossio, never ym say plunged into Fteruity or tin Ministei of tlic Lord to 
dieadfnl Bo-vs out of tho stn et 01 voni sistci wont sit thcio ’ And then Victy 
got up 111 tears au 1 sai Irtlie didu t want any mote diiiiu r and would go And I 
had to nm after her and fi t<h her b ick and tell hei it was a Holy poly Pudding 
“But that s not i( al’v whit I wanted to tell you about, but how Pi had tlio 
Boy up intohis looin uil J found him sitting on dim Pit liue doing Euthd 
And whet Vicey c iino b ii k P i ti led to m ike pe it i bv t< Ibiig us all about it But 
Aunt} and Vi( ty wouldn t bhow any interest ind w re i billy an I meik So Pa 
said novel mind T ossie he d show me And I can do I uili I mvself, so I could 
nnd( rstaufl Joey Vance (that s the B03 s N nne; said ho and a fiii 11 1 could make 
a trunglo with ill the sides tho same and all the eoincis the same sharpness 
so that there should 1 c no light bide up, if they took thin two peg t>p strings 
the Slime liii th and made two eiielcs a btring apiit It w is something Pa 
said in tho way he put it that mide him think the Boy should bo properly 
educated Ptnguin would do to begin with till he could see his wsy 

“ r ipa bnv 8 too ho thinks the Boy’s Pathei must be a very clt voi Builder as kg 
knew thcio was no dram iindei tho fiont garden and Pa thought there was 
stud he must h i\ f been some time in businesB as ho h id seen his u inio up so often 
at hiB place along our road Aud Vicey said if he hadplinty to do why doesn’t 
be diesB and educate hia son better? And Pa said he didu t sav he had plenty tO 
do And Vicev said whv hadn’t ho, then— he ought to' And Pa said probably A 
Man without Capital Ihc Boy s mother is to como and see Pa about it when hn 
has seen ns s ifo to Ilcrni Bay and come back by the Monday Boat We aie all 
busy now packing and Aunty and Vicey are making a great tnss and won't allow 
anything to go at the bottom of any box or it will be onished And ai I finish, 
this lettii 111 a huiry I can hear a shindy going on between Aiinty and the latillv 
ill ess about The W ash being back m time And of course it won’t, bee mse it nevei^ 
18 even if that unintelligible old Mib Packles promises ever so And It will havef 



JOSEPH VANOE 11 

HDe dent down separate after and Tioey will liave a bad cold first thing andt 
■brow all my pocket handkeiohioyes Joey wants to tend } on four kisses which 
E Wishes to draw Inmsolf, but really 1 can t let him even if he howls because I 
Bust hurr} away to pock Good tye, deal , 

J “Your Apfect Iosstp 

m P S — I have compromised with Joey Ho is to be dl owed to lick the cn\e- 
lope Good bye * 

I I did not o\F>C‘ct to como n>\ old friend AFr*! Pie kits, 

fcnarticulatf and ipolo^ctic, m lli*^ front psntry t<stifv- 

pig, ovei a b islet loid ol rloinuess tiukul up round tlw top with 
a ltd buidiux hindkcrthut to the uiu\uii])kd t,o >d fiith she 
propo'iCd to (\hibit Ikr sudden ippc irancc had i sti 111,^0 cffcit 
on me — that ol a monunt of appitlicnsion tint slu \\ould (om- 
municak tlu tile ot iny T it her and the cp to Poplii Villi 
and up cl everything The hfty ye iis h <1 slipped aviay i F read 
In in nstint they iccollected me nd ( nne b ik bi in hslung a 
ch<inge of tense for Patkks to lo sure she minhi hair told 
them ill ibout it But then ippvruitly be didnt^ J don’t ilunlc 
th( s-^oiy fn r 11 irhed the Villi 

I w H not 1hi lea«-t uiiiri'jtd to iiiid iC(ord(d another instance of 
the cfFeet of the i^ic Bmd TSo sO( ner did Dr Thorpe’s e^ s 
light e It it than i x. i)0-^t f leto Msions ol Ihit I^oard cainc un- 
^pirstioueel nid kumikiiij: into wlul he n dh tlum^lit s lus 
Memon 'Ihcu iieicr wi inotliei B(>ird Jikf tliat onei 1 dis 
eernid its mtluMuc \lso Dr Thorpi m the lorrict ittitudc of 
mind shown bv In way of aecoimtjuJT foi my F athi r’s baek 
waidness in tlu woild If it hid mt be( n for tl « B iid lu would 
have Slid pcihips my Pathci tippkd p( ihips lu didn’t pa\ the 
weekly waL s peihaps he was quirrelscine perhips he hid n’t an\ 
money— pi ihips any thing ^ Bit the Board meainen cd him, and 
directed him to s^y that he was a Mm without Cipitd ItiWJS 
probably an unconscious record that my T''^thei w is on the first 
stepping stone to sucecss Pijr no sooihi is it ekir tint ^on ne 
a Man without C ipital than it is neiily equally cleai tl at the C ip 
itdl >011 hiven 1 got 1 ^ so lewhere fls( , and may drift >our w iv Of 
course it IS iininvt ted and lying idle, b«ciusf nobe Jv in his 
senses would distuib an Jnvtbtmoni But it is m tlu ur and 
if you mile it distinct^ understood that >011 are oti]> going to 
handle it, but not to use it for any specific object vou may <ap 
turo some of ifc Don’t say what vou mean to do with it ^ 1 

i ’)know a lady who sold aU her shares in a gold mine be cause she 
heard that the Company had spent £2000 on one stamping 
mdhinQ. "It may have been my £2000 said she, indignantly. 
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Tho next letter, written from Hemo Bay, gives a graphic 
account oi the journey. 

We had to get up at six to be in time for the Packet And ihefus^ f I had no 
idea it was posaiblo forauyoie to be in auth a atrw aa Aunty Vicey is bad 
enough but then she iie\rr packs aujlhiiiq wrong, bciaubc she ne'ver packs any* 
thing at all bhe only gL\ea out th it she gives up, and calls uh all i^o witness that 
if anything whatever is wrong it won t bo her f iiilt, and that if tlio Boat goes to 
the bottom she hopes wc’ll remember that sht saul ho all along T think this the 
meanest pre pht8;ying If T was a piophct Pd bf one, and not make boles to get 
out at But Yi IB nothing to Aunty because she is a Puddle in a Storm, and 
caniCB no weight Beally to h( -ir Aunty about those t abs ^ As it was thej did 
come qytfe ten rmnufes befoio they piomisod But there was Aunty ' I ooking at 
hei watch oveiy two minutes and calling to Anne oyei the stalls that she knew 
the clock in the Hall was slow , and matching oil with sudden determination to 
Pa m hia Library and sajing, ^llandall, I know those cabs will bo late and we 
shall lose the Boat And you know how awtul the t ontusion is at London Budge 
and most likely ill the stif ets blot ked * And tin n when the c ibs did come Aunty 
dcnouiufd ono of tin hoiacs as Unlit foi Woik, and wanted Pa to insist on its 
b* mg inspected at once by the Soi icty for Cruelty to Animals And Pa said wo 
shouldn t get oil. And then Aunty got into another stew about the boxes on the 
top being too heavy, and tipping the tab o\er and coming through the i oof on 
«>ui h< ads But tho men said if they was eoided tight enough aeioss tho top they 
woiildn t ooino through — and then Aunty was salishcd. 

* But 1 1 e lUy was fiightoncd wo shouldn t get the Boat For wh( n we got to 
Tioudon Bridge Wharf them waso. stoppage and all our luggage had to be carried 
by separate men, and of course anv om of them might have got aw ly in the 
ciowd, and i e should iicvei have seen our Box again But they all said they were 
ver\ honest an I tiusiwoi lh> , and appealed to a Polu email who said he wasii t on 
dut y IIow( ver in tho cud tho p u ty got off safely in a bo it called the Bed Boyer, 
Captain Laigc, the maehintry of which ga-ve great satisfaction Only Joey 
winttd all the' briss parts detached and given to him, and Aunt> was veiy uncom- 
fort ible at smh a lot of heavy iron, and asked a Maiinei whether tho boat didn't 
sometimes go down, and be said not on this line But he gave the boats on the 
other line a veiy bad character and hinted that they veiy seldom ai lived at their 
journey's < nd And Aunty conversed wnth him foi sometime from her eminence 
(yoiilcnow her way) and gave him a shilling She insisted on Pa saying Grace at 
dinnei in the C abin, and said in a hollow voice, * It may he the last time you will 
evpi say Giace, Randall ’ Aud I don't know, but I'm almost sure some rude young 
men at the next table heaid this and one said, ‘ For what we are going to bring up 
Lord make us truly thankful ' And I believe Pa heard it too, because he laughed 
so 1 hope Yicey didn't I suppose not, because she said she thought them nice 
gentlemanly young men You know how she changes her note when lt'$ 
Religion 

“ But we weren't very bad, any of us, and it's always great fun going along tho 
Pier, which is two miles long, in a truck with a sail, only of course Aunty, who has 
never been, thought it wasn t safe and asked a very stout man in bine with an 
oilskin hat whether it would blow over the pier And he thought she wanted to 
know how soon it started and said presently Alarm. And Pa said it usually blew 
over about halfway Wasn't it a shame to make game of poor Aunty? Onlj I dn 
it just as much as anybody." 



itJhtied full of Mias Loasie and Poplar Villa. I gave highly.; 
loured versions of the family to Porky Owls and other friend a, 
was indeed ofFcnsivo in my claim of acquired knowledge in 
ect of Euclid. I clearly remember treasuring an iiiten- 
bn to disclose my erudition suddenly to Porky, to his disparngtj- 
ent and humiJiation. I felt that his vulgar technical superiority 
t Peg-in-thO'King was at an end, and chose lh(^ first occasion 
’ pouuco on him with don’t know what Equilateral 

i^/Triangles are» nor yet Equiangular.’' Porky, with great presence 


,of mind, denied the existence of both. In detail, and as soon as. 


he had boon informed of the claims of those triangles, he re- 
'^pudialed equality in the sides of any figures whatever except 
squares. “ They would,” said he, be oneven all over exceptin' 
they w'as drored square.” I endeavoured to convince him by draw-, 
ing one on the ground (as I had said he and I could do) with peg- 
top strings, and I regret to say failed altogether to produce in him 
.,a Geometrical frame of mind. He entrenched himself behind the'; 
.'greater accuracy of eyesight of a chap thirteen inonlhs older than 
me, alleging that it all depended which side you stood, the two 
.;top lines being always longer than the bottom one, and the top 
f corner always 'arf as sharp again. I pointed out. that I had got 
*em all oif of one string! But Porky was a difficult opponent 
in argument, for he fell back on the inherent varietkis in the; 
radii of the same circle. Von try ever so,’^ said he, you'll 
’never get 'em alike all the way round.” He. then took up the 
^position that he (being older) could supply me with a much 
'bettor form of three equal lines, by droring of ’em straight, 
f across a paving-stone. What do you want with 'cm jiiied up?”, 
' said he. 

i'*' Porky w^as by no means the last example of his school that I ; 
Ijiave found difficult to convince. The Mechanical World, with. 
y^Which I have had something to do since those days, bristles with ' 
«^grown-up Porkies. No young man trying to bring forward an'j 
IJnyention is without many experiences of the condescension of? 
Jfettperior knowledge which not only offers him a bettor means of J 
itfbing what he proposes, but indicates how much better it woul^o 
plia to use those means to do something entirely dilTerent. After;^ 
Iplis collision with Porky I decided to conceal my new-found' 
||«aming. I had pictured myself careering into Fame on the sidesl 
-toglcB of instructive triangles. But I made no further attempt ' 
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"snub for offering a new idea to an unwilling intellect, . 

There follow several letters from Ilerne Bay written to Sarita^; 
Spencer. A gn^at deal is incomprehensible to me, and there is^? 
no one living who can explain it, except, of course, the writer,^,' 
whom T can scarcely consult for reasons which will appear la ter, > 
N(dt]ier if I could do so would anything be gained, as the un-. 
inlelligible parts evidently relate to matters of no importance. - 

I am really only hunting for references to myself. Still, some". 
,, „ passages bring back the family so vividly as to be worth copying. 

1 Por instance, Lossie writes a sentence all wrong, and has to write 
, it over again because of Joey, whom I can fancy climbing over ; 
'her more suo, and hindering frightfully. “[ can^l,” she says, 

scratch out anything and alter, because if I do Joey wants to; 

■ know why, and if he isn’t satisfied tries to clean up the alteration.’^ ' 
"s' - The letter continues: — 

** 1 thonghfc Vicoy had got rubbinhiug novels onougli to keep her quiet, but it 
" eeoina not. What docs she do but go and scrape acquaintance with some young 
, men who are idling about every day on the bench or rowing in hoats. And then 
' Aunty makes a row and says Papa wouldn’t approve, whi(?h is very likely tnie^ 
without any introduction or anything. I actually saw her lot one of those young' 

. men carry her books up the beach for her and help her over the breakwater, t : 
' wonder if she’s going to write to Alice Pratt about that! I shouldn’t lheleaft<‘ 

, wonder if sho did. But ho can’t bo over eighteen so it could hardly count.” 

That is Violet all over. Of course she did ! T suppose the . 
reason I had not already seen her in this character was that there - 
. was no young male visitor at Poplar Villa when I was there. 
Then follows a little about Aunt Isabella: — 

** I)o you know Aunty is getting dreadfully deaf, and the other day when that' 

. clergyman said something about deathbed repentance, sho said she hadn’t got 
.'tenpence, bnt could change half-a-crown. And wlien that Mrs. Mattbisoil said; 
;rm afraid you find your girls very unmanageable, * But, my dear Clarissa, even ^ 
Violet is only just sixteen, and it is so very soon to begin thinking about suc^' 
tliings.’ And wo bad such a job to make out that she thought Mrs. Matthison I 
had said wimarriageahle. And then sho said she could quite well' hear, and wer.r, 
needn’t shout ! I hope it isn’t going to get worse,” 

^ 

Violet evidently didn’t think it a hit too soon. But whether!" 
she was unmarriageahle or not, she was certainly unmanageable 
and Aunt Isabella must have been conscious that she had 
hands full. However, Violet clearly knew the weak side of 
deaf Aunt, and regulated her conduct accordingly. Por this ial; 
what follows in the same letter, written later in the day : — v- 



tobWl vahob si . 

t t M1»Y6 t teiilly nm dfwijvsit^ with Vicey. Ton haow she w jnst && pi^r 

H^edas amad bull when bUo getB the lut in her teeth In apite ol all X s^y, juat 
Beyhei actually bringing that young man into th( liouflo intl facing Aunty with 
Ba* X must s'^y I do admire hci mticpility' Ofiouis Uma\ be ill liiit ^^hathe 
Ba, that lieu icouRiaoltho Bellamy bctluns an I thib hiu Aunt June maned 
Bl AiUow, but what I want to 1 now la how d d ^ i ( v km « he w ib \sln i bbo U t 
Hm cany hei books fi i hci in 1 help her oven the bieakwatei ^ Xlo didn 1 1 iish at 
By *)nd Bay I inia cousin ot the Bellani> Scitoiiu, let me e 1113 ui iliiec relume 
Byel, noi, my Aunt T xnc iiiarri d an \iklo^ let me lift you o\ ti this I k al ixattr * 
Bd yet wli n I went down into tho pxiliiii there wai \nntv aUe itly talking 
Bmily with him md vsknic it ihost weie ilu Viklewn e ^ ] aekliii},t( 11 ei tl e \ik* 
BwuetSt. we ? But vuu know lict dim r<ni)ie (.ciittel ui with b 1 eieulnli 
BesedbeMud h i ap eiail « uni let 1 n„ lu il uhe w ib IVl re tt « A int ut least? 
(She only setm 1 little uneuHy uboi fc wli it e 01 Id i ossil ly 1 1 lu^ i <. m < ctu 11 1 f 
au\ikl w to u( h Jb place as II me lUy ihe y ling m tii wli) n me is ]v leit 
bcfhn s ii I he d co ne ioi a I iik with 1 is two Ine 11 Ib but tint it w is po uwtiilly 
jolly ti it li 111 Ihisu Ibti an 1 Hist r to c mot ifrniiS arb loii^h Aimty 
sceme 1 1 > t ink 3c ul uiou h much moie xnoj ei loi 1 aimiy tainilicH 


Lo&sn^s ne\t letter a few diy IiLei trcils \i \Mlh pTCJit 
81V nty Hnt I tlniil it only just ty e ill atlentiou to the tnsL 
and Id'^t s ut nces ol whit lollows iiul to indu i(< tint the \iiy 
aciisiblf bo\ eii > uiiu nnn niu t hive ce me in iitbci boon it 
a'-sist lu UK nh/i 1/ Poth llhse 30110,? people stem to liive I iktri 
a very snpciioi tout -“ilrut‘'t too <^ool to be tiiu I lloie^ m tho 
Ic^tter — 

I took ever su b ale ng walk this moi 1 ) 11 ) alll v mytclf Only Joe v i reonx 0 
And I ge t vei y nu 1 me he 1 v tl iriku ,, al out M u lU i an I w h it a I a 1 Ihii g it ib lor a 
i ulliku Vi ey to 1 ait no lu lb i >l« j1 aite i 1 i 11 11 e i h r lud e< j te lelci It 
set mow on lex in„ lueth iTre iU\ w sg )ii^t I i\t luell rmrilti be w is a tbit 
lalwayatl) uglttl I ^1 )tsn 1 1 teij, isnudenl //le rp in 1 n ui h i isw lOtbiiM 
they had iiioHi j i j 1 s 1 innJ) s an 1 111 tl e 1 e ws] i| up 1 nt n t jee i le like uh 
J ean t im )gim wli oNiceyeanh ve inhti ilt I ittr in leiliiaiiirgrtitfcirat- 
grxndiTiother wntn ‘'he wisbivte 11 alw yah id p mt v nn le se 111 tiw An 3 
Will Vicev a gititgr ol i,ian(Hinghttr f How her tairple? hobeit S ft 1 a 
{*011810 Id vird Clayton, who re tliy wen j x vny sensible bey, 01 yru )g man, 
told mo R belt waa jiiat like that if it \ isr t euo t, cl it waa ane tlier And ho 
Bttid hesmnldliko to knowwhii Syh i lie Ihd ly wo del hivi said it ahe d seen 
^Oboit fastening Alias A loh t a glo\o for hernn I every 0110 a Ihonsaiid railcb awuv 
com so I R lid it would liave betn\eiy 11111 enbc t able in tl)e girl whoevci bIjo 


WfaBfosay anything about it, I cause whven cirthshonlli t Rol ert fiistcii up 
Vicey’B glove if it got unbuttoned ? An 1 thru I Baid if every one else was a 
^IQUSand mdia off how came you to acl it ? \n 1 hi saiel he saw it Hire ugh hig 
'^lesoojye And I said how mean And ho sax 1 he couldn t help it bccaiiBf) ho 
rw&B looking to see where Aunt I//y w ir, as he d promiHcd to take he r a bit of 
[tAdiArrubber, and became across Viccy and Robert quite bvaecidcnt Idato 


you'll say it wasn't a thing 1 


ijftWhen Bhe ttied those gloves on looking at those pretty hands cf hers and 


j^tbei^Wheii onewouldnt button Raying Rhn thought the little bit that showed 
i^topgh was quite as fc tching as the whole hand 







** I Bboviai hw blown np EdwiMk^a UKiyttwx more tJtily, ;roey, wbo baa b^ 
I-, very ailetit for a long time, suddenly said, lady or a gentleinau?* and I 
couldn't think at fiist what ho meant. Then I remembered that I had told him 
when I wasn’t there ho nmut ask to have his nose wiped if ho couhln’t do it him* 
self. So I Haul * Oh, your noso* Why, a Udy, of course ! Ociithmon don't know 
how * And then Kth/ard Olajloii bad to bo explained to and Joey and I only jlist 
got lu in tiiO( for dinner. Hut I went on tUirdtiiig over Vicey j ibt where Eduard 
Clayton had mtiTiuptcd . . . 

And llion a papo is lorn off, and Iho Jiivcnilo flirtations and 
lit rut* H.iy boarh and Tocy'a noso all vanish lu an instant, and 
1 awake 1o tbo faol tliat I am t*bi]lv, that Ihc fire wants atlondinpT 
to as noso <lid) and tluit Iktsy Austin, w])eTi 

did my room up tins morning, didn’t do any oil inlo luy lamp. 
1 pay tho pdKilty o1 a hatiod ot pas —a hahod which rejects 
its hcrvie(^, and my lamp will prow dimiiier and dinirntr, and 1 
shall tinri if up and pri>Iong shoit inslalnu*nls of lilr, and spoil 
the wick. Sjippos(^ 1 show nsoliilion ami bl<»w it oii( ! I wdll, 
and do. T al o bnvl: a toal that his lx on (uit ol sympathy with 
the irsf of th<» fuel, ami iorco it to lake a part in juiblic life. It 
flans, and I can now 'co to carry tlu* lamp into the passage, 
that it ni<iy poison soim* one <Ise, Thou T open Ihc* window, and 
admit some fre.di air, and a gnMt deal ot fri*sli tog. It is betfoif, 
mlllb Paiaihn. As soon as the ulatiie \jlu(*s of chill and stench 
HPo a g<K)<l aviiMgo unpleasant ne<?s, J shut the window. 

'lher( IS oTio more Herne Biy letter, a leng one, ihil i1 is on 
oth(‘r iia]itr, probably local, winch has not t.ik« ii tlu ink well and 
will be diHicidt to decipher. And it is late ns I write -and my 
o>esight has its limlls. The remains of the iirrligliL will do to 
get to bed by, but not to didphtr a lettir. 

I will sif luie a Iitib* in tlic hali-daik and try to lock forward 
and bac'kward — forward to the n(*\f letter I bhall read, backward 
over llie long p(‘rs|)e<'ti\e of the >ears lx*twotn. 

What do I tare to know about in that n<‘\t letter? I feel a 
Borf of int(*r('st about what will come of the flirtation, only beipgt 
flure tliat nothing substantial c*ame of it (or I should have knowTx)*> 
that iiiterc'sr is iM*rfunctory. J rather want to kiiow^ what Dr;’’ 
1'horpo tliought of the two young Seitons and their <*ousin wbeb^l 
lie came by the boat tho work alter. <fBut what J really — 
want to find in that next k ffe'* is some further allusion of JLossioV 
to tlio small boy who gathered the pears and had tho funnel 
nooent, and whom her father was going to send to school boca^fl^. 
of his aptitude for Eiudid. 

, It is so strange to tliink that s^he is living now! If only gh^ 

* could como in at that door and I could see her face again by Ibh" 



of this fire that is dying! But I look back thronghy 
decades, and at tho far-off end sec au ill-controlled lock ot’ 
bijutiny hair that will not leave the loiij? i>i lashes ot two groy- 
p>lue e^es imiKkkd Aiul a \cry fern ill boy m London wondering 
whether Miss Lossic at freme Bay ncolloct-v him even as the 
old man he has Keoine fetill wondeis how il on lemhng that noxt 
letter he ill iind a record ol that re c oliee lion. 


Lossic begins her ne\t letter liorn Jlernc Bay by saying bho 
hael hoped Viccj and her admirer hid faJlin out But 


“It WAi on ' that llity qnarrelle I lueau^e ho waj irreligious, oi \icey said he 
was &hosa>s hu adiiutt d tint ho only we^nt t> ( hui(h boLaiiBoa/ie did, and 
Vitoy savti it th it ihuH Atheism ulie buuld hke to know what is I could have 
told hoi whit llobert said on tho ste iniboat, whuh 1 sup)>oMi ww Athiisui too, 
onl> I thought it % nildnt bi fair to Itobcit, who hiid it mcoiifidtiuo to tho 
othois llowc v( i, iiuioi inudb y it didu t la t, and now tlicYai o ii roncikd again, 
end Viuy told in* last night that ludM-rt is rtalU ut luait a thoToiighlv lehaious 
young man ouh not in sympathy with cnipt\ foi ms J asked h* r if C hurLh was 
au tmptv foi m, and slu s n 1 ot c ouist X < t old twist he r woi Is to int an anything 
1 liked, but tin mciinin^, was ptiheth ihur to any niiprejiulKcd pei'-ou ho I 
Went tobh 0]) iixi die aintd ih it \ teev w i ( ukin ^ ibout tlx. \ic)ilibljop of Oante r- 
bmy all ni ht 


“•xpt 

‘ I h ft this lettei UDfiiiflhel \<Rtcrdiyond imibl try to cot it demo tor this 
post I in 1 < ilh /lad w c « r* coining ba* k b > boon, be i aiise \ i au 1 11 )b( 1 1 hcftoii 
have got to be qiuto i nuisaiu c List night I saw the le wis going to be a rt voi* 
Jetioxi, and no soont i mie\i< oy and I in bed than A icc ^ be gins * Lofsit dar^ 
Ung, now do be a dnekv ind don t go to sle tp just v t, b oi 1 vo souk thing I 
want to tell \oi Sei I said 1 was just oft and bho lenhl hue to 1 *ok nhvei^ 
And she said *01i well, in w T do nil thit unfecbnf if > ui wnnted to teJl me 
about an Odor 1 e edhad 1 shenildnt be so unhimJ So 1 sail had she had a 
lova-lcttc»c freim 1 he^ophrastuH Absalom- he ciUFt von kne w it was hwt just be^fe ro 
we came aw ly And Vi re peat* d Ins name with withering bcorii, a syllal lo at a 
ilhto *>ie>, it was not rhooiiliiHstiis Absiluin, nor < ye>n my little Joey \ slice's 
bog brother if be had one But tlmrc » I knt w p rf ttly well who it was, only if 
'*t was going to bo unsiste rlv she would go to slcc p ' 1 aaid vt^iy well only not to 
qpfnJJ ajll the clothog to hor side Then she melted and became pathi tic, and said 
ahe and Bobort lore d one another dearly and luithor of them had evci cared 
'blbtotit anybody else before, and it was so hard to have nobody to svmt>atlu/e with, 
**^lfiid Wouldn 1 1 tell Aunlv I said I thought Auntj would bf ji aloiis at liaving 
bbr new fiwc othcart take n away, and ^ said ve^rv well if I woiihin t he se nous sho 
fWndd go to sleep So I said whit on earth was I to trll Aunty and she said toll 
they were engaged And I said stuft^ they couldn’t be eng ged without any*- 
consent She said betrothtd then. And it was a solemn matter whatever 
>|teHt like me might think She was going on that she wras Robei t’s and Hobort 
^3g|8 hecs, and it was Destiny, wli# n I went oft to sir ep And n«t moi mng I told 
hot to be a goose And it teas Theo Absalom till a month ago w hatevor V* 
t6 the contrary, A$ for my dear little Joey Vance, my other Joey I coU 



-irOSEPBC VANOU 

•'fiixn, that was oxUy the tj^earest fling she could get at me, only as &e*s ^so. small | 
and such a baby that you could take him on your knee and kiss him, she couldn^i | 
well say him-— so she said his big brother * I wonder what Mi. Penguin will make 4; 
of Master Joey. He gives bimsdf airs enough about his System of Education, '{ 
Papa wrote that he had seen hia Mother about him, and thought he saw why the ; 
child IB clever. The fathci he says is evidently a man of ability quenched in • 
beer, but trying hard to bum up, and the mother a gocul and affectionate woman 
With a curious paradoxical inconsistency (all these phrases aie Pa's) that shows a 
certain stirnng of tho biain. He had noticed her before among the poor people r 
at the Savings Bank.'* 

T suppose few people ever experience a stranger sensation than ; 
mine as 1 read the foregoing record of Dr. Thorite's first im-*:j 
prosssion of my iiarcnts; of the effect they pi od need on the man 
whom 1 have always accounted a steond father, and surely one « 
of tho tiucst fiionds that it e\or was man’s lot to possess. And- 
his impression was so accurate. Tlio “ability quenched in beer” 
grated on me a little. Hut 1 am forced to acknowledge its truth. 
Jliid it not b(‘cn for the additional btimulus supplied to my 
leather’s resolution towards temperance by the feeding that his 
Joey had really got a New Latin Hook, and was being brought 
up a Scollard, may it not easily bo that the powers of the Magie 
Board might have been overtixcd? Little things turn tho scale/: 
even airainst the nasty liquid that the British Working-rnan has'^ 
made his Cod, and this consideration thrown in may just havo.' 
made the tliffertmee in my Father’s life. Anyhow, a thousand, 
souls that might have burned up are daily quenched in beer. 

I know all these letters of Lossie’s would have produced on mo,; 
had T read them as a stranger, an entirely diffeiont impression; 
of their author from the one the little semi-ragamufljii recoived 
* from the ( to him) glorious vision that burst suddenly on him afi 
Poidar Villa. Probably the former would bo the truer, and woulc^ 
be generally in harmony with the epithets we have heard bcstowo<|‘ 

, on Miss Lossie. Did not that lady. Miss Shuckford Smith’s half*?, 
sister, say she was a Piece of Goods? and her Father testify tha^ 
I she was a young Puss, and her sister that she was a Chit? Caitt 
t these epithets be made to harmonize with a small boy’s experiem^^ 
that a sort of Angel has stooped out of Heaven to him m A 
flood of warm light, and left him with a budget of most precioi^ 
^^ovonts to narrate to hia Mother? Well — ^yes — I should say it 
^ the most natural thing in the world. Only one point needfl 
t marginal note; that is the change in the ages of the young* 
pecially girls, in this past half-century. I have remarked tny? 

) self, and have heard it remarked by other old-stagers, that a 
' now is often no older at twentv than one of sixteen in hia^bbs^ 



hood, ’T thdtiM say probably lU>ss!o thh pioscnt timo wotijl0i^ 
have barn, at sixteen, what she then was at fifteen. Making 
slight allowance for Ihis, the dazrlo appear«i to luo the mosty 
natural thing in the world E'spccialJy as it comes bade m full 
force from rcidiug letlers in which 1 now see txaclH what Lossie 
seomed like thin to olher people 
Whv wasn’t I ov<rwhelmed also by Miss Violet^ She was just 
as pre1ty» indeed in most folks’ eyes a good dc il moie so Sho 
was moie wise, and had about hei more of the \oimg woman 
and less of the growing girl than Lossie Then might h ive been 
another -^car between tbtir ages, all to go to Violet’s seor"‘ Hut 
I wasn’t her sine in the Last I only just looked at lur that 
day I piekcd the peais, and then glued m\ eyes on JiOssic. In a 
certain sense I hno never tiken them off. 



CHAPTEK XI 


very short chapter about how Joey wont to Mr Penguin’s Seminary, or , 
^ Academy. Neyertheloss, it tells how he did Latin with Loseie’s arm lound 
him. 


Some arrangements must have hoen made between the Doctor v 
and my Mother about my furbibhing up for Penguin’^; as I was 
so very smart when I prebcnted mvbolf on opening day in com- 
pany witli Nolly, as an experienced guide. I suspect I looked 
'very much like him t\vo years before, os I believe 1 profited by, 
his old wardrobe It was a very nice tit, and I felt putTrd up. 

In case it should strike you that I have said, or do say, very 
little about Nolly, 1 hereby declare that Ibis is not that I did 
not love him, for we boon became very h(S, but because when a- 
life is absolutely and entirely devoted to gloating over a new 
cricket bat, a sot of lanet'wood btumps the full size, four bails 
(and two over in case of loss), and two soven-and-sixpenny red 
balls with beautiful stitching, tliat life loses interest for an un^, 
feeling world which <ioes not care to wire in an"' gloat too. The' 
practice of Platonic bowling (explanation needless to parents and 
guardians), and the property of yielding Linseed Oil like a socre^. 


tion, belong to this phase of boyhood. 

I can only remember one remark of Nolly’s as wo vralked to, 
-Penguin’s. It was “ Picklethwaile says Dark’s are bettor than 
Clapshaw’s — I think Clapsbaw’s better than Dark’s. Mine arC; 
JClapsbaw’s”; which referred to the qualities of bats. Otherwise!? 
. Nolly was silent, dreaming about wickets. 

^ When we got to school Nolly put aside his inner visions for 
tho moment, and vouchsafed information. I have since soejaJ; 
* reason to believe it was all wrong. For instance, ho represented? 
to mo that a boy in spectacles, who sniffed suddenly at interval^ 
like a minute-gun, was the younger son of a noble |amily all o£ 
& Vhom had this unpleasant habit, besides being for t^^ tnost patt^ 
^iXL lunatic asylums; that another always got off scot-f^Ce wba^ 
««ver mischief ho did, because his father was a prize-fighter Qjl 


'Jtrfiom Penguin stood in bodily fear; that one of the ushei^ 
occasionally came out all over bright-blue spots which had to 
.he removed with powerful chemicals. And so forth. So I 





be^zmin^ to see the world. Kolly believed all these state* 
otB, and wasii^t hoaxing. He had been told them by others, 
pig Boys, and passed tlicm on to mo. 

I remember most clearly on that morning at Penguin’s the 
or and indignation of the vndermaster who took myself and 
other new boys in charge, at my comparative backwardness in 
reading and writing; for of courhc I was behind the other boys of 
eight and nine, after such a scrappy grounding as I had had. T 
Boon made up for it aftc'r, but on this first day iir. C tipples, the 
sub in question, niado me the object of popular derision. How- 
ever, it was necessary that I should start neck and neck with my 
xnaturcr companioub, and the new Latin and French books were 
served out accordint^lv, and 1 oarrietl them back with pride to 
ask Dr. Thorpe to write my name in them. 

Dr. Thorpe was in his library up a ladder, absorbed in a book 
he had taken out from the top shelf. Nolly deemed it due to 
his functioii as guide to usher me in with Here’s little Vance, 
Pater, wants you to write his name in his new School Books.” 
Jind the Doctor said little Vance must wait a minute. Then 
Kolly said to me, as an instruction from buperior experience, 
^‘You wait tlicre till the Governor comes down,” and ran oil to 
gloat a little ovtr his Cricket Bat. And presently the Doctor 
<iamo down, and pickt'd little Vance up and ht‘ld him out to look 
^t ffor I was \ery small) and said, ‘^Well, :sou’ro not a very big 
new selioollx)y.” And T replied (being still at arm’s length), 

** Please, 8ir, 1 was to thank you And he put me down and 

isaid, Good JBoy ! And now let’s look at the Books.” And then 
he wrote my name in the Latin Book, and said, This pen 
Bplutters,” and changed it for another to do the French Book, 
-A.nd wlien he had put my name in both, ho went up the laddoi 
again, and 1 carried my books off, longing to show them to Miss 
liOSSic every bit as much as Nolly longed for his superior Bat. 

I hoard Miss Lossie’s voice and her bister’s, and the noise 
Visitors going on in the drawing-room, with the ooeasional 
jgenteel murmur of Aunt Izzy; whose deafness at the moment I 
near the door had led her into some misapprehension, foi 
heard Lossie’s raised voice saying, emphatically, ** No, Aunty 
* 'ar, noi serpents — servants*' and then Aunty saying, ^‘Wcll, 
t, you needn’t shout so ! Of courso I understood that I hadn’t 
the word right. Because serpents couldn't forget to poal 
letter.” Then T felt with satisfaction that the Visitors were 
a^nsif^ng and going to climax, and while they did so I sup* 
myself to pounce on Miss Lossic as she returned througli 



jMiss Vi. aiid her Auipit in the drawing-room. " 

S "Well, now,” cried she, "I declare here^s Joey Vance himsfelfj 
Xiooking quite smart and a real schoolboy with books. Oome in 
Jand have cake.” | 

;; The real Joey was busy with the cake, and I am sorry to, say 
lexclaimed as Miss Lossie led me in, "He^th not to have that 
peeth. — I’m going to have that 

" He shall have that very piece and no other,” said Miss Lossie# 
giving it to me, " and you^re a horrible selfish little Monster, ii 
ever there was one!” 

"Then,” said the Monster, "I’ll have that Ing peeth.” And 
Miss Lossie said, "Indeed you shan’t — you know very well tbali 
that big piece is The Cake itself. Now be a dear good little boy 
and finish the piece you’ve got, and if you don’t burst perhaps 
you shall have a little piece more. We shall see!” 

" We thall thee,” repeated Joseph. Then fixing me with hia 
eye, like the Ancient Mariner, he added, " He’th got on Nolly’s 
jacket, and Nolly’s towthers, and Nolly’s wcthcoat ” 

"Yes, Miss Lossie, please,” said 1. "And they fit exactly. 
And Mother said I couldn’t be too grateful, and I’m not. PleaM 
thank you so much !” I saw I had said something wrong, as th# 
all laughed, and I suppose I turned red. But Miss Lossie set it 
to rights, saying, "Never mind! You’re a dear little chap, aASi 
as for my Joey, he’s dear, but his manners are awful. Let’s see 
the Books.” I exhibited my new books. And Miss Vi, who hadn’t 
condescended to take any notice of me, remarked, " I suppp^ 
you don’t suppose the child understands Latin Exercise Books?*? 

"Of course he doesn!t, Vi dear,” said Lossie. "But he’s going 
to. Aren’t you, Joey?” . 

" If,” said Miss Violet, " you’re going to go on calling ;l?Owi 
those boys Joey, I shall soon be in a Lunatic Asylum.” 

"Very well, Vi darling! I’ll take pity on the oiher Lunat|(^j 
and call one Joe and the other Joey. Don’t be miffy, dear! ”, i 

And Miss Violet (being also kissed), was mollified and settT^ 
down to a work of fiction with the remark, "But it is tryiy^j 
Lossie dear, and you know it.” Perhaps the relations of th^e^ 
sisters to one another might be described as continual spa^i 
with very soft gloves. There certainly was no ill-will, as b^^ 
them. But I was not popular with Violet. 

S "Very well, then,” said Lossie. "Now we start fair., ' Y’l 
Joe, and Joey’s Joey.” But Joey said, "I wanth to be Joe^l 
Boy Joey,” and Lossie replied, "Just as you 





at w&yVdu awthet piece di Cake ”--^**Tlic!D antiitf^ci| 

5ee& of Cake/^ said Joey, and conceded Ihe point* )! 

^*Kow, Joe dear,’* said Lossie* ^^You and mo can do Latin I 
jSxercises in peace.” J- 

J wish all iny Latin Exercises could have hcon done like that ? 
one, with an arm round me whose hand pinched and path'd my : 
<^cek, and then went further round to adjust that rebellious' 
lock of hair. 

“I know all about this,” said Lossio. “Because I did it all ' 
with Nolly a year and a half ap^o. Sum — cs — ost, sunius — cstis — 
sunt Nolly wasn^ at all a dab at it, and 1 had to help him. ; 
We translated all the English sent cnees into J^ilin as far as — 
as far as «!omolhinr tibout the T)f ccnivirs.” 

1 was ju^at going to say that I had come aeros-> tliat august 
body while inspecting the book outside, while the Visitors faded 
away, wlun it became (dear that A\int Iz/> was making a remirk* , 

“We lea^ly must rcniembci to call on them,” the said. “ U^a 
six moiitln ago, and they are gcang to Tortpiay for (ho winter.^ 
Do remcmlier, pit aso, Violet ” 

“But, Aunty dear, you canH call on them They’re Ancient 
Romans and dead and buried long ago.” 

“I can’t hear what you say, Lossie,” said Miss I/zy. “ J never! 
can. You speak so fast! But I know the Miss Ilennckers are'^ 
going to Torquay, and it would look so, if wc never returned'' 
their visit!” 

*^We didn’t sai/ Miss Hennekers — ^we said Decemvirs.” And, 
Vi had to shout close to her Aunt, vvho replied, “Well, but I said 
Miss Ilennckers” And Decemvirs had to be written on a piece- 
of paper, and explained as lieing some Latin nonsense in an,! 
exercise book of Mr, Vance’s little boy. I felt hurt at the' 
Decemvirs cutting bo poor a figure, having acquired as it were,. 
0, vested interest in them. But I was consoled by the allusion to> 
iny Father as an Established Person. Indeed, it became clear to; 
;ttie in the course of this visit tliat he had acquired groat kudos, 
ll^ his address in putting the drains in th^ir proper places, and^ 
'a^teoving them from daily conversation. As Miss Violet said, atj 
Wy rate now it wasn’t drains, drains, drains all day loug! | 

Never mind them, Joe,” said Lossie. “We shall never ge{| 
an exercise done at this rate. Here’s Miss Shacklewortb*| 
Shacklcworth knows Latin, and will tell us what ^Csosar^ 

vincit ’ is f 

t\,Miss Shackleworth was the governess who had neuralgia, and;^ 
equal to the occa&ion; but when Lossie read,— “ Tharetr«jj 



have been cruelly asked by ladies to translate for them Lath^ 
l&scriptiona, say for instance modem Latin on pedestals 
'^tatues, or tombstones. They have been so unwilling to show'OT.) 

then, Joe, never mind! We’ll do without pharetra^ 
you’ll be able to tell me to-morrow.” ^ J 

*‘Oh yes” said I. '^Oy’ll find out. Oy’ll be sure to. Ahdj. 
-^bme to tell you to-morrow.” For I really believed Miss Lossie' 
^{wanted to know the meaning of pharetra. . 

There’s that child oyirig again,” interposed Violet from her" 
fjabstraction over the book. “ I think you might try to make him ' 
^5^^y I, like a Christian.” 

“IvTow, Joe, you hear what you’ve got to say.” Thus LosSic; , 
i’tod I, having misunderstood, repeated after Violet, ‘‘Miss Violet 
r^oikes a Christian.” Then Aunt Izzy wanted to know what everye 
^'lOne was laughing at. And what the difficulties of explanation' 
,^^ero I leave you to imagine! 

. In the middle Lossie took me away to see a large picture 
;'Eome, where the people spoke Latin. Joey accompanied us about' 
ythe house, and I was such a happy little boy, and I think Mis^j 
''.Lossie liked it. ' ^ 

V And now it is all so long ago that it is little over twenty tiihos'^ 
long that folk still spoke Latin in old Komc! ’ 

In looking back over any past there is always some sad note ini 
^the harmony, some black thread in the weft, that one did nb|* 
i^notice at the time. Now that I look back on Poplar Villa, with' 
irfJie help of Lossie’s letters and my own oki age, always 
lareviver of early memories, I see this black thread — then unsui^f 
l^ected, now plain. Lossie spoiled Joey. Witli another child 
j^nscientious effort she made not to spoil him might have b^^l 
Enough. But I see now tliat discipline was wanted, and Joe^?; 
^hever had it. What came about was perhaps not all to be IfijM’ 
his door. Let us blame him as little as possible! 



CHAPTEB XII 


» ftbout I’eiignin's Somewliftt of tho sncred cult of GrntlGman How Joo 
waB promoted to a rial public school, and his impicsBions of it. 

I RFAirMBm, on the whole, ^erj little of my sdiooldays, either at 
r. Pen^fnin's or, later on, at St Withold’s at Ilelstaple, where Dr. 
Choipe hold a Life CJovi rnorship and was able (backed by a suc- 
Ci^sfnl pass-exam lualion on my part) to pret me i presentation. 
[All schoolboys’ fxpeuenccs arc very much alike, and unltss I were 
.to invent imidiuls i could till very little aboui my own schools 
hat yon hiM not icad hefoic Perhaps T remember most of 
Penguin ^ This ^rciillcman may have boon what his scholais 
^lle^td, an Aw ini Old Ass, but he had one high mciit, that of 
ptting his boys get out of his sight as little as possible This 
iminimizcd Iho oppoit unities foi Diabolism winch the Schoolboy 
^gards or regarded as hia biithnght, and which is or wa-9 a 
'aadred tradition in our really respectable old bchools. L did not 
become acquainted with this fact until I was initiated into the 
xjjjtiystcrics of St VVithold\ 

Peihaps the recollection lett in his mind of any boy^s school- 
days IS in the inverse proportion of the amount of his attention 
to his lessons, and maybe that is why I rememhov so little of 
JjlUtel For no soonci was I gi\en books and task^- than 1 very 
jCiearly neglected healthful play and plunged straight into the 
knowledge 1 was a perfect llrlluo hbrorum, oven 
the books weie exercise books and called upon me to trans- 
ire unconnected statements into Latin, as for instance, — The Cruel 
l^ve-dealer anticipates the Scarcity — The Circumstance occurs-to 
file Brother-in-law — The Citizen encourages the Enthusiast — .ind 
forth ^ I am not quite sure these are exact, but 
are not far out. I know I translated large quantities of 
at a jE^reat rate with the assistance of appropriate vocab- 
^ies a,t the foot of each exercise. But I certainly felt a now 
in Literature when I came to all Gaul being divided into 
parts, and was actually doing” Coisar. As for Euclid» I 
ply read Euclid as Miss Violet read Novels. I was, in fact, 
row my FathePs expression when I started out with him to 
,bim away from the Eoebuck, a Young Nipper that asked 

91 




:in other boys’ lessons. I always did Nolly Thorpe’s for hotld:r;_ 
for love of Miss Lossie, and must have been one cause of 
extreme backwardness. But when an unprepared boy came t6 
just ten minutes before class-time with, “ I say, little Vance, 
be an Ass, but tell me what’s The Climate of Africa Enervate|^^ 
the Centurion or, “ I say, little Vance, don’t be an Ass, biit teliS 
me what’s left when you divide this by twenty-seven,” I usuafly| 
demanded a raised puff with red in the middle in return for fh^' 
information asked for. I can’t say 1 don’t remember an apptica^^ 
tion without the exordium above cited, hut it was at any rate d* 
very favourite form of speech. ’4 

I cannot describe the joy and pride with which, after my vis^t^ 
last described at Poplar Villa, I carried home my new clas^f?: 
books in their new strap and showed them to my Mother. I cai^ 
remember the smell of the new binding, and the way the cuft 
leaves stuck together, and the name in them which Dr. Thoip^t' 
(as their donor) had written for me on the shiny fly-leaves. 
short time ago I turned over some old books I found in a buiOTl^4 
and my eye was caught by my own name in Dr, Thorpe’s writfij^, 
on a fly-leaf of a covcrlcss book. It was Croker’s Latin Exercise^^ 
for Beginners, and the thought that came (or thought of comih|||i 
first into my mind was that surely that was My New Latin Bbdk^^; 
I still regarded it as per se new, and only accidentally old throtigP^ 
lapse of years. But the ink-splutter caught my eyes, and I 
Iccted how black and shiny it looked when it was new. ; 

And it was that very book I carried home, and that made\ H‘^ 
Mother say, ^*Well — ^there now, Joey — ^to think of that I 
your Father always do call you — a young Beginner I And;^ 
to think it’s Latin you’re going to begin! Why, you’ll be 
ning French next ! ” . ,jr| 

“Oy’m beginning French too! Look here!” said I, and^J" 
duced My New French Book. And my Father, who was wfi 
ing between satisfaction at my prospects and a desire to 
doubts on the advantages of Education, said, Two jobs 
the Nipper has! Both foring. Well! When I was a yoi&g‘C 
there wam’t all this here lamin’. We had to do withoiii Jo 
we did without it.” — ^My Mother said my Father w^ lid|r 
great shakes to boast on when all was said and done. 

Father said he’d have another pipe anyhow, eddication ot 
good humour may have been the result of his satisfaotiou? 



f, 'Tfibrpe !ia3 joat paid &ui‘<£poount m folT^ 

[Iqttt coujplaint or deductiou. Or it may havo teen Ixscause^; 
another job. For it soon became so very common for my^ 
faiher to have another job, that the neighbourhood began to say 
fance was very close with his money, it being assumed tliat he 
iiado large profits. But tlie truth was that Vance, swayed iu 
Some way by the !Magie Board, was going almost without money 
in order to g(*t himself buspeeted of having a great deal. He 
^pent the proceeds of each job in making the next job believe ho 
handling Capital, and succeeded to admiration. Of course 
be never did anything himself, except measure. I don’t bolif‘vo 
he ever touched a trowel or a spade after that day at Poplar Villa. 
The young man William, or Villiam, caught on, and showed 
always a toiicJjing faith in the reality of liis employer. He had a 
happy faculty <ji coinmuiiicatiiig this to others; speaking witli 
conviction in Public-llouse Bars of Vaneevs Job over acrost 
^yandcr, and suborning any number of confidiug Navigators when 
Wanted. A single excess of the lloebuck sort, leading to a rash 
wager on homing pigeons, or to one of his payments bfdng put 
on a horse, and never coming off, might have led (as my 
fbther once said to Mrs. Tackles) to my Father’s prospects being 
shipwrecked in the bud. But I do believe the little man with the 
truck was a gnome, and that the Board had Caballsiic properties. 
Anyhow, as we sliall see in duo course, the bud was properly 
ilftvigated — but perhaps I had better not try to complete the 
jmixed metaphor. I will go back to Penguin’s. 

It was at Penguin’s that I first became aware of the Classes and 
Jlhe Masses. For Nolly Thorpe, who was charged to introduce me 
<axaong his schoolmates, felt it incumbent on him (in a school 
^^here the boarders wore real hats to go to church) to indicate my 
,6Sttraction truthfully. Perhaps he might have softened it. He 
^ight have said my Father was a tradesman whom his Governor 
^l^ployed. Or he might have suggested that my parents were 
®(rfuced, and had been unable to have me taught to aspirate my 
But to say, even in confidence, to other boys that T was only 
^ tattle Blackguard out of the Street was, I think, harsh. I did v 
Itoi feel it so at the time, for when I was told that it was un- 
|b^i)tcdly true because Thorpe had told Pott’s big brother so, I 
0ly remarked that I could lick Pott’s big brother and went on 
giting out my informant’s Cscaar for him. 

you feel inclined to blame Nolly and to say ho miist have 
an odious hoy, you will be wrong. Ho was not odious at 
;jip[6 only reflected the Gentleman-Cult of his school, I for 
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artificial stimulus is necessary to keep boys (and men) 
the gutter, will it not serve as well as another ? And it does s^r^ 
its turn. Which of us has not seen, at one time or another' | 
his life, some depraved beast, some filthy abortion of imbecilij^ 
and inhumanity, stung to common decency, if only for a moine;nt| 
by being reminded that he is a Gentleman ^ 

Clearly the boys (it may be said) at Pciiguiifs were not re^l 
Gentlemen^s sons; because no real ones would talk of any boy as/;i 
Little Blackguard out of the Street. But they did, and I neveii 
heard any donbt thrown on the paternity of the pupils. And.lj 
got to be spoken of as The Inttle Blackguard rather alTectioiiatel^|, 
than otherwise, and after a few terms my rather anomalous posl^? 
lion was such that it was not uncommon to hear ‘ W('ll — let’s 
the Little Blackguanl’ as the final conclLMiori of some dispute odji 
a point of Scholarship. Of course there was an intermedia^^^ 
regime before this liappy state of tilings was arrived at, in whicl^’: 
several deadly combats occurred. But it was not a long one, anL(J| 
my position of intellectual superiority oncc' established remain^^fll 
unquestioned until I left P(»nguin’s for Ifelstaple. 

St. Withuld’s at ITelstaple is well known, not only as a schpo^^ 
that turns out all its scholars "Men and Gentleincn, and qualifiesJl 
them to bear their part in the battle of Life, with a due regar® 
to the traditions of tlu' class they belong to, but as a most interest- 
ing exaraiile of Late Decorated and Early PcrpendicMilar. For it 
has a Late Decorated Cloister and an Early Perpendicular Diniiig 
Hall, of the former of which as much remains as has survived 
judicious restoration thirty years since. Of the latter it may 
said that nothing remains, in the most aggressive seiiso of 
words, for there is not a new stone but is clainonuis in its osscJS^ 
tion that it has replaced an old one, and that it is quite satisflei^ 
with itself and confident that it will not be destroyed by fire lik^ 
its predecessor. There is nothing that grates on one’s memory oi 
an old building, familiar in early years, like the intrusive cb 
ness and impertinent accuracies of its substitute. For in spile "9^ 
its drawbacks, I loved the old place! I loved the historical ^ 
Boeiation of the old Benedictine Priory, and was soon abJe’j; 
people it in imagination with fanciful individualities bearing 
names to be found in its Chronicles. One I particularly reni^titl 
her as an idea having nearly the force of a sensation. He wf 
Prior Anselm, and he used to spend a good deal of time otx 
river-walk among the willows and alders, watching the trout 
and the water-spiders wait for refreshments with one pawr. oiS! 
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mSf' a possible biter. Prior Anselm was rather like them as he'l 
Eoked down at the trout that were one day to come to table, andf^ 
Bt the same time kept fixed on Heaven an eye to contin^rcneiess- 
Kf T were suddenly asked if I ever really saw the Ghost of Anselm 
H am by no means sure that my denial would be unhesitatiiiff. I > 
Kihould waver half a second. For as ships seen on opposite offings, 
^hen we arc between them, become two ships on one offing when 
pur steamer leaves them becalmed half-an-houFs oourney behind, 
‘so does the long gap Ix'tween now and St, WitholdS make Prior , 
Ansedm nearly as real to me ai the Ile\. Dr. Boyce Lasher, who 
*was the Principal in my time. 

The etfeet that all men’s schooldays seem to have on them is 
such that I am no way surprised at mj/st^lf when 1 catch it saving 
to Itself somctlung about the dear (dd place, and how jolly it was 
in the water-meadows, and what fun we had in the dormitories 
over secret nocturnal feasts, and paper chases through the* \/oods, 
and eiicket and football and so on and so on — Oh dear, ,>csl of 
Course it was a d<ar old place, and even Old Lasher, you know, 
all wc boys lovid him, ft#’,, cte., etc 

^Because, vou see, that time is gone and con never come again. 
And none who were not there can gainsay us. We will have it 
so! It was a dear old place, and there’s an end on't! 

All the same it might have been a dearer old place still if none 
of the bovs had been Devils Incarnate. Whtlher il was really 
'necessary as a foundation for subsequent Gentility that a boy 
should inflict nanieless tortures in cold blood on one younger 
‘and weaker than himself I do not know, because it is a point that 
, depends upon its adjudieatoPs standard of gentility. I was, with- 
out question, by extraction (and very imperfect extraction) a 
Xjitlle Blackguard out of the Street, and I knew no devilries worse 
than those o± the B(*er-Mnggot class from which I sprang. There 




^Were plcntv'-, for a race that lives in hoor and on beer, and to all 
intents and purposes is beer as the cheese-maggot is cheese, can- 
be expected to have a high ideal. But they were rather to be 
^described as rough brutality than diabolism. My Father’s row 
Mr. Gunn was a brutal one enough; but young ns 1 was, and 
terrified to death, there was nothing in it to my thinkin^i* , 
so horrible as the acts of tyranny and cruelty to young hoys j 
made up part of the daily life at St. Withold’s. Indeed, if 
bad to choose whether I would again go through the horrors of 
afternoon, or witness the obvious satisfaction of the rev. 
ISi^Ooipal when he had a good crop of victims for the birch, I 



he''and iiis-forbearl had*'^^ iox n^arl^fllpS^ 

Icenturies was angelic by comparison with wliat went on aiho|i^ 
)5the boys themselves. I doubt, however, whether, if an exanudirl 
|tion could be made of the subsequent lives of the boys of isj^} 
Stime, it would be found that the ones who acquitted themSolvjS^ 
|best cither as Men or Gentlemen were also the ones who wer^ 
fthe most vigorous exponents of the traditions of St. Witholdi 
;:l'here ought to be an approximate proportion between the extent 
of adoption of a system good in itself, and its beneficial effecif 
^upon the person who has adopted it. 1 admit that to do justice 
' to it we ought to be able to accumulate a large number of 
instances. It would not be fair to take the case of the worst 
tormentor in my recollection, and put it down to St, Withold 
• that he is now a convict; or that another boy who fought him in 
the cause of a lesser victim in defiance of school tradition — and 
was beaten badly, for justice is not always retributive — owed his 
formation of character in any degree to the Saint. My own im- 


pression of this last boy is that had he never breathed the bracing 
atmosphere of Hclstaple, but been brought up as a milksop at 
liome, he would have died exactly as he did in the Crimea five yeat| 
later, refusing a nip of brandy as he lay dying. Vm done for,” 
said he, “don’t waste it on me — ^give it to that chap I” It was the 
ruling passion strong in death, and a wounded Kussian got tho 
benefit of it. 


This is only a note by the way, to supply a reason why I db 
not dwell on my school experiences. I have no doubt tlxey managi;e 
these things better now. Probably the fire which originated at 
night in a Dormitory close to the school-buildings opened the eyes 
of the governing body. Por though it did not get into the newSj 
papers it was whispered about that the first cause of the outbreak 
was a bottle of turpentine which was being used, or proposed jo 
be used, in the pickling of an unpopular boy by his fellows. 
Cratch yourself and rub in turpentine a^y^eel what it feels 



CHAPTEK Xm 


I 


:Hpw Joe returned from St. Withold, but was afflicted hy bis bat. But was re« . 


licved. More of his Father’s leaps up in life. Joe’s reticence. 




I-^/Thk end of the first term at Helstaplo was an embarrassing^; 
‘-'time for me, Foi* plad as I was to get away from the process of. 
" being shaped as a Man and a Gentleman, I was miserably con*^’ 
Scions that the change I was supposed to be undergoing was sup-^ 
loosed also to be a growing disfranchisement of my Father and 
f Mother; a sort of constantly increasing discount of their claims 
l^to guardianship. Of course Dr. Thorx^e never dreamed of the. 
p^xistence of such a feeling on my part, or it would have grieved 
^'him bitterly. In fact, I am inclined to think that in his estima-;. 
, tion of th(3 Eespcctability question, Dr. Thorpe was Early English^ 
even Norman, and had nothing of (Jueen Anne about him. 

'My clothes reproached me all the way up in the stage-coach, 
riilid on the railway, saying in chorus, “ You are going to show 
j^urself in us, not only to your Father and Mother, but you will 
'Jbe detected sneaking in to change us by Mrs. Packles and Porky 
|:idwls, and they will denounce you to their circle as a stuck-upper, 
Ijtrid will give reasons from their own experience why a presump- 
^|iious departure from that circle will never lead to good. They'! 

ascribe to you the haughty spirit that goes before a fall.” 
pyid the miserable little shiny genteel hat that was damning me 
i my own eyes as an impostor added on its own account the un- 
served and unnecessary sting, ‘‘You know your Father never 
a hat like me!'* 

?!^Ybu«may fancy, then, what a relief it was to find on my return. 
yStallwood’s Cottages that my Father had actually invested in; 
"latl ; 

Hat exercised, in conjunction with the Magic Board, sa? 
^erful an influence on my Fatlieris after life, that it is not to^; 
J^issed with a mere announcement. It was the first thing; 

when I emerged from the embrace in which my Mother and 
^tinguished sight and speech, each on each, as I rushed into^ 
de front room that Saturday in April ; or rather that Easter ' 
morning^ for I did not get home till after twelve at night,/ 
. M 



f'^lbap liLe reactidit 

^Iboy ; and I begged to know at once and not wait till to-moirdy; 
f ' “ Well, my dear, then,” said my Mother, " we’re going away pxt^| 
l of this house to a new one — ^this very house I married youri^ 
-'^Father into and the rent paid punctual ever since I Fifteen year^,| 
iiext Michaelmas. And all five of you bom here, and four buried^' 
; and gone to glory, Mr. Capstick hopes. Your elder sister Eliza-^i 
.beth Ann after her great-aunt and died in teething. And yourj 
younger sister Jane in the fever, and your little brothers Chris-/ 
topher and Frederick also in teething. And yourself, my deal!,'' 

: li^s. Packles and all the neighbours were wrong about, sayin’ ty 
never could possibly rear you, and there you are at the top of aUj 
your classes, and them to say so I And us to go away and leave 
the old cottage and go and live in a Residence and a little Orfice^ 

round the corner with a brass plate t 

My Father postponed filling a pipe, but left his fingers in his ' 
tobacco pouch while he protested against this brass plate. 

“ Not if I knows it, Mrs. V.,” said he. That little board X ^ 
bought ofT of that carackter with a ’and-cart, by name Isbister,? 
three years and a half gone, that’s enough for a ’umble Builder/ 
like me. If I was Coobittses, that might be another soote 
clothes. Bein’ what I am, as I says (follerin’ of CapstickJV:- 
' Contentment is my Lot, and let us pray accordin’ ? ” v 

^‘You go along,” said my Mother. “You to talk like thatf‘1 
. And that ’at ’angin’ on that peg to testify contrairy, Here’s JopyJ 
a’most asleep 

/ Joey was, and was soon dreaming of a respectable Divine with/ 
'•i small eyes and large teeth, and a birch-rod. \ 

I ■ I beg you will note particularly the indication of my FatheFa’i 
^jgrowth of conviction of his professional status. His admis$ipife^ 
S^at he was “ not Cubitt’s ” contained an implication that he 
Fhot Cubitt’s in some sense in which Packleses laundry for 'iKi| 
'Istance was not “not Cubitt’s.” It suggested that Europe 
The divided into two camps, one maintaining that he was, the 
that he was not. What a colossal stride in three years and a 
/^Also observe that the little Orfice round the corner was acc^j^l 
;?:.as a sort of Builder’s birthright. I felt an intuitive cert^^ 
f:^;^^at such an Office and such a Hat carried with them Books 
:/inevitable corollary, and an Office Clerk; and had I known 
f Snore than I did then of Business, I should have been ab^i^l 
i;^redict that nothing when looked for would ever occur in 
'^.^Sook consulted, but that a succession of references would be iheie^^ 
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i^faxiSr Voit wattciJ; ^iid tJiat it would," in "«ih6tt> fct* DoxiUo-^ 
>iutry* Ctertabaly lihat little Man (whose name, it seems, my 
j father’s observant eye had seen somewhere on his hond-c xrt) waa 
" a travelling Magician, and nay Father did most wisely to adliero to 
^0 Magic Board. 



CHAPTEE XIV 


An im-acadomical Sunday morning. Concerning his Father’s now house. Joe’s 
walk to Poplar Villa . hut no Miss Lossio’ lie ttlls Ins school experiences. 
^ Anthiopophagi He wiU follow Lowic, even to llampfati ad. 

No liiuiian creatnro can be happier than the boy who wakes at 
home, on the morning after his ret urn from school for the holi- 
days. Instead of being dragged away from niifinished sleep by 
an luifi'eling bell, a ilini sense that a benevolent Angel has said 
that you had better hive your sliH'p out; instiad of immediate 
conciliation of a tyrant who bullio*> 5011 himself as a fee for his 
protection against others, a right to wash and dre‘:)S yourself in 
peace; instead of a possible dose of tilth v mediciiK* biforo break- 
fast w'hctJior .^ou are ill or no, breakfast itself; insteail of tutelary 
geniuses whom you know yon will have to stave off or evade for the 
rest of the day, parents conscious that compensation is your due, 
and not yet reawaken(*d to the ncc(»ssity of keeping even the best 
of lioys in ebeck. No arnsars of incompleted tai^ks or imposi- 
tions, no Prayers, for even had there been any in our house I 
should ha\<' been too late for them — in short, nothing but un- 
qualified home! 

I rcmeralier particularly what a sweet and soothing sound the 
Sabbath bells liad for me 011 tliat delightful April morning, when 
1 woke very late indeed, and realized from their difference from 
the Tlelstaplo peal that I hadn^t got to go to church I So you see 
my Mother lot mo have my sleep out. 

Likewise your Father may just as wcdl have his,” said tny 
Mother. And she wemt on to give me details of the premises fi^ndi 
the little Orfico round tho corner. — ^‘Ackchly a back and front 
drawing-room, breakfa&t-room level with the kitchen, three lai*ge 
and two small bedrooms, commodious kitchen and scullery, at the 
moderate rental of forty-five pounds per annum. Only whatever - 
I am to do wilh a servant, or without a servant! Your Fath^, 
says I must learn to bo waited on like my betters, but it's hardt^ 
to reconcile myself to it at my time of life, after all those years of 
cooking and cleaning up. Not but what,” added my Mother, 
with a touch of worldly pride, ‘‘ there have been servants in 
family, for your Great-Aunt Elizabeth Ann's half-sister MrSt^ 
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) Barren had an establishxneiit, with three, and a man to do tho 
boots and odd jobs. 1 remember your Great-Aunt tellim? my^ 
Mother that ho growled dreadfully in the kitchen, and s>hook tho v 
house. So I suppose I shall have to, too! — ^As your Pat her says, 
it’s only habit, an<l wo must all get aocufetomod. But it don’t 
seem natural to l(*avo oft cleaning, and very likely a girl with 
followers, and a oook the worse. However, my dcsir, I mean to try, 

■ — as becoming to your Father’s position.” 

What a happy i acuity mv Mother had of presenting her ideas 
in lucid fragments! Even 1, at eleven, could realize exactly her 
apprehension of her probable difllculties in a rise in life. Would . 
it not almost be better to hold on to StaJlwood’s Ootlage^ at any 
cost? My Mother anticipated an enquiry that was coming as 
soon as I should dispose' of a bite of toast and butter:— 

'‘Why, no, Joey darling, bein’ there’s no loom for expaiisioii at 
Stallwor)d’s Gotlages, and would involve business premist*s else- 
where, though of course in the maiimr of speaking a heart-br‘»ak 
to leave the old place— where, indeed, I have been truly happy, 
without (iissin^^ion and inde< d seldom too imu‘h taken, owing as I 
think io your Father bring ht Id out of Ins employment by circum- 
stances for which I bJamc none and name no names. Besides, 
there is m tJie rear a plot of land with separate (uitrance from the 
fiido-road, in all respects suitable for the erection of workshops. 
To J(»t on Building Lease for ninety-nine years from Lady-Day, 
of which your FathcT has secured the refusal.” 

Quotations from " To I^et ” bills seemed to work naturally and ^ 
easily into mv Mother’s syntax. I recognized their source; and 
as to the justice of the implication that niv Father had been all 
his life a MastiT-Builder excluded by conspiracy from bubiness, 
need I say that [ loyally accepted it^ I am not prepared to say 
I don’t believe it a little now. 

"But I say. Mother,” said T, "shall T sleep upstairs in a bed- 
, room all to myself?” 

" To be done out by the girl,” replied my Mother. " Only your 
bed I make myself whatever Vance may say! ” 

"Wot’s Wnnee been a-sayin’ of?” said my Father, presenting 
himself in his braces and noiseless stockings from upstairs. 
"Who’s a-pitchin’ into Wance? Pour me out my tea, old gaH* V 
And ray Father heaved a deep sigh, which, however, was merely* 
provisional in case he should happen to think of a grievance. He 
really was in a most complacent frame of mind. However, ho 
succeeded in throwing his next remark into grievance-form. 

“ And here’s the Nipper only just this minute back, and I lay 
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Ws only waitin^ tO'fiwallo'v? down hi^ breakfast to run away from 
his natural parents to his Popular Villa. And never commoo- 
nicating them none of his lamin’ what he’s been imbibin’ of this 
three months.” 

“No, Daddy,” cried I, indignantly. “I’m going to stoi) here 
all Ihe morning and go after dinner. I don*t want to run away 
from you and Mother.” In proof of which I went and sat on his 
knee. “Besides, J\Iiss Lossie will be at church^” 

My Fallwr closed one eye to express caution and secrecy, while 
with the other ho affected to scan a K'moto horizon. 

“I see,” said he. “In coorsc, Mi'^s Looey will be at Church — 
in coorse she will I” But on the subject of AIiss Lossie waggery 
slipped off mo like drops off a sea-bird’*’ w ing. J soared aw ay into 
the heavens without noticing the water below. Panto might have 
been chaffed about the 8ignorina Portinari, but piobably he 
wouldn’t have understood. I knew my Falhtr was chuckling, but 
didn’t ciiquiie why. 

“Just a-tollin’ Joey, I was,” said niy Mother, going back to the 
change of homo, which evidently vvoiglicd on liir mind, “that 1 
should make his bed just the same in the new ’ousc'. Also his 
things, there bom’ no dopondenee on girls, men when such that 
followers are out of the question, and higlier wages taken on 
that account. Kiiowin’ as I have done a girl by name Harah Car- 
stairs whoso appearance was security itself, and avoided stnckly 
by gentlemen and young men alike, but twelve pounds a year and 
not a penny less, being indeed honest and sober, but as I say 

“I want a ’an^um girl to op<n the front door,” said my Father, 
“ a regular Spanker ! ” 

“Then Followers,” said my Mother. “So sure as the sort you 
describe, Followers. And if Followers, then Consequences!” 

“ And then you bundles of ’em out. Consequences and all,” said 
my Father. “And prob’ly you gives ’em a character for their 
next place when the Consequences has died in teething.” 

“But, Vance dear,” said my Mother, who had quite taken to 
heart the case of this purely imaginary Spanlicr. “ What’s to be- 
come of the poor girl, I ask you, in the meantime? Because it 
^ might he ever so long.” And my Father intimated that that was 
« the Spanlter’s lookout, but so long as she was in his house, a 
clean cap and apron, and to open the front door stylish. But 
' the cares of housekeeping with this attractive though non-existent 
young person on her hands depressed my poor Mother seriously. 

I could indeed sec that she was conjuring up all sorts of nights 
mares in the way of housekeeping difficulties, and I could not at 
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ten years of age pooh-pooh them from iny own experience. If 
anything, I slxould have confinned her fears. For m my many 
visits to Poplar Villa during my Penguin period, J ha<l beeu iraieli 
impressed with the frequent collisions boUvten Aunt Iz/.y and Ibo 
servants, and the emphasis with which the foniur denounced iho 
moral worthlo-^siK bs and incompetence of 1h(' latkr. To be buie, 
TjOssio usually look Iheir pail ! Also I felt that my Mothoi* wasn’t 
Aunt Tz/y, very much ind(‘ed! So T hoped licr fi'ars woro 
exaggerate d. 

I made up my mind that T would a*^k MibS Lo^sie what she 

( thought on thib point as I walked along the roid lo Poplar Villa. 
But here was a disappointment! ALisb Lossio had pone* to ^irs. 
SpcncePs at llanipstf ad to stay over 'Mmid'iy, and h id taken 
lldastcr flo-soph. Ihe Por*tor w’as in his Librar^\ — he alwa.^s wm'='. 
Anno fcugcc^tfd what 1 hcdtaled lo ask, (hat blie should till the 
, Doctor T ha<l come. I said Plca'^e, y(*b — hecaie-c the c\pre-^- 
> fiion “You have <’omo’^ revealed to nu that I was fxxieclcil. 
VlTiereas the expre^^ion “You are hero” would not have done so. 
What nice phaw s there aie In language!- 1 was told, after ap- 
^ plteation abo\c, to go up to the Lil>rary. 

1 “Well, Joel Back again? Itow do you like Si. Withold’s?” 
The question was put hi a form that eiinhled me to sav “ Very 
much!’^ ]f it had been a more searching one, as, for instance, 
“TTow do you lik<* being birched? How do you like •-itung other 
boys birelied because they have made a talsc quantity? Ilow’ do 
yOu like einetles as a digestive remedy? Ilow do >ou like being 
bullied?” — had it been any such question [ shouhl Inve bowed to 
the Great Law which iiroclaims Secrecy as the whole obligation 
of life to the sclioolboy. I should ha\e lied, but with groat r( - 
morse of conscience. Probably the Doctor knew quite well that 1 
should lie, and must lie, if he asked any questions the answers to 
which would reveal nbubcs. So ho kindly held his tongue, and 
aeked no more. I tliink ho was right. Possibly he knew the 
failings of the School, but not their extent, and not being pre- 
pared for a crusade on Ihe subject, thought it best that I should 
^^take my chance with the oiherb.” Moreover, he had no choice 
of another school for his protege. 

“We’re looking very well, anyhow,” continued the Doctor, and 
( bought this form of speech suggested that he had to accept my 
^^anawor without probing it. “Wliat are the books? Let’s have a 
Wk~Sallust? And you’ve done all that this term. Yes. please! 
should rather think it w^as, Yos, please. And the Anabasis? 
I many parasangs have you and Xenophon marched? All 
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that? Well done, 'blaster Joseph Vance! And Colenso’s Al- 
gebra 

And I felt I had my reward, for the Doctor patted mo on the 
bhouldcr aa I leaned agaiiibt his knee and wc looked at the books 
together, for T felt his approval in his hand. 

‘‘Don’t you recollect. Doctor,” said 1, getting garrulous, “I 
wrote that I thought Mr. Driver would get me put up to tho 
second form at once, and they did it after tlio fir&t preliminary 
Exam. The first form were awful muif=», and some older than 
me! Dr. Lasher said it was no UbC keeping a boy \\ho could do 
Herodotus by himself in the first form ” 

“ VTien did you <lo Herodotus?” 

“Why, €*vcr so long ago I Nolly couldn’t make something out, 
and T did it for him. And then T thought Herodotus looked so 
jolly that I boiro^\cd it and did some o^ Melpomene by myself.” 

“ But how did Dr. Lasher know about this ^ ” 

“ Because in English Liteiature there was about anthropophagi 
and mm ^^hose heads do grow beneath iheir shoulder^'. And Mr, 
Dnver said this shov^ed what a lot Shakespeare knew, and that 
he must have icad TTorodofus. And 1 said to the hoy next mo 
that it wasn’t in Herodotus. And Mr. Driver said what had 
I said 1o Sailer. And I told him, and he sent me to the bottom 
of the class for talking. And then he asked all thi* boys what was 
the meaning of anthropophagus — and they didn’t know. And I 
said Alan Eaters. And Mr. Driver said “You’re guessing, little 
Vance ^ Write out anthropophagus two hundred limes for guess- 
ing, and tvvo hundred times for saying it isn’t in IferodotuG. And 
then I said it ivasn^i in Herodotus, because it was Androphagi in 
Herodotus. An<l old Driver looked and found 1 was right, and 
bC'iit me up to the top of the class.” 

“ And did you write out Anthropophagus five hundred times?” 

“It wa^ onlv two hundred,” said I, anxious for strict justice* 
“No, I went to Ah*. Driver after class-time, and <^ai<l, ‘Please, Sir, 
am I to write out Anthropophagus two hundred times?’ And he 
said, ‘No — once wmdd do this time!’ And he made me write it 
in Greek letters. Then he asked me what book of Herodotus it 
was in, and I said Melpomene. And ho said ‘ Ilm! ’ But dirp<?tly 
after the Examination, I was moved up. Please, when’s Hiss 
Lossie coming back?” 

This was sudden, but I felt that school trivialities had occupisa 
us long enough, and serious matters should be attended to. Dt, 
Thorpe laughed. 

“She IS coming back — sometime — at least, I hope so! 
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for when, thatfs quite auother pair of shoes. When a young lady 
goes to see her dearest friend she stays as long as she can. How* 
ever, if we send Anno to fetch away Joey, she^ll come too. Wo^ll 
put the calf in a cart and the cow will follow it. Suppose you 
walk over and see her. It’s only seven miles from hero to Frog* 
nail — are you game for seven miles T laughed seven miles to 
scorn. ]>ut it’s rather a cross-country,” said Ihe Doctor. Per- 
haps you’d better walk to (''h«nriiig-Cvoss, or ’bus, and got the 
Hampstead ’bus from Charing C'ross.” 

^‘All right,” said I, with manly decision. ‘‘But won't they 
mind ? ” 

“ Who mind what ? ” said Dr. Thorpe. 

“The pfople wliore she is mind me?” 

“ Oh no! They won’t mind you — or, look here! ITore’s a letter 
to forvvard to Lossio. I’ll just write a line to say you’re coming, 
and >ou can post it.” 

So the Doefor wrote the lino and pnt It in a separate envelope, 
“If T had been mean,” said he, “I could have slipped a little piece 
of pajicr jnsidc flu* otlur cnv(dope and sent my message for noth- 
ing! You see, rloo, wlnt an c\pcnsiv<' luxury a good character is. 
Now 1 must get on with my writing. Come again soon, in tho 
evening.” 

And I ])osted the letter at the Tea-man and Grocer’s along tho 
road, mid went home rejoicing. 



OnAPTEE XV 


How Joo walked and buEtsed to LosBie at Hampstead How u little giil tidked to 
him, who piofoncd diowning to hanging How Lo^sio ht Joe’s hoirtnp, 
and ot the Speuccr m/nago Lossio makes Joe tiot Kt W itliold out at the fiis 
on Hampstead Heath Hew glad Joe vias he Inid told no moie about bia 
Bchool nightmaie. 

T WAS in cl inighlv liurn, inn> bo «>iiro, to got breakfast 
ninl stall. And my Alotlier was equal to tlio o(*oasioii, providing 
poached oggb and bacon, to siy notliing of jam and inannalade. 
It was so unlike the days wdun my Father used to appropriate 
more than his fxir shaio of his salary at Fothe^gdl's, to treat a 
good deal too inan> Irundb at tlu Eocbuck miuh loo liberally. T 
behove thes(‘ friends all regarded him as a bieksluler seduced 
from the Communion of Drinks by the Apostles of Mammon., 
rather than as a Freetliinkor, or advocate of Temperance on moral 
grounds. 1 thought of this as I devoured my breakfast rapidly 
(which W’as quite needless, as I certaiidy did not save five minutes 
by doing so), and hoptd in my heart that he would never slide 
forw.sid again. 

You just go straight along the road as ever you can go and 
turn into the Wandsworth Eoad and keep right on and you can’t 
mibs it.’^ Thus my Mother, whooo further instructions I of 
course despised; the wayfarer always docs despise instructions 
when assured that 'Mic can’t miss it.'’ But it isn’t ea"y to miss 
London when you start within six miles of St. Paul’s, so I only 
lost a little time, and found a green Hampstead ’bus as directed 
at Cbaring Cioss. l[y exp('rience in this ca&c was the reverse of 
the metaphysician’s who ‘Mefined” omnibuses as ‘‘things that go 
in the opposite direction.” 

In those days Hampstead was in the country; indeed, if it had 
not been for an outcrop of suburban villas at Ilaverstock Hill* 
Mother Ecdcap would have been very nearly the limit of town** 
Omnibuses thought this tavern the edge of civilisation, and 
stopped a long time for refreshments and badinage before ventur- 
ing out into the wilderness. Mine was a very slow example, and 
must have whiled the best part of an hour between the Eedcap and 
the cowpond on the left of the road facing Downsbire IlilL, At 

m - ^ V 
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y thfa point 1 b 0 g:aii to despair of over reaching Tho Limes, wbicU' 
J-was the name of Miss Rpencor’s father's Honso. R<> I ^'ivo way 
' to impationco and walked up the hill. This piqued th(' omnibus 
I' causing it to put an extra horse with a man on it in tnait, and 
ito shout alter me with triumph ttiat I’d belter 'a' s.it slid and 
waited a minute. Perha])s J Lad, but then llu' omnibus had ap- 
peared to be obo^^ ing the cud at the bottom of the hill, in sympathy 
with the cows in the pond. 

Mr. Bpenoor (who was Dr. Thorpe’s Legal Advisor) lived in 
one of three old red-briek-faced houses that had a front garden iu 
common, and a way in for carriages, like Poplar Villa. The 
respectability of The Limes alone would have given eoiilidenco iu 
Mr. Spencer as a Legal Authority. But he had, apart from this, 
as high a reputation for caution and rcopou'-ibili ly as any solicitor 
on the Bolls. Although if Professor Absalom’s vic‘w^ of him was 
correct, he had aequin^d his fame for the latter solely by an un- 
warrantabJe parade of thc^ foimer quality. I onc(‘ lii ard th(' Pro- 
fessor siy to Hr. Thorpe, ‘’My dear Thorpe, have you tver— in 
all jour experience of Aldridge, Spencer, Speue(»r, and Aldridgc’ — 
known that Firm to givo you, oi* any one els(», a do(Usiv(‘ j^iece of 
advice i ” And l)r. Thorpe rejdied, ‘‘ ^ly dear Absalom, if any 
^:neniber of that Firm had dune sueli a thing to m(^ 1 slioiild luivo 
. lost all eoulidoneo in it at once. But the WMy in whi‘*li Speneer 
' prefers to rcbcrvo his judgment is worth volumes of other people’s 
, shallow decisions.” 

“ / I found iny way to The Limes and got there just iu time to avoid 
. n shower of rain. Mibs Thorpe wasn’t in; Init would he, and had 
{left word that 1 was to be acconimodaled with books to nsid until 
' her return. So I was shown into a parlour that smelt of book- 
leather, horsehair, and conservatory, aiul had no one iu it but a 
canary, who was singing very loud; and was given inj choice of a 
1^. volume, and preferred Peter Simple, please— having indeed had 
l^nough of tho elassics latelj'. I was just reading O’Brhui’s 
S/descripliun of flapdoodle, ‘Hlic stuff they feed fools on,” when 1 
aware that I was an object of interest to a little girl about 
own age, who had sighted me from a back room and was work- 
l^iiig gradually up towards communication. As I saw lier first 
a mirror on the table, and had only been seen by her reilcction, 
^^{.^ought T wasn’t bound to take any steps myself, and went on 
^Lsidering what O’Brien meant. I had informed myself about 
l^pdoodlc by the time the little girl had got so near that I felt T 
pretend any longer, and I looked up at the original of 
reflection, which was a rather pretty and very serious little 
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maiden manifestly suckingr a peppermint drop. She looked at me 
Trith gravity for a few seconds, then asked if I should like one. I 
■was not sure that it was good form to smell of peppermint in 
strange houses, so J said I didn’t care for it, which was untrue. 
The way was, however, paved for further advances. ‘ 

^‘Are you AIiss Lueilla Thorpe’s Schoolboy that was expected 
and that’s to stop for lunch ? ” 

I said yes, with confidence. Miss Lossic had arranged it and 
that was suificieiit, 1 thought the enquiry justified a question 
from mo. 

‘‘Are you Miss Sari la’s sifter Jane that’s seven years ;^ouiiger 
than she is, and called Grizzle for short?” Because though Miss 
Rarita herself was the only one of the family I had seen, I had 
pieked up the family history. 

‘‘Yes — I'm Gn/zle, or Jaiioy— whieheviT people like to call me. 
Wliieh will you^” I refleeted a minute and decided on Janey. 
On which Janoy addcxl, “And begin i ow!” I nodded oiico with 
my lips closed, as a pledge that I would do so on the n('\t occa- 
sion, and then Janoy said, looking straight at me witli a pair of 
hazel eyes: “ What’s your name? Because 1 can’t call you School- 
boy!” 

“My name’s Joe Vance. The boys call me little Vance, but 
not Joe. You call mo Joe, please I” 

“Joe, but not Vance! Very well — ^you’re very fond of Miss 
Lossic, aren’t ;>ou, Joe?” 

“ Yes, very— aren’t you ? ” 

“Of course 1 am. But not so fond as Sarry is. She’s very 
very fond of her. It goes by veries.” 

I felt that iny education had been neglected hut that now I 
knew. 

“1 hope you’ve got a nice book to read — there’s plenty more 
here if you haven’t. Oh yes! Peter Simple. I’m so fond of 
Captain Marr>a1. Thev are capital books for boys.” 1 resented 
this as patronizing. “ But I like all books about the sea, because 
I like the sea — i would ever so much sooner be drowned than 
hanged.” 

“ But, I say, J anoy ! ” My promise about calling her by her 
name was a little on my conscience, and I felt easier as soon as 1 
had achieved it. “ I say, Janey ! — ^you know you needn’t be either I ‘ 
drowned or hanged.” 

“Don’t you think so, Joe? Perhaps not! But suppose you had 
to decide which? I should vote for drowning! 1 should never 
vote for being hanged, if they went on till Doomsday.” A;i;idi 

5 :i 
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Janoy sucked her pept)ermint drop with her chin between her ' 
hands and her elbows on a chair back, and looked very grave about 
it. 

I shouldn’t vote for either,” said I. 

‘^Perhaps they won’t ask us,” ssaid Jaiioy, and 1 really felt the 
matter was getting serious. Could nothing be done to avert such 
a gloomy destiny^ Put we waived the point, for a knock came, 
and Jancy said, “That’s Lossio Thorpe coming. Now mind you 
recollect and call me Jancy.” 

How odd tiio tricks of memorv arc! I ha<l completely for- 
gotten this conversation of forty-odd years ago until I bought 
^omo peppermint drops for some children tin's morning, and they 
[Ordered me to take one myself, and not spit it out. 1 never re- 
'momhered it even when — ^however, that tmisi stand over! 

I chocked an iiupiilso to run out and uv‘t t "Miss Lossu', as T had 
repressed a natural grcH'd for peppenniiil lo/imges, from a doubtf 
whether oiw' (ouJd take sueh a libortv as to walk out of another 
person’s house and come hack again, until at any r*ite one should 
have shaken hinds with the whole ianuly. But 1 hadn’t long to 
wait for Lossie’s “Is Jo<* Vance corned Whc're h In the 
Library i ” and Oriz/k^’s announcement as bh(‘ opened tho door 
of OUT room, “ I’ve got him in lit'te,” as if t were a s])ecinien. 

“When* have >ou got hirii^ In heroif ^ay we have some of 
him? Whv, Joe, you’ve really grown in tlm'o months! Is ifc 
school or what? Remember 1 want you always to be a Ltllo ehap, 
and don’t grow too much — ^wliatever shall T do if Joey begins to 
grow too? However, he can’t do that for nuotlu'r four years at 
least — can you, Joey?” Por Joey was still Lossie’s invariable 
asteroid, although he had left his babyhood three years behind. 
But ho retained a lisp, and with it, or in si)ito of it, he now re- 
marked, “I want to grow up vethy thoon, and to havi' a horth.” 
Por Master Jo^<»ph whenever he spoke made a requisition. 

“Well,” said Lossh*, “you’ve had a doid^cy to-day, and that’s 
miough for you! Now, Joe, are you glad or sorry to be back, and 
how’s your Father and Mother? *’ She kept my two hands in hers 
until I had replied that T was superlatively glad, with rc'serves 
about school being perfectly satisfactory to avoid awakening 
auspicion of tlic contrary, and that Father and Mother were both 
,^1I and desired me to give their best respects. She then took her 
hands back to pull her bonnet off (for in those day.s girls wore 
bonnets), and gave it to Joey to carry upstairs very carefully and 
iiot squash it, I think Master Joseph was going to bargain, but 
*1^ sister said, “Out along, now— youVe had a donkey!” and he 
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concodecf the point with roluotanoo* Tijen Hossie throw h^r&elf 
into a rockinf?*c*liair and took a good look at me. 

I am glad I am not railed upon to make oath about $omo 
xeeolk'c lions of long ago. If T had 1o swear an iitKdavit on thO^ 
question of whether, just at the time Lossie came in at the door 
of that most respectable and trancpiil Spencer man'>ion, some one 
did or did not open all the windows, and let tho s\ve«’t spring air 
into all tho closed rooms, and pull up all the half-down blinds 
and let in the sunshine, I fahoukWt be able to make up iny mind 
to swearing-point. It may have been so, or it may have been 
merely Lostlo. 

‘‘luitliLi grave you look, at a distance, Joe,’’ she said. “Como 
up near and see ilu a— that’s riaht. now joiiVe laughing! 

I VMS Luuihing, though indeed 1 was a little frightened of MisS 
Lossie’s enquiiing e^es. f read in thorn a corning o.rtechism 
about school, with a Jorebodirig that J should not be able to tell 
favourable fibs under ilieir penetrating gaze. T began betraying my 
uneasines'^, like a little idiot, by importing foreign mattiT into 
the conversation. 

1 say,” said I, “what an aw’fully long way it is from Wands- 
worth to Charing Cross ! And there were such a lot of people in 
the ferry boat it neaily turned over.’^ 

“Whore on earth h«is the boy been? Wliat ferrv-boat, *Toe?” 

“ Whv, at Chelsea! Because I got off the road at Battersea, 
and got into the iields, and then got the ferry for a penny below 
Chedsca Church. And then I walked up to Rloane Strc'ct, and it 
had got so late T took the ’bus to Charing Cros*?.” T enlarged a 
good deal on the dangers and difficulties of Chelsea Ferry, but 
my hearer wasn’t deeply interested. Probably she saw my 
motive. 

“You saw Papa, Joe, yesterday? Bid you see Aunt Tzzy?” 

“ No — she was writing circulars, and tliouglit 1 was the Baker. 
So L didn’t go in.” Miss Lossie accepted my words as clear, so I * 
suppose they wore so. 

“And of eourse,” said she, “Nolly’s at CLsydon Court till 
Saturday. 1 want to know if Nolly thinks your school like 

Eton ” I got frightened again, but a diversion occurred, Misa*' 

Sarita Spencer came downstairs ready for lunch and said it was^ 
a quarter past one and lunch was half-past, and how did X d6«, 
Master Vaneo? I did very well, thank >ou, Misa Spencer, 
might I wash my hands. This was negotiated, and while I 
washed my hands almost religiously (in view of the style of tbot 
house) I reflected on Miss Sarita Spencer, and why it was that X 



Iwid a daughter ^Ea hwist haValx^ 

jifttber like Mias Sarry. Perhaps it was chiefly, if not entirely, 

, l^ecaiise her elbows appeared actually to be the angles A B and 
' A 0 B thembclvcs, and because of a certain fla\our oi aura of 
f piano surfaces of uhuh one was conscious during iufir\Kus, or 
when following their owner (or subj(cl) up the •'fittt ^ 

* I washed my haiuls so long that I had lime also to wonder why 
sho and I ossje should at first si^iht lia\e flown into c idi other’s 
arms, and down each other’s throats, which was J^o^sic\ veiuon 
of what look place But F only wondered bee iiise 1 did not at 
ithat caily age know the law of the at traction ot opposite ^ Tf 

had, I should ha\e said to myself, ‘‘Wli\, of c oursc - -Miss 
(Lossie hasn’t got an Angle in hei composiljon, at least not one 
that would stick in* And it Mis:» Saiiy wire to try <ici so to 
make her hair go iii i flulT and get in h'^r c^e^, she eoulcln’t do 
it. And Mi^s S is cvidontK getting it idv to l)e twenty, while 
TiOSSie hasn’t quite ioigotton how to be ten” — Siri\ was a year 
older thm Lossio, being at this date seientdii and a half F have 
since then found out tint ihero are two distinct ( hsscs ot girls 
and hoys- those who in \oiitli are early versions of their malmity, 
and tliose who in old age aie late editions of their childhood. 
When 1 last saw Lossie F saw again the Lo^sie of Poplai Villa. 
When 1 first aw Sair^ Spencer I knew exactly whit she would 
be twenty — iliirty yeais later. But had she Ined till now no one, 
seeing her for the first time, could ever have guessed what she 
was like as a girl of seventcea 

A sudden lunchi on hell stopped m\ roflcetions and smt me with 
, half-dried hands to be shown to Mr Spencer by Lossie, as my 
''young friend floe Vance who had just come fiom school at St 
Wlthold’s. On which Mr. Spencer suceceded, by saying, St. 
Witliold’s — ah ha!’’ and then giving a little nod and shutting 
^ his lips tight, in making me believe he knew all about St. Withold, 
had only a qualified opinion of the Saint, whereas F really 
Wieve he knew nothing whatever This made me uneasy, and T 
Vas greatly relieved w^hen, on being told that T had come b^ in- 
vitation to see Hampstead Tlcath, he repeated in exactly the smie 
5Way, Hampstead IFeath- ah ha!” as if th<^ motives of smh a visit 
ifrere open to suspicion But Lossie dissipated his Irp d manner 
i*^^*Why shouldn't Joe Vance come to see Tlampstead Heath, I 
tiiould like to know? Come now, Mr. Spencer, don’t be the Lord 
|Oiaiicellor, but toll us why — and give me some beef for Joe, 
Realise he’s ravenous.” 

'*Well, my dear Lucilla,^’ said Mr. Spencer, very weightily, 

8 
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as you press mo so for an answer— stop a minute for some more 
gravy — I have no serious objection to making this admission— 
take oaro jou don^t spill it — io making this admission with all 
due reservation — pass me the mustard, my dear — with aU due 
TCfeerv atioi), that on the whole I see no objietiou whatever to Joe 
Vauee coming to see Ilatiip^'tend Heath.” 

Of course not!” cried Lossie. And Saiita and drizzle 
echoed, course not.” Their mother, who ivas there, but who 
was one of those people who make no impres'^ion on (dhors and 
who apparently rcceiie none themselves, seemed to say something- 
She had iron-gr( y lolls of hiir on each suk' of her forehead, and 
spoke under lur breath, and T don’t think I should haie known 
she too said Of course not” only that Lossu^ went on, “I’m so 
glad jou aftree with me, !Mrs. Spenecr. And we aie all going out 
lor a walk to show Joe Vance Hampstead TTeath if it doesn’t 
rain.” On winch Master Joseph, who wms on the olher side of 
Lossjc, struck m, “T'le hern on the Heath wiinth lo-dav. T want 
to go to the Zo<»loRical Gardentli in Regent’s Paik, and see the 
Carnivorous Animals fed at four o’clock precisely ” But ibis was 
iicgatiM'cl and we goi out on the ilealh in due course, and 
Lo'sie and Saiita pointed across the London fog to show me 
whc're 1 had come from. The Won (as Oobbett cnlJed it) was 
then a small Won compared to wrhat it is now. Bui the heap of 
fog <hat hid the Surrey IfilL was denser for its ihiekness — for 
when I looked ovct London fiom the same point one Aiinl day 
two 5 ears ^ince, 7 s<iw the Cr\stal Palace plain enough And then 
I tliought how Losmo and iMiss S]Kmeer and Joe\ tiud 1 stood there 
on tliat (kiv, and how then there was no Crystal l^aLice. And 
Penge Park slept unsuspicious and unspoiled. But we walked 
towards the Spaniards without speculating about the growth of 
London. Theie were so many fields between, and the air was so 
fewest after Apiil showers in the moining, that we dieln't trouble 
our heads about anything. 

At least, not for a moment. For when wo had started for the 
Spaniards (after a demand from Joey that we should go to High* 
gate, and his being told that it was on the way there, and ex; 
pressing suspicion of our veracity) trouble came into my head iS 
the form of an apprehension that Lossie was going to have it dui 
of me about St Withold. Now apart from my wish to kcep^ tay^ 
self a sealed book on the subject, I was happy at the pause in the 
process of my conversion to a Gentleman, and was thoroughly eu* 
joving the peace and the presence of Lossie. Of course, like the 
Spirit that left the body, and had to return and reanimate it^ !]( ^ 
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'^luxtttiatinfif in my Heaven, and ehnttingr my eyoK to the Koiror 
: a re-entry into the prison-house. After all, that would be ion days ; 

: hence! 1 wasn’t going to fidget about that at least until Saturday. 

; j^leven years old docs this sort of thing very eawSily. 

^ But then I had never liad a secret from Lossie. In my three 
years of Penguin’s 1 had naturally boeome a sort of tame eat} 
at Poplar Villa. Indeed, at some iindefinc'd eonlhi<'iie(' of events. 
Miss Lossie had become Lassie to me; having, I think, for a short 
j time stood belwK'ii inverted commas as a protest against any 
presumption on my part. She used to speak of me as “ t'other lit- 
^ tlo ^ ’Other,” and whenever I had anything to loll that wii-. pleasant 

r k^r-d lerwibe, or anything on my eonscienee, 1 was surf* to take 
Lossie into my confidonre first, with of cour<'(' a reserve in favour 
. of my Mother after; the communications to Lossie always l>cing 
: made with a subcutaneous sense of wliai a pleasure it would be to 
tell my Mother what Miss I^os^ie had said of this or of that. For 
. in speaking lo my Mother 1 retained the df/sw, not to put lier to 
the embarrassment of a doubt whether she was or wasn’t expected 
to change her own form of address. But T ha<l lu'ver held my 
tongue about anything to < ither, and here was I resolute to keep a 
' secret if possible from both, ll was very unpleasant. 

'^Xow^ Joe, let them go on in front — and then we can talk, I 
want you to Udl mo all about Bt. Witliold’s.” 

The Fvamiiiation had begun, and the aiibW’er to the first ques- 
tion was evabive. It was framed on the lines of Baedeker — treat- 
; ing of the antiquity of the school, the lateness of its Decorated 
period, and the earliiies? of its Perpendicular; of the number of its 
• masters, and the profundity of their scholarship; of th(‘ smallness 
* of Dr. Laslier’s e.vcs, and the redness of the hceond Latin Master’s 
■ nose; and then, becoming feeble and difiuse, drivell<-d down to 
i. the tightness of the first Mathematical Master’s trousers. They 
l^wero awfully tight and Purdy secimdus rcporl(‘d (hat he had 
f heard them bursting at the seams. 

^^Stuff and nonsense, Joe!” exclaimed Lossie, impatiently, 
f'^^You know very well that Mr. Packer’s trousers arc not what I 
= want to know about. Bother Mr. Packer’s trousers! — Tell me 
about the classes, about the food, about the matron, about tlie 
^Oys— especially (he bad boys. Are the boys, the bad ones I 
j^an, as much flogged as some people say? Or is it all exag- 
geration?” 

that I had only to confess up to my own birchings (for that 
the rock ahead) to one who would have cheerfully derided 
md danced with joy over the amount of the infliction I O that 
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Porky dwia IftaS' kSaoii Examiaeri IIow t ^ihouH tave 
joiood in desicribing castigation beyond human endiiranco, cart* “ 
loads of now birch-rods, and Dr. Lasher fainting with exhaustion 
and brought afresh to the scratch by moans of strong stimulants t , 
But Porky had (so T heard) entered the Merchant Sorvico, and 
was Heaven knows where! And it was Lossic, Los-^ie herself, that 
was waiting for an answer with the thoughtful grey eyes under 
the long eyelashes fixed on me, with somewhat, as [ now saw, of 
more serious purpo‘='C in her questioning than nieic concfrn in her 
little brother's wtlfaic, however strong that might be. 

‘‘ Come, Jo(», don’t sit there with your lips shut, looking like an 
owl! Do thaw a little and tell me things!’’ 

“ What about 

‘^Joe. little brothers ought not to be little TTumlmgs^ You 
know uliat about as well as J do. About how much bad boys are 
puni'^hed ’’ 

W<1D T supposo it’s like any other School ” 

£ w«is bogininiig to feel the usile«‘^iK^s of evasion before those 
grey-blue ey<s, and indeed J <lon’t know iC J should ha\e managed 
this one, only that wlicn I looked sh^ly up to see what they were 
doing they were looking towards Harrow. l\y reprieve was shorty 
for the e;yes came back from Harrow with startling suddenness—* 
“Joe! Tell me the truths Have they over birched 
“Of course they have All the boys get birched — it doesn’t 
matter realK whether thc»y are good or bad— it’*' part of the disci-* 
plino. Dr Ladier sa’vs he was birched when he was \oung, and 
what would he ln\e been without it*”’ For this was indeed the 
way in which the Reverend Doctor looked at the qiu siioii, and im- 
pressed ns bo\s with a sense of his perfections as he stood. For 
we accepted the view that a Head Master who was satisfied with 
himself must be great inelecd. Subsequent reflection has made 
me doubt whether a familiarity with Greek particles and accents^ 
alone compensates for any and every other defect of character— 
and I have since shuddered to think what Dr. Lasher without hi$ 
<arlv discipline would have been, if ho was right about the good 
it did him “ And you know, Lossic,” T went on, “th(w say at tho' 
school that girls and women know nothing about it, and that hoj0^ 
have got to be men, and that they mustn’t be allowed to grow up 
ALilksops.” * 

“ And 60 on, and so on, and so on, and so on,” said Lo&sie. ^ 
know all about it, dear Joe! Don’t suppose T don’t. What did 
they birch you for ? ” 

“Oh, J hadn’t been doing any harm. I was birched for cott\ 
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' tYadictin^ tho Mathematical Tutor. You know they put me hack" 
j th do Euclid all over again.” 

But why did you contradict him? ” 

\ " Because of the Dchiiitioii of a Straight Lint' — a line that lies 
!* elrOnly between its exlreine points. I ashed him what lying evenly 
^ meant. And lie wasn’t able to auowcr, so ho said I had contra- 
dicted him. And,” said 1. with a glimmer of hope that we might 
wander awajr from the birch-rod, ‘‘it is awful rot, you know — 
you might just as well say that it lay straight between them, or 
that a straight line is a line that is straight ! ” 

But Lossk* was not to be takdi off the scent by this red herring. 
She insisted on full detail'?, and J went on hoping against hop(' for 
anotlv r. ‘‘Well! Old Lasher didn’l luk into mo vi‘ry raueh that 
time, to ^-pito Packer, because it was Maihematjos, and *>1 course 
Lasher is Cla''^ie.d Languages and Likrature and liates Mathe- 
matics. They always say at tin* School tint Iknker can never 
get a boy properly flogged. But La'-hrr laid it well on to a hw in 
his own fonn, for hanslating populos people.” 

“ L thought ir was j)eoplc.” 

“ Yes— that’s pop v\iih a sliort o— ibis was poapiilos with a Jong 
0. Well! He gave this boy all my bhare as well as his own. It 
was Spendergrass primus— that was his name, >oii know ” 

“ Yc's — and then ? ” — 

And then i wanted to say that the incident eud( d. But 1 liad 
got involved in my own narrative, and the mereik'ss t>os fi\(d 
me to more, though 1 had sworn to that nothing on eaith 

should make me reveal tli(* sequel of this story. 

"Well — nothing! Only Spendergrass primus complained.” 

" Complained of what ? ” 

^ " Complaint d that I had less than he, and it wasn’t fair.” 

/ " Who did he complain to — ^to Dr. Lasher ? ” 

“Dr. Lash('r? Of course notl He complaint d to the Head 
Boys on my form.” 

“And what did they say.” 

“Oh, nothing — it doesn’t matter.” 

' “Now, no noiibcnse, Joe! Doebii’t matter — the idea! T mean 
to know all about it, and you may as well tell me.” 

“Well — ^they said I must be pickled.” 

, “ Good Tleavens ! Wliat did tho horrible little wretches mean i ” 
With a mixed feeling of shame at th(‘ transaction, and of pride 
in its existence as a great and inunemorial usage of my School, I 
tevealed that boys who were considered to have had, from favour- 
Ifigm or otherwise, too lenient a dose of the rod, were subjected to ' 
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i'^o equalize the justice or injustice of the relative ca^s. ProhSl^, 
it was something of this sort that led to the turpentine incidmt; || 
iiave already referred to. ' V'* 

\ ^^And, oh! Joe — dear Joe — ^were you pickled?” ‘ H 

I had got the ugly part of my story told to my thinking-^an<lj| 
I was boy enough to enjoy telling the remainder. ■ 

Oh no! I wasn’t pickled. I got off by fighting ” 

*‘What — fighting the whole lot?” 

No — it’s like this — you can be pickled, or you can fight another 
boy bigger than yourself. I chose Speiidergrass primus, to pay; 

: him out for complaining. And as soon as he had time to get all? 
right after old Lasher, we fought behind the Cloister — tliat’s where’ 
vthey fight — and I had a black eye, and he had two teeth loosened. 
But the dentist said they would tighten in again, and it didn’t' 
matter. Oh, Lossie, don’t cry!” 7 

For Lossie was crying, though she said she wasn’t. ‘‘ It’s only, 
the dazzle of the sun,” she said. There must be a rainbow, 
somewhere behind us — ^look at the drops on the grass, how they 
sparkle like diamonds!” But it hadn’t been a rain-drop that V 
saw fall on the hair bracelet. However, Lossie cleared up like the 
April shower, and the sun shone again. 

Boys are all alike,” said she. You were just like Nolly' 
when ho went to Eton, before you wont away in January. Anji^ 
now you’re just like him at the end of his first term. You knowV* 
Joe, you wouldn’t have told me all those horrors if I hadn’t, 
pumped you so. But I won’t blow you up, dear, so you needn’t be^ 
^ frightened. Let’s follow them on to the Spaniards.” ^ 

' For wo had stopped during this conversation at the Scotch^ 
.,Firs at the edge of the Heath. Lossie had sat down on a wooden- 
seat while we talked, and I had been making little heaps of sahdL 
and fi.r-coiies at the knotty exposed root of a fir-tree close by. ' 
never see a fir-cone now without thinking of that afternoon lat? 
X Hampstead. vS 

don’t think Eton can be half as bad as this horrible 
where you are, Joe,” said Lossie, as we started again. 
never told me anything like what you have to-day — I should 
to murder that abominable old what’s-his-name ? ” 

What, old Lasher ! ” said I. Why, old Lasher I lie’s 
not half bad, when you come to know him.” , 

^‘Well, then — ^that Mr. Packer that got you flogged by telKii 
a lie about you. I certainly should like to murder him. Cdxi 
now, Joe, say you hate him!” 




I ^ : But of course Ms trouiiers are. too tight, and he’s rathmf 
Asfe' ’ " 

Lossie had a laugh for this, and I felt we were getting to righW 
ligam, Bother old Packer’s tight trousers,” said she, Didn’t 
^';Say so before, and yon make me say it again? But now — how-: 
"about the other boy ? Don’t you hate 

What, Spendergrass ? ” ermd 1, and my surprise was real, tind-. 
ing vent in a quite extravagant amount of accent on his first; 
syllable. “ WJiy, Spendergrass is going to ask his Governor to ask , 
mo down to Princes Bisborough in June — ^Larkshall’s his Gov-^ 
mior’s country house. We had no end of a spree, liiin and me, . 
,etc., etc.” And I was glad to get on to a narrative of this spree, 
and thus to avoid further revelations of school-JiscipliiK^. But' 
Xossie was very absent, and didn’t seem to prolit by it. She in- 
.^terrupted me suddenly at a most critical and interesting crisis in 
iHhe spree 

Jii '^But, Joo dear, T do want to know — are they going on like 
^'tliis with you always? Never mind about how you blacked their 
noses with cork now — you can tell me that after. Suj)poae 
' you’re at school there three or four years, won’t it get any - 
better ? ” 

i' ^‘Oh, it’s all right! Besides, any pupil they think they can run 
'for the Thurtcll Scbolurship they let off easily— “because the>y don’t' 
fWant to upset him and spoil his chances.” 

r Lossie stopped and looked round at me with an expression of. 
-beVildermont. 

^ ^"Do you mean to say, Joe, that when a boy isn't trying for any 
^Scholarship, or what would bring credit to the school — ^becausq* 
ithat’s the idea, 1 suppose?” 

'I "Yes — that’s the idea. The Thurtell sends a boy to Oxford; 
land if be distinguishes himself of course that brings more pupils^ 
|to St. Withold’a.” 

" Well, then — that then, they do Tvant to upset him and spoil his; 
rdbanees ? 

|V/^Oh, no! At least, that’s not the way to put it. It’s tho;} 
System I ” 

What’s the system?” 

Vv^ell! The system Dr. Lasher was brought up in.” - 

^■'^And I don’t think,” said Lossie, "that Dr. Lasher would d<i?| 
credit to Pandemonium, which is the same system, I should"' 

^ut please, Lossie, you won’t tell the Doctor all this 
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:f Whether the Doctor was told, I never knew, but of one effect 
- which this conv^ersation would have (and did have) I felt as cer^ 
tain at the time as if Lossie had put her intentions into words^ 
'^namely, that Joey Thorpe would never go to a public school. For 
.the Doctor would never run counter to any wish of Lossie’s. And 
I am sure that she lor her part believed that what was true of St 
.Withold was very nearly true, if not quite, of all public schools. 
This was encouraged by Nolly’s obvious reticence about Eton, 
which was in truth nothing but the natural attitude of a boy to- 
wards his sister. Had Lossie been my own sister I doubt if I 
should have told her all 1 did. It turns on a very singular nuance 
of a boy’s character — the one which decides what he will or will 
not consider to be sneaking. Perhaps as long as he realizes there 
are such things as meanness and the reverse, it does not so much 
matter how much his germ of a brain muddles the details. But 
that this particular confusion exists, that it is unmanly to reveal 
school secrets to sisters, I am convinced. Obviously it would have 
been easier for rno to confess (to Spendergrass, for instance) that 
I had told all that story to Miss Lucilla Thorpe, than for him to 
tell me ho had told it to his sister. 

Anyhow, Lossie evidently got the idea that she had seen through 
mo into the secrets of school-life, and tliat Nolly could have told 
similar tales had he chosen. And from this it came about that 
Master Joey passed through a curriculum of day-seh«ola and 
private tutors instead of having his character formed on orthodox 
lines. ,i 

Wo got back just in time to avoid a shower, and then it became 
clear that what it is nowadays right to call tho trend of events 
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was in the direction of my stopping the night at The Limesr. 
vFor there is a class specially favoured of Heaven, a sort of Chosen 
People, who always catch ’buses before you do; who get in at 
;rpit and Galleries of Theatres before the doors are opened; who 
onaonopo standing-room, and remain inert and immovable iii 
sitting-room; who succeed in seeing Paces while you have to be 
satisfied witli coat-tails and bustles. This class is of no age, jjiQ 
r sex, no profession; in fact has no qualities whatever, except tlisl 
^of being Somebody Else. It is suspected of chuckling inwardly 
^over your discomfiture, but otherwise is without passions. It 
f figreed at Tho Limes that this class would be sure to have takeh 
ihP the places in the ’bus long before I got there, and that thji| 
: Vf 8 equally true of all dates of arrival. So it was determined^ 



X ahould stay the iiight, and I did, Surmises wjiotlior my ITatbci* 
jsrould be anxious struck me as an odd altribulc of hij?h rospocta- ^ 
jjbdlity when I thought to myself how diir«Teiit tilings won* in our* 
Ipd days before the Building Trade was droamod of I My Father 
was often away all night without notice given, and my Mother 
postponed beJief in disaster quite oontt^ntedlj . 

Some young friends from clone by wore elieitid by a throe- 
cornered note from Sarita, and \vc spent a pleasant evening play- 
ing Pope rioiin. It is a good game, and the board (*an be spun 
round and round rapidly, which seems to me to give it an advan- 
tage over other card-gamt*s with no board'-. Inciden tally, 1 may 
note that I very early deserted cards for chess, and lu'vir uent 
hack. 

The Speneor family was a very Lite family in iJie morning 
apiiareiitlv, for Losmc and I got the besi part of an hour U toro 
b\iy of them \vt re visible. 1 really thought all tJio water lu the 
urn on the ‘>i<lt‘])oaril would iwaporato helore an .uilhentic tea- 
maker apprared, bO impatient did it become. In fact, it once* 
suddenly becanu* quite snappi‘*h. owing to strained relations with 
its naphtha -lanij), and had to Ik^ sootju d. This done, our conversa- 
tion wont on at the point ot interruption: — 

sure your MotluT won’t mind it, Joe, when once slie gets 
a little into the wav. >\iid you know, after all, she won’t have to 
work so hard as she has done.” 

^*Oh, I suppos(* i1 ’ll be all right.” For of eourse at that ( ‘rly 
date everything was always going to be all right-. ‘^My Father 
says if the cook or the hoa-enmid are bounceablc, he'll sejuare tliem 
up sharp, and send them packing in double-qui(‘k lime.” 

“My dear boy, that's not the difficulty. Anybody can get rid 
of servants. They are not limpets or Jeechf'?, The trouble is to 
find the new out*s. And your Alolhcr will have to do that.” 

I felt I was in the presence of superior Ifiiowledge of the aubjeet, 
SO when I rejiealed again that Father thoviglit it would be all riglit, 
I avoided details for fear of another destruetivo criticism. 

“My upstairs Joey,” said Lossie, inventing an expression to 
cover existing facts, “was snoring when T went in to sc‘e— at least 
he would have bi^en snoring, if he’d been Aunty. I wasn’t going 
to wake him, hr(*akfast or no, and I shall hear him move, down 
3bore. We’re just underneath.” 

%,v“you didn’t tell me what the Doctor said,” said I, referring 
hiftck to a prae-kettle-boiling stage of the conversation, 

“ Said you would be sure to choose for yourself when you were 
Cttough — that you could go into your Father’s business just 
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I iibe samo for the n^ thi'ee or four years. Aixd you had hetter 
I have the full advantage of your schooling* You may get the 

i Thurtcll Scholarship, you know 

: And what did Father say ^ 

" Said the berth would always be wacant for the Nipper, and 
' you certainly did seem to have an aptitood for the Clarsicks.'' 
i From which it must not be inferred that any disrespect was meant 
to my Father; as the fact is Losbie and 1 were so confidential 
that we made no bones of comparing notes about our seniors' 
individualities. But lines were <lrawn. Lo&sie w’ould never liavc 
mimicked my ^[other’s pronunciation any more than I bhould the 
Doctor’s. I was very free in the matter of Aunt Izzy, 

I say, Lossic,” said 1. 
mat, Joe 

' Which do 5’^ou Itiink your Governor would really like best i 
\ « W^ell, dear, ,\ou know what Papa is! Of course as he happened 

to be able to give you his Nomimition, or whalevc'r they call it 
at this horrible genteel Wackford Siiueerscs, why, he would like 
you to have thi* full bcnefil of it, and perhaps go up to the TIni' 
versify. But I’m sure if he knew how J)r. Lash(*r went on ” 

I stopped Lossie with a voluble disclaimer. Dr. Lasher was the 
most awfully jolly old boy, and the System was the most awfully 
jolly old System, and St. Withold was the most awfully jolly oi 
old Saints. Heaven forbid that Lossie should draw any opposite 
conclusion.^ from what I told her yesterday. T as(‘nbed a grcai 
■ liberality to St. Withold on the ground that I had not hesitated tc 
toll so much about him, suggesting that Nolly could tell a lol 
, worse things about Eton if he chose. It was just the same in al 
, other schools, only heaps worse, ami the boys wouldn’t tell. Ir 
fact, I did all I could to erase the impression I had givcm, seeing 
; the matter now in its relation to a possible disappointment for Dr 
' Thorpe. T sternly resohed in my own mind that, whatever night 
; marc of the Saint’s fiancee’s nine-fold brood should dominate mj 
! Bchool-dream, nothing on earth should wring a complaint fron 
me about it. For the future all should be silence. 

I also perceived that Lossie would bo more likely to tell hei 
Governor nothing about what I had revealed if I laid stress on th( 
• Oxford possibility. T was able in this connection to prodtic^ 
evidence of favourable predictions about myself in the schco 
though it was only my first term. Capp tertius had overheard i 
con\ersation about me, and a wager laid by no less a person that 
Mr. Packer of the tight trousers; — ^that if I stopped on long enoug}; 
I should get the Tliurtell, and end with a double-first at Oxfoird 
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T totd this to lossie, and Mr Packer beeiocHl to go up in her good 
^ppinion 

*^Well then, Joe,” ^aid she. ^‘Thit’s how to Ll^ / shinH 
bll Papa about the School, and f hope you’ll bo let oH oas> next 
OTin And >ou’ll be a double first, won’t ^ou^” 

How very curious some common tif^urcs of *^pe(ch are, if jou 
f think of them seriously ^ Why on earth should 1 lia\e asktd 
Iiossie in reply it thit wouldn’t be a laik? That w is my com- 
ment, but I got no siiswci 1 or Santa Spin ter c imr dov list airs 
;in a liurrj, pretending she had nc\er been behind tinu <n any 
jfprcviou-i ocoiuon 1 wasn’t abh to tell m^sdf exictlv why I 
.wondered thit Miss Saii\ sjiould be so well kiss(d on loth sides 
^by Lo SIC when slit tiil< rod the room in the luniv ai<u(siKl but 
I pereei\td i fitness m the oeiiulibnuin owing to li<r lesemhlanoo 
to tho isoscfks tri Jfid Lossie kissed one snle only, 1 

fehould ha\< felt tint she hid geit sli,,htly ‘‘Calene J or eve la- 
thing r e)s i( did left in < lie el iMlinid it for me ^ This nny s» om 
nonsense, I ut it is to niy mmd true and L am not wiitiug this 
lor the' geiKi d public' 

‘ Good inoiiiiiiH MisUi Vmce” said Saii>, and proceeded to 
make tho let to the gi« it gr itiheition .ind lelief ot the kettle, 
the extinction of whose limp was like a Proel imatiun cf Pe leo 
^‘hive because Mamma nevci takes tea, and one foi tho Pot, six 
How T (in see about voui omnibus MTiits tho eloek in the 
passage^ Jwenty minutes to nine — it nui 1 he fist^ Bake well! 
BakowelP Whit’s tho time by the kitchen elock^” A reply from 
the bowels ot tho enth answeiod this enquiry over tho sfan lail 
outside “T thought it w is fist —twenty five minute ^ Papa 
must put it back next time Mamma goes out boe'iuse ho won’t 
push the minute hand biek, and it goes round and louiid and 
Strikes every time and gets on AT imma’s iiorves Let’s sec I Stop 
'll minute I You can’t catch the half past nine ’bus now You 
ifeight get the ten o’clock one — ^would that do^” 

^ ''He can eatch any ’bus,” said Lossio, “if they go every half- 
ijiuur — can’t you, Joe^” 

\ "How, isn’t that lust like lossie^” said Santa 

"What’s like To'^sie^” said Mr Spencer, appearing “Good- 
moniing, Losnot Wliat is it th it is like MibS Luoilli Thorpe ” 

^ "Saying bovs can catch any omnibus because they go every 
l-hour,” said Sarry, rather cutting her father off shoit. Mr. 
Spencer’s method of receiving this vvis legal and irritating 
" My young friend here,” said he, " appears to me to be only one 
Am 1 to understand that all boys go every half-hour 2 ” 
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^‘NoDLsen&e, Papa, you know what 1 mean quite well I Qriazjo 
dear (for Grizzle was appearing), ask over the stairs i£ these are 
our eggs.” 

If you and Grizzle don’t know, how can you expect the cook to^ 
know i ” said Mr. Spencer. And Syrry said, “ Well, for the life of 
mo i can’t tell what you’re all laughing at.” Because we were 
laughing. And we didn’t laugh less when Grizzle camq in, saying, 
‘‘ Bake ell says they a7( our eggs.’’ But Sarry didn’t seem any 
the wi^(r, and nwerlcd to the omnibus. I checkmated this 
vehicle by a remark 1 Inid beiui wailing to mak(‘, to Iho effect that 
I intended to walk all the way. Clearly then then* was nothing to 
arrange, and Losbu* said, “You biUy boy, ^ou might just as well 
have said so at once I” 

It was ‘='Onie time after this when T was just going to say good- 
bye and start, that Sarry was taken with a tit of laughter that 
threatened serious consequences. “Oh, Lossie dear,” she said, 
aftcT verov Cling respiration, “it was because I saw what Papa 
meant all of a sudden! J list as if Gri//le and 1 were hcn>.! ” 

Lossie started witli me to show me the shortest way. We tallced 
about Sarita. I was emphatic in my approbation, and couldrft 
repeat too often that the young lady was awfully jolly. But in 
spite of tins I remember then wondering at Lossie’s adoration of 
lur. And as she scarcely comes into this narrativi* cKcopt as a 
recipient of a number of letters which afterwards pass(»d into my 
pob e&sion, and wdiidi 1 now Ime Iw're, it is only this inability to 
aceoaiit (or Lossie that ha*^ made iu(* piece together mv scraps of 
reeolleetiou of Sarrv, .so a-* to obtain if possible some light on the 
problem of her fascination. For injsolf, T never could understandi 
it; but probably every one else was right and T was wrong. 

I said good-bye to Lossie, and started for home; very glad to 
have avoided any more about St. Withold’s. 



CHAPTER XVI 


Joe's Fnthc r’K Hnt aqain. And how his Mothor died. A letter of Lossie wiittcn a 
year aftei. Of hit* F.xthd’s prit^f and his own— The story of his I’ttfchtr'a 
courtslui) told to J()c Ot tho Ihire Gaiin Magoirachan Mountain JDow, and 
how Joo lay awako hecaubu of the same. 

On ro-roadini? a passage of this "MS. I perceived that T had 
after all, in the of my own prolesl, dismissed iny Eath*r’^ 
Hat with loo short and disrespectful a notice. [ am, yon >ee, an 
old stager, and to me the whole of the Past presents itseli as ono 
huge shiny stovepipr Hat, with Proletarians and Uoturiers crawl- 
ing round it on their stomachs in ahjeet ahasomeiit. I am told. 
th*it new roadni^’s of the Book of fafi have been sanetioned by 
the Authorities, vhoivir tliev are, and tint a Bank nireetor has 
been ‘cen in a bilhc<Kk! But 1 cannot nerve in>stlf to accepting 
such a slate oL tilings oii liearsay, and mnsi stick to tlie memories 
of boyhood. 

1 refer again to this Hat (observe that T always give it n 
capital), not willi anv liorie of doing it justice, hut lieeanso it was 
an ontwaid and visible si^n of a cliingid order of things. Dur- 
ing the whole of tho piriod between my lirst c\pcrieme of Lossi'% 
and her letter (which 1 am cimiing to), mv Kallur was what is 
described in Fiiglish, and in English onl\, as ^ohor. In other 
countries penjde arc nonnal, or drunk. In England an abnoninl 
condition demands the ad)cetive sober, and occasional! v geds it. 
The change, wliledi had been procured bv the simple iueident of 
two months’ enforced abstention, was little less than promotion to 
Paradise for mv Mother. I myself felt it more through my rela- 
tion with her than in any other wav. For to me wliatcvi^r my 
Patlier did was right. Had his drunkenness kd to brutality to 
my Mother, or myself, it might have been otherwise. Bui it 
showed itself almost entirely in Baeehan'ilianjt^m proper, and 
jSghts with equivalent males of his own species. 

I cannot quite bring m>^elf to write that in tho Hat period my 
Mother became kinder to me. Tt would imply a previous un- 
kindness. That w’ould bo false. But there was a sort of dif- 
'ierenco between her two forms of kindness. I suppose the with- 
drawal of a cause of anxiety gave her more license to spoil me* 
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Or was it iny new position? I don’t think it was. I think it Wad 
that the happier she was, the more niolhfily she could bo. Hat© 
Jrou never «!eon women of her surrounding*^, whobo brutal males 
and sordid li\es ha\o made them ciutl to Iheir children^ Tf there 
was any liace of this in m> J^Iothcr, it disippearcd at the Hat 
tiansition, and left her whnt I remember h<i when 1 staited to 
go back to school at llie end of tbil happu st ot fortnights at 
home 

“Good b-jo, mj predous darling bo\, ^ood bvc snid she And 
I said my siv of farcutlls, and ended v^ith “Now (ut luiy in- 
doors, or :you’ll get \our cough uoi^c ” Toi dit was coughing a 
good deal And then my rither said, “ Cough '11 be all right, if 
the dam doctor will go and ’ang himself llioie’s nothing amiss 
with the cough ’ 

1T( re IS the letter of Lusbie, written morr than two years later. 

“PoriAnViLiA Sopt 

** I wonder win it di ir, that I ahinvH deluge >oii with Icticrb in September 
No I (ioiiH I nif m I (k n 1 wonder Beciiifle S( ptomber in I on Ion is such a 
m<c p(a<< and quiet time Iht leaiesblow about and Violet goes to stay with 
fj i uds 111 the oounti> and if we i< m London at iQ I m loft alone \iith Papa and 
Jo( ^ an 1 1( ck attei the lionsckf cpiiig in>aelf instead of Anntv 

* Om does fool so brntil whin me finds it Hicli a relict to get ndof one’a 
firailr One is icallv "verv fond cf tlum, but sav what one will it is like a> 
breath of fresh air lo ft t what pooi Toi Vinces father calls ‘shtt o the whole 
bilm’ * iho only section, or regment or drop (I don t know how a bilin* la 
divided) that I ha\o am cause t) iinl fault with is poor dear Auntv She tf 
gone to 8 iViifticMS ot an Associitioii for the Piomotion or Siipiiession of some 
Viitne 01 Vice Tm not sure which' She b an Uoiioiaiy Societal and some 
big bundles ha\e como tiom tin pimtci — but they must bo foiwardcdat once 
or I would open one and got out a Prospci tus to st nd >oii How lvoi the Society 
can get alcng with an llonoiiry becietaiy who has sn eii trumpet I don t 
know' Hfwovor, Papa si vs he knows of an acting Scciftnry of a leading 
Inhtituti in Lendon who is stone dc if but m itccipt of C600 a yeai ' Put then 
ho reads the limes ill diy long and nevei iiitci foies in the buhiness of the 
office, and I am sure Aunty never didnt mtorfcio with anything Howovei, t 
really ought to bo deeply thankful now she s taken up Homcropathy Papa sayi 
Homoeopathy is * an Allotropic form >f letting other people s insides alone,* an4 
really befoie it turned up she wa^ tiying Because theie was no way of heading^ 
her off, oi escaping diagnosis at the b inds of Di Uilljcr except taking an eighth * 
part of anv bottle that hadn’t been emptied no matter what, as a compiomitfe* 
She always smelt it and confirmed its effic acy from recollection, also leniembonng 
the principal ingredients, 'Its that moo prescription ot Di Hilly cr’s It'sonlyi 
a little Ammonia and Chloiodyne and Gentiin and Bark, and nothing ihskt can 
possilf>?y hurt And of com so you wont mind ??»(*, dear no one docs' But Vti/ 
sure you ought eithei to take something or let Di Hillyer ^ee you ’ It really Vtui 
just like that and now it is better a deal— that is to saj, one escapes being 
poisoned, but the embariassment of having fo shout one's symptoms on the stairs^ 



QF dther pubiio plAC^s is rather ancreased than othi'rwise Because she has got a 
parlous and infaUible weak called ‘Jahi^s Handbuch/ athirh Papa < alls the «« 
Valetudinarians Delight, and which briallos with s^mptoimnl idi ^ nildtnako 
one envious of leprosy if oiin had them She stopped me a little while just 
as 1 was going into the shut, with Jihr m hci hand, to enquiie whitlioi the 
following deaciibcd inj case —* Itching m the iiostiih litillution in the mcra- 
I branes of the nasal canal Sensation as ol < enhpedos on the occiput, or of a laige 
’ heavy object m the glottic, accompanied with whcc/ui^ snoring ni r hulling 
Incessant smcisiug riotempsjdiobis and Asphvxia Itnclmcy to jump, stait 
1 and use bad language Sensation of a swarm < f bees in tht laijnx Owyatids ’ 

‘ That s just exactly wh it she ua I vc ly loud to me and a pc liccinaii s 1 ack staud- 
1 ingatoiu gati til except the medic il tcrni'i, some of which I ha\e ten gotten 
r Don t y ni think my snbatilutoa elegant? You may fincy what this w< rk rt ads 
» like when it is neocasuy to choose between Silicea incl C aibo \c^,i tabilu foi my 
greedy little biothcr, when he has indulged too fic c ly it the pleasures of the table 
[ Of course I always f ly the hvmptoms are exaeth right and in the above c hso laid 
special claim to the sensation of a swarm of bees, and when 1 ca.mc btek fiom 
posting my lottei fonnllwo tumblers of tbcweikcst possible grog with paper 
ovei thorn— one toispoonful every four houis of c icli, altei natch She makes 
some concoHSKii to my fee hi^s on the subject of High Dilutirns and (at gioat 
risk to m^Hclf she says) allows me to have Mother lii ctnrfs Ui mo the Alcohol, 
which his the aimc lehticn to real tliog that a gUasof w i ter too often his to 
heel owing to pie vioiiH issit lalious and incftccii »l drv ml s 

I wouldn t iiH^ on this wiv at poc i Aunlv, onij she uaU> cli 1 ag*,r ivatc Papa 
an I mo so when poor Mis Vance w is djing lou nniFt hno s »n hfi hcie — 
luiccd, T am siiio >ou did, a twelvemonth unco— and she s«d thit as soon os 
ever e vsy < iioumstanoes permitted sho should go and have a brr nth of sea air 
And vou fane ic d sho meant that funds were lew, and T know bet toi in 1 1 xp’ained 
bhowia idoir good woiriau and wc never coull got lurtogivo up calling me 
Miss Lncill i and Aunty Ma iin and insisting on standing np till she was ar tn dly 
pushed into a chaii Sho w is Joo Vanco s mother yon know and wc weie all 
grieved to lose hc»r And J daresay Auntv meant well indeed, 1 m suir she did — 
but rt all V to expct t hci to see a Ilomcropathio Phi sician st cre tly and take clanclos* 
tine globules w IS tfo mm h' And thru to go and toll Papa that Mis Vance was 
really ycaining toi Iho globules and said tint they were the only things that did 
any good, and that it was all the hard incredulity oi that baddiiccc of a hiislnnd 
of hors that pievented it’ Fapa actually speke to Toes fatlier about it but it 
i^Vasn’t any use, because Mi Vance conldn t bo got to look at the mattei fiom any 
^point of view except its relation to a possible tnrn-up or set to between Dr. 
^^^HiUyer and Mr Knowles, Aunty s Homceopath, in his back garden He seems to 
Isave caught at this idea and < berishcd it, for happening to meet Mr Knowles at 
our house he (having just heaid hia name) addi eased him thus * Appy to make 
your acquaintance, Mr Pi ice When aie you going to have it out with my medv» 
oal attendant ? Tf on re both on you lightweights, and nothing could bo tiirer* 

' Say the word and 1 11 make the aphntment * Ihen as Aunty wouM not ut Papa alone 
^ about it, he tried speaking to Dr HiUyer in eonhdeneo, to pr rsuade him to wink 
. i^t some sort of arrangement ‘But,’ said Papa to me after, ‘Dr Ilillyei turned 
^ ’purple and couldn’t articii’ate, and I was obliged to apologize for mentioning it 
' adQdgaye it up’ Pooi Mr Vance— you know although he a so prosperous now, 

^ he’s entirely ignorant and uneducated— he hates all ‘ ’osrspitaJ earackters,* as he 
OHUb them, and says the minute vou let them feel your pulse, orf you go 
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mrith ydur sjtt^ptotnB and then you may Juai aa woll ordet your coffin and 

chuck it * 

“I began writing this letter meaning to tell you about Vi and her young 
German—l rcall> do think it b j,oing to tome to something this tune (here follows 
an acLonnt of Die f rntiem m to whom VioUt was engsged at tins d ite) 

** Vi lb very severe with me foi never being engaged at all I haAO (xplnined 
to her that I take a^tf r our grandmothers, who had Adniiicrs for stveral uf whom 
thc> had a Iruo llCn ad and one of whom af tc r scvcio probation b( came the Man 
of then ( hoitc, and if all w ent w ell, ultimately became oiii Grandpapa She aa^ s it 
Tt allj cannot matter now whit giilb did who h id then waists under then chins 
and no eiuiolim and nngh ts, noi men whose tioiiscra wcio as tight as stockings 
and who had hi tic till co its and fulls to then blurts, and shivcd close oveiy 
moiiiing You hhonld sti hn ( unoliin s— every new ino lii^tr thin the last* 
I must say 1 should noi like to be tnt,Agcd if the man was an idiot, or 
bcoaino one, and I lilt it was mv f inlt If ever T am I mean to keep mv promise 
and till you cx icily what he s ijs when he proposes, bccinsc I sh ill refuse him 
civilly if he sajs am thing too silly foi mo to report What an interminable long 
lottci this 18 getting ' 

“ Poor vlaihii„ little Joe Vance * Tt w is ]ust henrtbre iking to efee him when his 
moth i diid 1 it 1 did ill I could to console the boy Jt wis too 1 ad of that 
hoirilU (Id f:)oi C ipshck to ti> to make him mori misnal Ic thin hi need have 
been I wish Joes fitlui hid ri illv dom wliii. he tbieatmed though I cant 
quite make out wh it it was, ee Joe de< lines to repeat his Dad s laii^u igi ’ I am 
not ourpiised But 1 gath i that Capstuk (who is an advincLil dibcijilc ol the 
Belief at Chon c Si hi ol) had ccitnnly said to Mi \ ime * \M cn yi u get to Hell, 
di ar bir y t u 11 find out y( n could have bohcvi d if you h id chc sen * 1 anev his 
talking that w iv , and in the piesencc of the box too ' Such a nice Ud he s growing 
to be and <niiipl> gethng on like wild fire with lus studii Ht is devr loping a 
siron tisfe foi mechinies, and threatens to foiget all his clas ics as soon as he’s 
done with them . 

“ Your evei affectionate 


* Losbie TnonrF ” 


I liacl re 1(1 thioiifh many letters of Lo^isio^ written cluimi? ray 
eaily schooldays, araon^f tlie (onfents of the bundle in ray posses- 
sion, before I cime to the foregoing — ^bnt none cont^lnmg any-^ 
thing that e'lllod for lecord about riyself Briefly, T may note 
that m these lettei« stones ihoiit my mmcsikt Joey become 
searcei and nlinost vani*^!! — m which one nny distinguish that hia 
amusing bihyhood is giving place to a rather wiltul and sclflsli 
boyhood tint Vi was never very lone- without a lovo-aifair on, 
but that they never took sub'.tantnl form and purpose until the 
appearance of th*-* young German, that Aunt Izry’s benevolent 
efierts for her fellow-creatures continued without the slightest J 
consi dr ration for the comfort of her victims, and that Lossie het* 'i 
self IS distinctly gi owing up from fifteen to nineteen But there ^ 
phances to he very little allusion to me or mine; and this is 
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raftiJo r6ag<mAWc fo xfte by my want of rocotfoction of Sarita 
bpenccr dunngr tins particular period She tould only ha\c had 
a corresponding imprcsbion ot mo, bo it was iiatunl 1 should not 
occur in Lo'.sif’s correspondence wilh hci until some now chord 
was sounded in what a sinking writer (whoso naino I have for- 
gotten) cills ^Hhc onhc*»tiation of our joint Ims” A sad 
moduHtioii, into a minor key, was ponding in those of m^sdf and 
my h atlioi 

For before two ^oars wore complotcd of the seven, fourteen, or 
twenty one veils’ Jiaso of his new house he was i widower My 
^ii/lothor\ cough, that wis the last sound I hoaid wluii I ic turned 
1o School at ter mv first East* i Eolidiys, had gone on for more 
than a twchenioiith on i teuiney at will -its willl — jironnsing 
each week to go next wc<k, e^aeli week elodaring in the face of 
evidence th it it was a little bitter and eich month being obliged 
io idmit that it was a gicit de il worse "When T ri hirned to 
Sehool tor the ee iiul Cliristnns term 1 woie i new suit of mourn 
ing and the hliek gloves Ihc T iideilaker hid vouehsnfid to me at 
jn\ Molht) funeral 

Flow Will I Tirruinhei going baek with mv Father to his lonely 
house, nid as ( on as we Ind •-hikcn onrsches free of the numrn- 
ing eoich and its bterv sddliUs going instinetnelv to the httlo 
wnoking snuggeiy it tlu end of the passige, to avoid the sight of 
all the o\pensi\e fnrnihire which he hid purchased more and 
fnoro IS m\ Mother’s il1iic-.s hul mere istd ‘‘ Tt w is all o’ no u^o, 
Nipper de ii siid he to me as he olo cel tlu dining room door m 
pissing 1 realh bduie he thought that settees eeivered with 
Etrecht vchd wilnut ehifioniers witli eurvilme ir mirble tops, 
buhl, mniepie tenc ormolu ml so foitli hul ni them the pioperties 
of antidotes t) piilmon irv disc isc lie hid looked upon himself 
aiiel the Dootoi is weaking to opposite end 4 the Doctor to eoui 
passing mv Molhei s deith by moms ol illegih^ presoiiptions inel 
himsell to oouiiti nctnig them h> expensive npholsteiy from 
Tottonhira (^oiirt Eoid The Apotheearv he njsrdecl as in 
OiJginillv sinless fridosman with a very red limp misled by the 
fend preseiipfioiis into eonspiraeie> igimst hedth and life. Tie* 
certainly aseiibed Doith to doctors and nurses, exeept in cases of 
OJfireme old age Fven when he imputed to patients that their 
pwn earelcsbnrs-^ obstinacy, and neglect of his advice was a eon- 
taibutarv cause he alwavs made the Nurse ind Doctor primarily 
t^onsible siid he, reproachfullv, ^Hhey’d only have let 

^yjier enjy herself and gt t out and amongst ’em and have a hearty 
Jaugh, as the sayin’ is, instead of tbcir stmkm’ piescnptions— 
' 9 
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(Jie'd have done well enough I Ae if I didn^t know youa? Mothor 
after all these years I ’’ 

lie declined the too-Intc-for-lunch meal that awaited us in the 
dining-room, baying that T bhoiild have to go and eat '^loraething 
or — and stopped bhort of adding that my Hother wo\ild bo dis- 
plea''Od. 

“Never mind, Nipper” said he, “A\e shall get it all square in 
time,” meaning that he would get to realise the new state of 
things. “Help me off with this here coat, and keteli h<jld on the 
hat, and wc"!! have a peck in here, and a jjipe — at least, 1 will. 
Young shavers lik(» you don’t have pipes.” ITe sub'll dod into the 
extensive leather amiehair with brass studs which was his special 
property; and kavin*^ me to justify the chops w^hieh the slavey 
(as he calk(] lier) had deflected from their first destination, lit 
his pipe and went on with his refieetions. 

“All, as I say, o’ no use, Nipper! Two picters — engravings, 
I should say — after Landseer — both the same siibjeet. Proof be- 
fore Jjcihrs was th(‘ name he said, though 1 can’t see any Letters 
in the picters myself. And not so much as hung in their places 
yet! There’s the picter-eord waiting all ready, over sinee that 
day I told you when she let the sla\ey biing up lu^r breakfast to 
her in bed— that was the day afti^r I earried her upstairs. And 
I didn’t have ’em put up not till I should know she w\is sure to 
come down the same da>, or they’d have told her and she’d have 
fretted to come down and see ’em. Verv fond of sings sh^ was, 
and saw ’em in Hichnioiul Park; and that w«is why I bought this 
picture of Proof before Loiter*'. It’s a stag iu the water — you 
saw it? Ju&t before you went back after the summer holidays.” 

I had seen it, but only by tilling it forward ^ud looking clown 
at it — not the best way of seeing pictures. I did not know at that 
time what a proof before letters was, but I fancied there might 
have been some mistake in taking this for the title. It didn't 
matter then — ^nothing mattered! My Father continued; 

“Why, I met her in Richmond Park, the very first time ever 
I saw her. T was along of a young gal I was walking out with, ' 
at that time, by name Maria Stevens. 1 beheve she had an 
operation for her eyes after and they came straight — squinted then 
she did, at the lime I’m a-thinkin’ of. And says she, ^There’s , 
young Cripps and his young woman— here close to us,’ says she, 
^what are you a-staring at Wimbledon Common for?' And says{ 
I, ^Sho’s a handsome young wench, anyhow!’ — For I tell you, 
your Mother was the prettiest gill at eighteen I ever see, before t 
or since.” 
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: He bad talked himself into the past, and romainod silent, puff* ^ 
ing at his pipe, till I said, Yes, Daddy, and then ? 

— ah — ^yes, it’s the Nipper! Where was fa telling? To bo 
sure — ‘She’s a handsome young wench/ sa>s I, ‘anvhow!’ And 
IVfarid Sto\ens she tos-^ed her head, being, as >on might say, 
.miffed, and ‘P’r’aps,’ says she, ‘you’d like her better than me?^ 

* ‘No, Maria,’ says I, ‘ the likes of her is not for the likc^ of me/ 

‘ *110, ihni\ the \icw you take/ says Maria, and just flings oil and 
^ leave s me, and off she goes to your mother and ^oung (Vipiis. 
We was all young together, Joe, you know,” said luy h\ither, 
apologetieally. 

“But what happened, Daddy dear?” said I. “Did Maria 
'Stevens come baek?” 

“They oil came across together, and young Cripps lie siys to 
me, civil-hke, that he’d seen me at tlie private bar at th(' (loot and 
Compasses. And whcllur ho had T did not know -iicitlur do T 
to this moment. Maybe he had, maybe orherwist^! I said o’ coor^-e 
he had. Then your Mother and mo \\( dropped b.uk, for the 
punioso like on her part, but I was a lillle afraid of hrr at first 
go-off, ‘Sorry to luar you’ve had word-<, Atr. Vnnc('/ she, 
‘Why, you see/ says I, ‘she took mo up i-o short, Ahss St(\ens 
did/ And I told her all about it. And then >our Alothor --ays: 
‘Well, now — Afr. Vance, did you over^ Only to lliink what 
strange coincidences do o< cur when not looked after’— (Ire member 
her very words'). ‘1 truly assure you without (*\agperation that 
that very expression and no other is the very one Re ubeii Oripps 
made nse of relatin’ to Afiss Stevens the minute I asked him if 
perhaps he wouldn’t prefer her, squint and all ? “ The likes of 
her isn’t for the lilas of me” — only fancy!’ And she was a -call- 
ing out to them all about it, but they’d got out o’ hearing. And I 
never see either of ’em again from that day forward.” 

[ According to mv belief, youth is unsympathetic in all matters, 
hut especially in its feelings towards its predecessors’ youth. It 
^oks on it as not having been quite the genuine article, although 
it may have seemed so at the time to previous persons, betrayed 
xnto misapprehension by surrounding circumstances. I cannot 
disguise it from myself now that, hornblv egotistical as it seems, 
I felt only a qualified interest in my Father’s recollections. Of 
eoutso I affected a strong one, so far as my grief left life in me 

profess anything; but I would quite soon have indulged it 
jm (sdlencc. Tot I must have listened, or T should scarcely recei- 
pt it all so well. It is odd, but for all the many years that I am 
StOly older than my Father was then, I still regard him as a genuine 
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evaniple of a cyro-wn-up person, and my present self as rather an 
impostor in that ro‘^ppct, — wonder if any one who reads this will 
recognize the -fcoling? 

My Father smoked on, looking at the fire, when he fijiished 
spoakirie:, until I tried to say something, more because T thought 
ho might wish to go on talking than because I thought I should 
really listen. 

^^Poor little beggar,’’ said he. little chap mustn’t cry his 
heart out — eomc here, old man! Come and sit on this here knee — 
not too old for lhat yet— -hav, hoy? But don’t ery like that! 

Mother wouldn’t like it For indeed I had rather broken down. 

But T pulled myself together, ami asked where he and Mother 
went then. It seemed as good a thing to say as anything else. 

Well, my dear, your Mother and I we walked about the Park 
looking for >ounc* Cnpps and Maria Stevens, or pretended to it. 
And I’ll 1)0 bail they w^alked about and made believe to look for 
we^ But they uc'vor found us, nor yet we them — and I warn’t 
aoiry. And she wnrn’t sorrv. But she* kep’ on a-sayin’: ‘Dear 
me, wlieiever now ran Reuben Cripps have gone^ And Miss 
'Maria Stevens?’ — ‘Mr. Cripps is ’artily welcome to my share of 
M’liar,’ sqys I, ‘as long as ho don’t come internipfing other 
people’ — ‘Then you mustn’t run awav and loa^o m(» alone, Mr* 
'V'ance*,’ says vour Mother. Kor vet T didn’t, dear Nipper. 1 saw 
her Jiome safe to her plaeo — a house Baysw^ater way, where she 
was In tlie Nursery, two Nurses being kept. But I didn’t go right 
to the door for fear the upper housemaid, who knew Cripps, should 
d^'^tinguish me out from him. 

“T w^as then in the m.irket-gardening out Chiswuck way, and 
very nearly lost my place T did that time, owing to soeinp^ your 
Mother home — and having to walk back made me oversleep, beside 
Ivin’ awake as 1 remember. And loadin’ np for Covent Garden 
towards Midsummer is early work. The old Governor was iu a 
tidy rage? 

“ We didn’t make no appointment for her next Sunday out, but 
she mentioned which it would he, and that any one who caiUO 
for her was to please ask for Jane, though her name was Ellen; sho 
being called J ano owing to two Ellens in the house already insido 
the family. I didn’t ask, but she saw me across the way. AndJ 
when wo came hack from Greenwich Park that afternoon, 
took me to her aunt’s to make me reg’lar. And her aunt 
took exception to me for not being Cripps. And Cripps X 
wasn’t? — she was right there. ^ 

“Wo kept company a long while, me and your Mother, 
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* ever we tbought Of marrying'— 4orft ktiow exactly what wo should 
have had to eat I But likewise it was her family, where she was 
nursemaid, seein' that the little girl, Ellen, couldn’t bv^ar 1 1 part 
with her, nor yet she with the child. It wasn’t till she died tlirce 
year after that I persuaded your Mother to marry. And tlnii \\v> 
began at Stallwood's Cottages. I wouldn't min<l being back at 

, Stallwood'a Cottages — I'd try t 9 make her happier than 1 had 
used to, if I could start fair again! 

“No, Nipper dear, T know she never complained — nor likely to, 
being what she was. But 1 wasn’t what I mii’lit h.iv(‘ been, and 
a half -pint was often enough to make the differtnce. When I 
married your Mother 1 was as steady a young chip as you'd mnnl 
to sec m a month o' Sundays. But T got upset like, and J r( uu‘in- 
ber wlun it was. Your Mother couldn't come to time aftev her 
first, and me going away early and Mrs. Backles often eoming in 
late (though moat kind and considcrat<‘) to make me up a bit t)f 
breakfast, I found it 'andiest to shallow half-a-pint at an (ally 
hous(* on the way to ivorL, and not to bv^ fnssin' about eatabk 
If I had eliaiKcd to have an illness J miuht have got knocked (iff 
the habit again, but I hadn’t the lu(k, and it griw on me and got 
worse, and your dear MotluT she had a tryiii' time." 

My Father smoked in silence for a while with his eyes on tho 
fire, as mine wcie. It was a fine oily coal, and made beautiful 
gas volcanoes, budding out tar for lava. W(‘ both watched om‘ of 
these until it blew itself out with its own efforts, and suddenly 
became a jet of smoke coming straight into the room. 

“ Give it a knock with the poker, Nipper," said lu*. And when 
I had don(» so, and the brokiui lump of bc^st WalKend, selected, 
had risen to the occasion and given a splendid blaze, he wimt on; 

'^It wasn't that I was in any ways like Paeklcs, or sim'lar to 
him for the matter o’ that. I expect you was too young, do(\y, to 
remember Packles being bound over, in consideration of violtnco 

$ to Mrs. P., and offering resistance to tho Police ? " 

Oh dear, yes ! I Tcmcmbered all about it— and that even at my 
early age (six, I think) I had been impressed by the unnf‘ccssary 
sensitiveness of the Police force, Mr. Packles having bc^n easily 
carried away — on(‘ might almost say wafted — ^by a giant in a blue 
uniform, who bore him off to retribution by the scruff of his neck 
at arm's length, as though he had been a cat. 

* "Fancy the Nipper recollecting that! Then I'll be bail you 
can recollect — but in coorse you can recollect — ^all about the Sw^cop 
'T got the worse by over the Canal Bridge by Collyer's Kents? 
Somowhiles I think to myself Fd like to be even with that Sweep, 
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somowhiles that I ought to make him a handsome consideration*, 
For it was ihat two months on my bai'k that kept mo to reasonable 
allowances of liquor, and your Mother she pointed out to me that 
she slionld <*iil her throat if I was to go back on the drink. Yet, 
mind you, .Joey, J’d ’a’ been well pleasi'd to be even with that 
SwcH^p, whilst your Mother was hero to know of it. Tt don’t so 
much matter now! — ^morc by token the pore devil’s lost the use of 
his eye, I’m told. Boy chucked a bit of broken glass at him that 
very day ” 

Should I tell him I was the boy? I was just on the point of 
doing so, when the thought occurred to me that if he only regretted 
his iiiabilitv to settle scor(‘s with Peter Gunn heeauso it would 
have pleached my Mother, his own satisfaetion at hc'aring of my 
aehie\enienl would he impaired, if not destroyed, 1 ) 5 ’’ knowing that 
my Alother could not f-hare it, and that I had never told her of it 
during her life. An abortive suggestion (of some passing Imp, 
I supposed that I eouLl pretend I had told her, and she kept tho 
Si cr( t for niy sake, not to involve me with the Sw(‘Gp, did certainly 
cross my mind; but I rejected it as impracticable, and held my 
tongue as btdoro. My Father continued: 

yes— he lost the use o’ that eye, did Gunn. Thought it was 
come all to rights and it got a back-turn a twelvemonth after, 
1 was told — rather hard on the beggar! Anyhow, he got a mark 
to carry that day, and I got off better than scot-free, as you might 
say. A little stiff lu^ss at times, and what they call &hy-atica now 
and then, but nothing to set against the new go-off I got! At least 
so your Mother thought, and I expect she was right — she mostly 
was ” 

‘^And 1 have done well, that’s the truth, since tho Doctor Set 
me a-going on his drains at Popidar Villa. You’ll remembei 
all about that, iN^ipper? And you a-t(dling and a-telling about 
Miss Lossie and the pears? Never thought in those days that I 
should liv(* to write Christ ojjher Vance on the front of a cheque^ 
and indeed hardly on th(* back of one. And now ! ” 

He made a long pause, and then said: “After all, p’r’aps it’s 
not so much Giinn 1 ought to thank as the party that put doWd 
^ that brick-on-odge for me to tumble on. Perhaps the Finger oi 
,, Providence put it there, as Capstick was a-sayin’. There was nc 
call to stand it edgewise that T can see, anyhow I 
f “You touch that boll, Nipper, and we’ll make the artful Slav^ 
' get ns a cup o’ tea. You may have the tea, and I’ll get out the 
' whiskey-bottle your dear Mother kep’ in the left-hand sid^- 
; board cupboard, for to resort to if the Doctor didn’t come 
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mixi forV TU just' go up and get the' libys. ' ^ 

>Tea— 

i/The epithet applied to the slavey by my Father was not because 
aKe was supposed to have any special skill in her own trade — on 
the contrary, the cook, who first applied the adjective to her, wished 
^it to be understood as referring to artfulness in evasion of official 
undertakings, and an undue cultivation of the society of young 
tradesmen. My Mother, on the contrary, liked this girl, and said 
'If artful liussios w’^cre iif) worse than Feener, she could put up with 
them. Th(3 cook retreated on her entrenchments, saying, “ Well, 
Ma^am, I jedge a young girl by her Grates.” — My Mother was un- 
'convinced, and went on putting up with Feener, wdiieli wasn’t a 
Surname, but short for Seraphina. Her full name* was actually 
'Scrapliina Dowdeswell, but it seemed incredible to me at the time 
— though I became convinced of it afterwards. 

I told this young gal Tea, and she cleared away the remains of 
lunch as a sl(‘p towards it, pausing a secoiifl to remark that Master 
had oaten nothing; and he ought to try, but she knew liow hard 
it was to get anything dowm, Hio poor girl was really very 
syinpathcjtie. having been very fond of my Mother; and had 
evidently been ci’ying. But still she was human, and I felt certain 
that she was' working round towards an exposition of her own 
feelings when she lost her Aunt Sarah at Teddington. As this 
,old party had been dying slowly during the last thirteen (in a life 
of ninety-seven) years, the parallel was not a happy one. So I 
'4idn’t encourage Feener, but sat in silence tapping a new lump 
of coal wdth the poker. Feener tried a conjr*ctiiro that, perhaps 
^Master would take some tea, and I must persuade him. Not 
being by nature morose, and feeling obliged to say something, I 
r said I thought ho was going to have some whiskey and water, and 
' had gone to find the bottle. 

£::'/^Well, now,” exclaimed Feener, “I am that glad you mentioned 
Why, there’s hardly a glassful left! And it was only one 

|)^ttlo at a time Missis liked to have in the house 

pf ; I suppose you can get anotlier ? ” 

I was to run this minute, Master Joseph, I might just catch 
last shutter up at Vinoy & Backhouse’s, and it’s only theirs 
Father will touch, being that particular ! It’s the Pure Cairn 
l^^gorrachan Mountain Dew, and not to be had at the bars; not 
at tlie North Pole!” 

But it’s not seven o’clock yet, and they’ll never shut before 
S&ypn — ^never mind the tea till you come back.” So off went 
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T should have gone myself, but 1 had not enough cash; and 
neither Vinoy nor Backhouse would have known mo from Adam. 
Feoner, of course, commanded credit, being well known. My 
Father returned a moment after she left 

“Where’s the Tea, old man?” said ho; “I’ve got my whiskey 
and the Nipper hasn’t got his Tea — ^what’s Celestina a-doin’ of?” 

Ft was not in my Fatlier’s nature ever to accept any <uie’s own 
version of his name. So he elected to call this girl Cekstina. I 
said she had gone to get another bottle of wldskcy. 

“ Qliere’b ])lenty in this here bottle,” said he, “serin’ I’ve only 
just drawn the eork! What's the young wacancy a-thinkin’ of?” 

1 explained that she appeared to have seen a nearly empty bot- 
tle, and that she had an i<lea that there wa=j never more than ouo 
ill tU(' house, by my Mother’s wish. 

“Nor more there ever has been,” said my Father, viilli some 
reminiaeeneo of his peculiar indes(»ribable manner. “Nor more 
there ever has been, unless you count a bottle a bottle afore the 
(‘ork’s took out of it. Accord iii’ly to mo, a bottle ain’t there at all 
until you can drink it. And I’ve never had two bottles open at 
once in this house. There was a t('nspoonful in the other bottle 
little Clementina saw, but I swallowed it down before I opened 
this.” 

T felt an indescribable chill at th(* quick, and I think he knew it, 
for he added: — 

“Never you trouble, Nipper dear! It came to exactly the same 
thing, or vour old Father wouldn't have dom' it. You cheer up ! ” 

My faith iii him was so strong that this view came (easily in, 
and the chill went oft. All th(' s.ime, as I lay awake that night I 
remembered liis prevarication, long ago, about the half -pint at the 
Eoehuck, on the day of the Sweep. 
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An inoxousably long lettei ot Mn>8 Los'iic u— It ic lla how sho a(T\ocateU the enuse 
oJt Icmpciiuice moic siicc ossfully than pooi Mr Capetick, Tvhubc iiitciitioiii) 
weiegood, lut ^^ho was luckaig m tict And of how Mi Vauic puuicdtho 
Call ti Magorrachan Mouulain Dew on the prrloui hio 

Till i‘ollo\viii#Jr letter from Lossk to Miss Spona r shows how 
80011 1 hid icason loi fuithcr line asj ness about m\ hallur and 
tli<‘ wliiskcy-botth . li IS dated months liter. After bumo other 
matter, of no int crest to u&, it goes on thus. 

“Jan 12 

“It’s ao surpiiamg to mo that jon don t r^mmbei seeing Joe Yanct a Mother 
that aft ei noon It wis m tht hpiiiig uf Ubt itai and we had < alleiu, iiid Mis 
Vam 0 got up to go b cause hlio sod the it wen p mu geuth lelks comiiif, 'Jheu 
Aunty insihtcd ou her stoppin; till she bi ought her down a bottle e)t coiigh- 
inixtui e th it 'V t h id i etiise d to take becauao it ha^l otn^ i in it J)ou*t ^ ou re col J( ct 
Papa sayi ig to hoi that she ou^ht not to be out m siuh an awliil L isfc wind, and 
tap oufht to go to lorqu'iyi' \iid she sad she would go at oneo if it wn^iit 
forhor easy circumstancofl, meaning the fucunibrances ot hci houscholl bo- 
cause her husband wnth the best intentions pcrsislc d m incu ining the uiinibf r < f 
Ber\ant8, and famiod the more there weie the less tioubb liis wife w( nld have 
Of course the ex ict revei so was the cast Hhc b ud to me, ‘ Now , de a r M iss T o«,bic, 
you take my advico and don’t got married if it a to be c isy ciiouni‘-t iiw < } Tbo 
niinuto ciieumstancos aio easy everything is difliciilt If it wisn t, inv dt ii th it 
I know it pleases Vane e I should be truly boiry fht re w is hik li things as ( ne uin- 
etances at all We was happiest with none, at Stallwood s Cottages ’ And the 
dear woman carru<l away the bottle in her muft, anil hi\o no doubt took it all 
rcligiouslj And when sho hid gone Vi give waj to her feelings about the 
absurdity of a man like Mr Vance wanting four bci vants *I suppofli ’ said she, 
‘they’ll be being the Chustopber Vincos next, and receiving'' I shouldiit tbo 
. least wonder » ’ Violet hates old Vance, and when Joe is out of tlu wa\ he c itches 
it. However, all that is not what this lettci is ibout, but only by tlu ww My 
pen runs on so Nevertheless it’s Vance pihf I was going to wiite about when I 
began, so it comes to the same thing in the *■ nd 

“Joe spoke to me more than oneo before be went back to school at Chiistmas, 
lust after his Mother’s funeral, about a feai he had had, now bis Mother was gone, 
that hiB Father might i elapse into hia old habits— for there is no doubt that at 
one time he was much too free in his potations As his poor ikar wife said to 
me, ‘ Within living memory Mr Vance has been two opposite poles * 1 am quite 
^ certain that her mind was contentedly accepting two telegraph poles, or perhaps 
greasy poles at a fair, pointing m opposite directions, as the mctaphoi intended 
in this expression living memory mubi have meant five 3 ears or so— as she 
went on to say that for that tcim at least Temperance itself was not to be coin- 

m 
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|>itrred. pobr Ifoe tol(l me that dnce or twice dutiing bet illnesB lie bad feUt^an 
alarm, and bton afraid of the possible results of the cessation of her mduence. 
He has wiitten to me a good deal about st from school, and about a week since 1 
had a most alarrotd and tenifled lottti from the poor boy, cm losing paifc of one 
ho had received from an Oid fiiend, Iho Rov Mr Capslick, giving an account of 
certain behaviour of his Fathei s llo must have been vciy violent to Mr 0 , 
expiessiug forcible opinions about what the Apostle Panl would ha\o done to 
show his loscutmcntof Mr C s issumption of priestly authoiit'v Jot declined 
to give any abstiact from tho poition of Mr O h Icttei ho had cut out, but said 
in his own, * \ou know th go\t rnor docs butter it on so \<rv thick when ho gets 
worked uj) oapt cially it it s old Oapstick ’ So I have to In e uniiitormed 1 won’t 
send Capstick s lettc i, as I don t suppose Joe would like me to, but I can give an 
idea ot it It bristles with iclcicm ts to Scripture, thicati ning poor 'Vine e that 
he shall bo east into oiitei dirkiicss whireis wailing and j,nishuig ot teeth 
<Mitt xjiii 13) an I as a reference to "VIi V s trade is a Ihnldti contiivosto 
drag in ISehcim di ii 20 which bn nothing whatever to do witli tho msttrr He 
also h ih ichrcnrts to Duud v t 2> 20 27 2S Jirniiiih 1 2, 3 Hibikkuk ii 
15, which noin ot thorn ippc ai to bo iclt \ant to tho m iin ) ciut which u briefly 
that Mr (ipRlick has endeavoured (coubiicnliouslj no dnul t) to influence Mr 
Vance to be moic modoinfc about wluskcy md watei, iiid h id sflmned that wine 
w IS s. mocker aulslieuigdriukwns nging 3 o which V itplitd thathcsellora or 
ne've p ton hi 1 wine and lint ho didn t consider whiskey and witci was stiong 
dunk unb hs tlw re wsa a f rcat ch si nioic wbisl ey than water Joe s le ttci says 
he mfcis that tho nitoiucw had ended by )ii« I \thcr loBing his temper and 
kicking ( apstick out of eloors which ccitamlj would not ha^e h ippciud il lie had 
not taken too much He ssys ht s been unusually eafiv with Oi] stick 'siiict. Mrs 
Vauco diol on the giound of hor fiiondship ioi him r\cn when Capaluk 
aflirincd th it hoi Salvation was by no means a Ccrtiintv and that it would bo 
prtsump^uouR to think so Mr Vance me uly icfcned to his having made hti Sal- 
\ation a condition pie< < de nt of bcho'viug anything at all He then (according to 
Joo, who told me this sometime ago) woundup by saying, * It sail fair and squaio, 
Mastc' Capstick What you siy is, I shall be damned if I wont belicvt, and 
what / say is, I ll be damned if I will bo anyhow, I arn damned ' * I m so glad 
Vi isn t looKing over my shoulclei 

“ W 1 11 cb sr got ting this letter flora Joe what ouglit I to have done ? 1 11 tell 
you what I did ilo, and I hope \o\i II think it was right I told Papa, and ho said 
certainly T should do wise Ij to go and talk to 'Vance (which was my daring pro- 
posal) Much be tti 1 he said th ni his talking to him which would only put hiB 
back up, and do moic harm than good So I took my courage in both hands and 
wont at once 1 found the going easy enough It was the talking ’ 

“ Howevci, It had got to be done, and I had to do it I eonstiucted several 
hinges on mv way to trim the conversation on and foigot them all by the time I 
reached Olapham and found Mr Vanct s slavey (as he calls ben talking to tho 
Butter m a hioh wind at the fiont gate Iht men’s dinner-bell was lUst ringing 
at the woiks, so Mi Vance would be round almost diret tly I w is shown into his 
little loom at th< back, where he has lived almost ontirelj since lus wife died, and 
had lomure looking out of the window at the gate of tho works, and noting the 
stream of men pouring out to go to dinner, to wonder at the extraordinary sue- , 
cession of strokes of luck for his it been genius that’s what Papa thinks) th^t 
has developed such a great business concern in less than fiy o y eais * For these ' 
men that 1 saw were only the men in the shops — engineers and corpenieis and so 
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jSow mlny be bee 6n ab bie Jobe altogether t ean’t guees. But Joe told rae 
that the land on which ho has built these shops aiH soon not bo enough for 
Ohnstophor Yauce, Builder and Oontrortoi, who btgan with a huinbl aunoiiiicd* 
xuent of a desire to attend to DiaiuB on the Bhort< st notice. Only h vc yu ns ago ! 
Joat fancy ^ 

'*! wont on just fancying, and looking through tlio red glass of the window, 
which niado the whole pioppoioiis concoiu vermilion, hill was stopped by tho 
voice of its piopiictoi, who wluu I turned loiiud to gictt him na^uially looked 
Biokly gieenv gre v. < lolhts and all. l^tver inmd, thought 1, he 11 gravitate back 
to a decent coloui in time 

“ ‘Lookin’ at all m> idle beggars turnin’ out foi their dinncis, Miss Loshio? 
Goin’ to ]i tve a poun I of stf ik ajiu ee, each o* thoso chupH is, and as much bci i aa 
he can hold lull u]) ’ Mi Vance suggested the highest possililt bcti k^el with 
his tiii^fi lei )hs hiB Ihioat ‘ An 1 then even livin nnnjicK of ’an wiP fo off 
Bound ash f ]> anil i oini m 1 iti and bt lined 1 11 w i„br ' And how do yi n do, Miss, 
and }our r 'i|)< tidfathi-^’ Wi. did well ‘ H is little riauciifcina olu ud von nuy- 
thing by wi'i ot i lii ‘^hmi nt -tea, (aki iflirvi. an’ drink ? Ni t so 

much as a drv In »ant, 1 11 bo bail ^ She b a (oJhv nin’ with a \ouii shavti u lobS 
thf gate, ind dibitgiidin* the civilities Ihoio’s tho cook t,om’ out aita lier— I 
can h( iir he r ’ 

“I couldn’t idciiliiv tlio sonul as ho did but T u lived an impicssion liko 
that ono has wh n a nronp of towls, walking ibout on < iic < oiiisc of ih dmntr, is 
suddenly s< i*tcri d bv tin i ixt c miso bcin< flung ovi i its backs But CMi men- 
tiun, bang (lispas 1, did not g itha igim, andthi sli ivrr wont iwav whistling 
‘ ‘Tit dt ir Ml Vina, I vc oid> just dine bn ikfot ^on know liow Into 
we are at home ? 1 fthouldn t b* able to eat an> luiii h ^ Poi goodness’ sake don’t 
order an> thin • for uu ’ 

“ ‘ An I bi 111 ’ you inn t a vouiig t hap I c lu’t oflor «i cigai Can’t do anything, 
Hiss Losbic seemiiioly ? ’ He lookc d d< jc otc d 

“ ‘ Yes you tan. Mr Vaucu ^ You can ask mo what 1 como hoio for at this 
eally houi m tin moining ’ 

“ * What might it bo then. Miss Lossie? That’s asking ’ 

*“ I ha VO souio thing to say to you, that’s very difhcult to 8 iv 1 want you to 
help me * 

Poor man ' He w is so good about it. He at oiicc saw I was in disti ess about 
something, though ho didn’t gmss what 

“ ‘Qo ird bless my lito and boul, Mih« Lossio ’ ’ ho burst out. * Why, ain’t I 
Joe Vain c’s f ithei , and im t you Doi tor Thorpe’s daughter wli it sent my boy to 
^ohool, and tor tint niattfr did more to set me a goin* than well, then ’ than 
Ovei I deserved? Whv, Ihcit’s nothing, Tiotlnng, 1 wonldn t go halfway to tor 

’\the like II ilfwav ^ All the way ’ ITo ntoppod, and I think got a gleam. 

‘Am I to bo blowf d up for anything? If so, just you firt away froc— 1 11 bo 
hail I shall deserve it ’ 

“ I was 80 grateful to him for tho lift Im liad given, that I could haidly find it 

^ In my he irt to attai k him But 1 w ent on 

“ ‘I’vo had a letter from Joe, and he’s very uneasy about you ’ 

“ * What, my Nipper ? Uneasy about me ? ’ I think tho gleam increased, but 
waited for me to go on. 

I * Joe had had a letter from Mr Capstick, which had made him he awako ’ Mr, 

Vtnee flushed shghcly, and he set his lips close for a moment. I could see hi8 
. hkonesfl to Joe, whom I hod always supposed to be on]y hko his Mother. *Yoa 
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mustn’t be engry unth old Oapshck-'he’s only an old gooee/ But Itr Vance 
only looked paitially mollified ^Whats the old goose been a-wiitm’of to my 
Nipper?* said he Then as I was beginning to speak ho stopped mo Tilth— ‘No, 
that ain’t tiuthiul of me— I know what ho s been wiitmg about What did ho 
say?* 

“I gaic a short extiact of the lottei, which indeed, minus the Sciipture 
lefcrciiccs, was not so voiy long in itself, and aiud whit I could to soften matters 
But the mam fact was beyond softening ISilr C had made an oig iniz< d attack^ 
support dby quotations, at a moment when, according to him Mr V I'vasiua 
condition to supply an object h Hson, an I had paid the peuilty of his rashness by 
being ejtctc d from the houeo I said I thought it w is wiong and ci ucl of him to 
go awi^ and write to a boy ot tuuilten as he lia I done — but lie iLall> was too 
gicat a tool foi it to be woith Mr \ tnci s whiU to think about him ‘But Joe 
evidently thinks, I sai I, * that you cannot have bt tn quite yourself oi \ou nould 
ne\cr have been so \iolenb wita him, as he says >011 hi\e gtner ill> treated him as 
a sort of j iko md m id( gaim ot him You know F addt d, eonnn„ to thr point, 
‘you must have been very violeiit with him to make him write to your own son 
that he thought it was * 

“‘Whiskev, slid he 

“ ‘ Ihit s what ho said ’ I replied ‘And Joe must have thought there was 
Botn thing in it or he iiouldii t have wiittcn to iiu about it at ill As Toe siys in 
his lett I it dot sn t at all follow th it ho s tellint, lies because he gives a leforence 
to Sciipturo ev ry two or three woids * 

“ ‘ Don tit?’ 8 lid Ml Vance ‘ Lot s have a look at Joe s letter Miss Lossic ’ 
I e^plaint d that C had purposely left J )o s h ttcr at home, not to be tcmptid to 
show it, as Joo would not expect me to show it, though I did not supiiose that ho 
would hive been if raid to write exactly the same to him But 1 wanted Joo 
always to write without reseive, and was not suio he wcnld always do so, if I 
showed a leth r of his, even to his Fatliei The point didn t ser m to tiouble the 
lattfii much it ma> bo that being, as ho usid to sav a sIk it siolhrd he did not 
care to deciphti nnuu (ript under inspection Au'ihow, he di I not pr 6 *^s it, and 
recuired to Cipstiks Teracity He c\ideiitlv thought tins doubtful, but 
adinittc d th it Si 1 iptnr il quotations and accurate st itenit nls mit,ht eret p or r usiQU* 
ally into the same document, although it could only he rc garded as accident when 
they did so 

“ ‘ Psalm singers is mostly bars,* said he, ‘ and Capstick’s no better noi worse 
than the rest of ’em Still, as you say, Mias Lobsie, he mij^ht be light, in th 0 
manner of ape ikiiig, by aceideut, once in a way He might have said he’d seen 
me the woise foi liquor when I was the worso but never showed it And then 
he’d have been right by accident, but a Jiar for all that Because his attiiood m 
respect of mo should have been that I was as sober as a Bcadle->secmin so to hint 
— ^hay, Mils Losaii ? * 

“I couldn’t help laughing at this ‘ Oh, Mr Yance,* said I ‘ You’re just like 
the pickpocket that said that it was tiue he’d stolen the pocket-h indkerchief he 
was caught running away with, but that all the others 111 his iiockot had got there 
by accident. You know that evening you tamed Mr Capstick out you must hSiTe 
been 

“ * Drunk ? ’ said ho It always fell to him to say the word 

“ ‘ Well— something like it And of course you imagined you didn’t show It. 
Do you suppose— pai don me foi speaking bo fieely— you said speak freely 

“ ‘ Cut along, dear Miss Lossie,* said he 
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_ >-*< * Bo you ftniplposo Imtidi tds, Ihousanda of tlie vfciima of to oTvful habit aro 

Pilot nndci the same delusion—ihat they show it ? Isn't it true, rather, that 
oue and all of thorn go on under that delusion until it is too late to bick, and 
then find they have been a byword of the neighbouis foi j cars ? And if only one 
■fiiend bid comt to thorn lu time, and Kpoken the bold and honest tmth. ns I 
epoak it to you now, for Joe s sake and your own,— how dillcrent it iiiifelit be bo 
often ' Tt cannot bo too late now for >ou, fui as far as I know no on( foars it 
but Joe— at le ist no one baa said anything to me ’ I paused, foi 1 had a niisgn- 
Ing that I wia we ikening my own idvocacy, and giving i sort of license to go cu 
a little uitil publn attention was attiacted But I don t think I did *lou 
know, Ml Vaucr , I went on, * it ih only because I bclio\c Joe s fears ate a little 
cxaggci cited th it I see any use in npcakint? to you about it at all If 1 really 

thought you hid into iu\ thing like a liabit of * 

“ ‘ Boo/ino ? said he , s ivin/ nu the ugly word again 

* ‘lhatsoitof thiiirt T icplied, and then went on — * I sliouhln’t think any- 
thing I could b ly would be of anv avail at all But all this is only Rinec 

“‘Mj wife died Yes, my dcir Anti right jou aio all along the line 
Stop a half a minute • lie w< nt to a writing table at the window I hid scon the 
vcinnlion vi* w thion„h, and bi ought out 1 1 undle of accounts 

wi irt Vim 5 ct Bulhonst, V\nie Mciehnntfl to H M tho FCiug of 
the Btlgiunis hui hni -hm ' Ont doz n Met oiquodah s et Icbiatc 1 Puie ( tiin 
Magoriaehiii Mmiitam T)cw, one do/tii ditto one dozen ditto deal Miss 
JjObsif, vou le Unlit ill al uin tho hue Be out some one else ha*> been having a 
bwig ’ 1 itih ( Km iitmi, to the nuidwho wis 1 iving tht Cioth for Ji mh, how 
nunhPuK C iirn Migoii i(bin Mount iin I)ew liivi jou had out of these hero 
bottle*, since w( ha 1 them ])v the dozen 
** * Law, Mast r ’ ’ said little Olcraentina 

* ‘Whit a blumie’ sudl * Ncvei mind Mr \ anec , Scinpliin i ’ 

“‘law Mi'is tepli 1 Sciiphmi rightlv so called b\ uu ‘Pimv miridm* 

Mastei ’ And n tm d uiidi tiirbfd Master rebumc 1 

“ ‘Yes— you le ri^ht, ^Iiss Lossu T d no idt 1 1 d wmkrd tliiough sin h a show 
of liquoi ’ Jle put the account bick with a sigh and tlun w*nt on, S] caking 
With his back to i lo as he s*cod at thod< sk Whi n my de u wife was alivt it w is 
she that stood between me ind the \bii But T was oft and on, oh and on Till 
I got tlut bi 1 laj-iip it mi^jlit have been tlnee months befou T did that ]ob at 
yonr Gov ornor s Bid Joe t v er tell you of my tight with a Swtoi) ? * 

“ * No— not a woid * 

“ ‘ Good be y ’ lit thought it Ih st foi his daddy to keep his mouth shut Well, 
f got la-id up two months and conldnt move And my Ntllysho stojiped oft all 
intoxicants and when T got round I didn’t want cm aomehow And she said 
next time I got concerned in Jiqnor shod cut her throat stiaight off bo I 
knocked it all off, and mv luek began — ’ 

“ I had a sort ot fteling th it I had said all I needed to say, and that nil ]> ng 
It in might bo a mistake Tho mere fact that I had come to sf e him afttr tho 
I’cceipt of Joe s letter, and told him its contents, sec med to me to carry full weight, 
knd that lc( tiiring lud amplification could add nothing and might even do harm 
So I said nothing and Mr Vance continued still standing at the desk and look* 
through tho vcimihon glafls at the Woikshops 
*' “ * And luck it has been— job follenn’ job Haven’t stood a day idle since that 
day five yeai agone when I set my man to p< ck up your front garden vvith a peck 
Mid a shovel I had to borrow off a friend, and a barrer ’ired on credit He’s 
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foreman now on a ooht'iaot ]o!>Aown by Cherry Garden pter— payin^a bttndred 
and fifteen and sixpence a ncek in stages, bairing ovutimt and if be don t com* 
pleto by I)l< embtr the first, a fine of fifty pounds per diem for evciy day overdue. 
JBut it am t of much use, that 1 tan f.et ail t f it » ’ 

** hope he n i/Z complUe, Mi 'V mco, said I appilled by the magnitude of 
iheso figures 

“ i I list William ’ said Mr Vance I remembered William ‘Wo shall never 
have to paj a brass farden in fiiu s— not wc • 

** Howoncsith liavi you managed to do it, Mr Vance?* He tuincd round 
from the window to reijly ih \cr doiiin a h ind s turn myselt, Miss LobSie,’ 

said ho * If I was to, 1 should spifi ill it 1 was t ) add up a c( I iiuu ot figures, 
1 should add em up wrong If I was to mix a yiid o coucitlf I should mix it 
wiong It I was only to tij to tenant up a window liamo I sh mid ten mt it up 
wiong bo 1 3U8t set i. couple o young men on to adding up, iiid it eithi r < atohes 
the other out it s a shillin* oft o one a balui on to the other bim 1 ii all through* 
“ Never j ou do an> thing 3 our elf Missloshio That suhtie the nnstakc comes 
in Why, when I 'W'ls pitting d>wn my miclnncry, four 5 car do >011 sup- 
pose 1 i.ver so much as lo ked at it ? Not I * I s ivs to tlio I n^inec r clnp from 
Mmehester ‘ Mytrund, sivsT ‘ if > on want to ittcnd to this little 30b, \i hat 
vou vr got to be 11 in imiid is this —I want to employ ralhci moit thin two hundred 
hands in this line yird and yon cin find out a sight bcfctci than I can he w much 
powci each o them 11 win t off the engine All 1 say la den task me’ You can 
SCO my foreman of jincis, and isk him how r ucU h( w inta And the head Smith, 
you c m see him ind find wli it H satisfy him But d in 1 1 thei me iil mt whether 
the Be del is to he Coinish 01 Lane 1 shir , nor yet abeut cendeu ing engines 
noi high pressures nor low pressuies Jubt ven make a di awing and a contiact, 
and s 13 whit soit o security yon can give mo for having all complt bv Ohiist- 
mas and I shall send you on without openin’ von, to my Consultm rngimcr m 
George Strebt, Wcstminsterr and hell square up with you Now if I d gone 
luterfcim betwixt him and m3 foiemaii a nice how do 3ou-do theie d a been* 
** Put Ml Vance, had you a Consulting I ngincei 111 Gieat (ifirt,o Street, 
Wesiminsfi r? 

“ O cool BO I had MissTossie I d nevci consulted him and never hart , but 
he d haie been ray Consultiiif, Ingiiieer bv the time 1 d consulted him and Id 
no need foi him until I d done so An3rhow the end was I got as good a jinot s 
shop as any m London It s well known how many fingeis arc taken off by band- 
saws in ten veara acooidin’ to the number of horscr ])owci transmitted in iny 
flist class shop and though I can t remember the figuicB T know wt ic well below 
the average In some shops you 11 find a loose fiugei in the baw-dust as often as 
not, when awep up * 

“ 1 heard Clementina’s breath taken away by this awful revelation, and think- 
ing it would be kind to utilize my inciedulous expression to reassure hei, 1 
turned louncl, and saw that she was laying a place for me So I judged it time 
to go Mr Vance accompanied me to the front gate 

“‘What wo was talkin’ about,’ said he, touching my hand slightly with hi9 
foreflngci—and his voice lost the sort of good humoured nasal twing it always 
had whe n he was talking at random, and became serious, ‘ Don t you fret about 
xt, Miss Lossie, and don t you let the Nipper fret I’ll take good care — / know 
where to stop It ’ll be all right * 

“ I felt this attitude was a certain preliminaiy to its being aU wr mg, and that 
1 ought to tell him hia only chance would be m total abstinence, for a tune at any 
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ksui^ I wa« fcY a moment Th^jx all in an fneiian^ Heaven only jknowa 

Vby> there shot into my mind a conversatiou X had had nilh Mrs Vance rears bo<« 
fOi,e 1 had completely forgotten it Sho had used to me the voi ^ expression 
ihen that her husband had just used Her woida wore My dear Miss Lofewe, if 
all the men that know win le to stopi stopped, it would bo all right But they 
know and tin \ don t do it * 

**I repeated this woid for word to Mr Vance, adding, ‘Do you know who said 
that to mo, one day at your old cottage gate, years and >ears ago? It seems to 
jue as il I lould see and 1 h ar hei now — ilmobt as if I had 3 ust left hti and she 
had told me to tell yt u— almost as if it hid been ycsteidiy— m the nci.t btrtot 
Jnst think ^ If it )i id 

“ ‘Ah, if ' sill h , dreamil}, and then added ‘Good bye, Miss T obsio God 
bless you, my dt ir ’ It shall be all ht ‘ 

“ I b id nc a f< w jia^rs whe n I hcaid him call me back ‘ ITalf a imnntf , Mias 
liOSBie,* said he Woul 1 von mind stepping back into tho hoiibe, just for one 
half I minute ^ ’ 

“ T did so A new diawn whiskey-bottlo stood on tho tal le, just placed theie 
by the yoni ^ ^d\ Ht t ck it up took out the coik, and deliberatt Iv pouicd it on 
the fire sending a splendid him bl ize up tho chimm j Clementma, i oming in 
With tho gist ( I subhtaucr of the 1 iiuheon was stricken too dumb ti e ly well she 
luvc r, 1 lit st ) 1 m xnmg it and f jf tting to put down her tray lu thoex(itG<- 
JQCient and it i uein incident to fir woiks 

It a no uflo fliinshin,. tin be ttle, said Mr ^anco, turning to me ns tho last 
flicker liiod down Bee anse then s a pi nny on tho bottle But >ou see, Miss 
Lossit, it 11 be all right now ’ 

‘ 1 went h ime happy I felt as if I had earned him a messago fiom tho be- 
yond Pap i says ho beboves ho 11 bo all right, foi a good whilo at any i ito . ’* 

Tho lclic?r ends vnth apologies for il8 great Icngtli, and a few 
particulars of family matters. 



CHAPTER XVin 


A talc of Jo^’s pngnaoity at School Of bis Father’s abstinence Much about 
bi8 n ime'<\lvO Joey, ^Inch ^^0 would omit if we could do without it. Of the 
rapulity of bis father’s rise. Of how ho saw Nolly, but tlio otli r day, and 
could not speak with him Of how Lossie is still living, in Italy. 

Probably it falls to the lot of very few people to lja\e siieli an 
opportunity of findiiip: out liow much they have for^^otteii as this 
old paeke t of loth rs li«is i^ivon mo. 

This last ono broiight back to my mind tho faot that my 
Pnihor, sliortl\ aftor comploling his Works on the piooo of land 
in the n ir of our honso, had acquirid also about an aon^ botween 
it and tho railnaj', thor(d)y bocomiru? possessor of an id(\il place 
for the accumulation of bricks and timber. T had complftely for- 
gotten this. It brought back also tho wav in which Mr, Cap- 
sti(*kS lot1(‘r arrived at tho school. Tho lodge \\horc the J^ostman 
deli\(r(d the letters was iu&t within hearing of the room where I, 
wdth o tilers, w^as profitably employed in the making of bad Latin 
versos, and T caught my name in the colloquy between that Official 
and the Oati^-Poitor. There was a letter diretded to me, Mr. J. 
Vance, Juiir., mid the sorters had kept tho letter outside the parcel 
which w’as banded in in a lump for latrr distribution, as all my 
letters had hitherto been to Master Joseph (or Master Joe) Vance. 
This disquieted me, and I was constrained to plead ray distrac- 
tion as an excuse for an hexameter without a cjcsura — which, as 
all the classical world knows, is a thing it would have been soundly 
flogged for when it wab a boy. T recollected the fact of having had 
a letter from Mr. Capstick, and of my writing to Lossie, but it 
had all grown dim (in more than forty years of oblivion) and the 
letter brought it all hack again. It also identified itself to me as 
the cause of a thrilling incident, which was not without its iil-'^ 
flucnce on my after life. For a contemptuous word about . 
from a boy bigger than myself exasperated me as 1 read it, and 
led to his receiving as savage a thra^^hing as a boy of my years, 
could give, in a fight lasting over thirty minutes by my sccond^fl^ 
watch, which fight would, I suspect, still be found among the ‘ 
school traditions. If ever you moot an old St. Withold’s boy, ask; 
him if he over heard of the great fight between little Vance and 
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^ 3007 Maoallister. I am afraid I was rather pugnacious— 
probably inherited it from my Father, who had indeed been most 
. successful in his encounters until ho came acrohS tluit fatal Swt'op. 
Poor Bony Macallistor, I may remark, had merely looked over my 
shoulder and observed that that wasn’t my Fancy Gurl’a hand- 
Writinf?, which it wasn’t. I think now that I was unjust and 
precipitate to pro for him as I did then and there We were 
separated, and the tight put on a proper footing. Wo naturally 
became great friends after, more puprotum. But I must not allow 
him to lead me altogether away from what I was saying. 

I gather, then from this letter, and from what I can remember 
of concurrent incident, that had it not been for Lossie’s ccuiragc- 
ous dash at the position, my anxieties about my Father at that 
time might still ha\e continued. As it was, when T returned at 
' the end of ’55 for the Christmas holiday, and he and I eat our 
Christmas dinner at Poplar Villa by invitation, he to(*k almost 
nothing to dunk, and what little he did tske was only in honour 
of the occasion. Ife was pleased to represent himself as tlie vic- 
tim of l^o^'Sio’s tyranny (she perfectly understanding his humour, 
and accepting it. as rather facilitating the irositjon than other- 
wise), saying down the length of the table, in the indescribable 
nasal way wliieli seemed too lazy to articulate' — Don’t you put 
any brandy over rny corner of the puddin’, Miss Lossie; or after 
two blierry and sodas and ’arf-a glass o’ port I shall ho rollin’ 
about under the table.” To which she replied, It’s too late now, 
Mr. Vance! You should have spoken before. You’ll have to ilnd 
out how to loa\e the brandy and cal the pudding for > ourself. 
Or you needn’t totally abstain from it if somchotly elsi* does, you 
know. Ask Aunty to, or you can totally all'll ain from her«s, for 
that matter. That will make it square!” And the reft^renee to 
Aunty was rash, as it attracted her attention, and tlie difficulty of 
explaining the idea of making good an indulgence in one glass 
of spirits, by totally abstaining friim another, may be imagined, 
tvhen it had to be instilled into an unrecoptive mind through a 
<Jeaf ear. 

And 1 had quite forgotten all that too till after I had md the 
letter ! And now I can shut my smarting eyes in the London fog, 
'and almost hear again Lossie’s attempts to shout the I'xplanation, 
iXxearly crying with laughter all the while at the perfect hopeless- 
[iieas of it. Did the man who rolled down the Matt(*rhorn really 
'recollect every incident in his life before he reached the bottom, 
Msi ho said he did? 

I I to write from memory alone an account of my Father’s 
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^ relation? with the bottle at this date, it would have run somewhat 
thus— He was rather less sober as a widower than before my 
Mothor^s death; but his interest in. his business, and I tbink the 
influence of Dr. 'Chorpe and his daughter Lueilla, kepi him from 
exeesses,” Perliaps no more than this is absolutely necessary to 
my story. It is dilHcult to draw a line vvhen one is without artistic 
abilitv, \\hieh I havo been frequently assured is the ease with me. 
The shortest biogrraphy 1 e\er saw was the word T'ixtV alone on a 
tombstone — perhaps the proportion of the detail of Lossless let- 
ter to Ihe importance of its contents runs too much into the op- 
posite extreme. 

I wish Ili('se letters supplied one or two things which T have so 
far been unable to find. Of eourae they may turn up later, as T 
go on with my opi*ning and perusal of the piiohets; but though I ^ 
have c\peeted them 1 liavc been disappointed hitherto. 

For inbtaiiee, some clue to tlie ehanges whieh converted my 
namesake doey from a comically voluble, but \crv lovable, baby 
to a rather pert and selfish, but l)y no means lovable, boy. For I 
have to record this transformation with a misgiving that a real 
author, skilful in making use of intraetablc* materials, would 
soften it down somewhat, to accommodate it to his reader’s powers 
of deglutition. I cannot do this sort of thing. But I should be 
glad of a lift — and am lining in hope that something will turn up. 

For there is nothing stranger in Nature than thi‘ development 
of odionsness. What an entirely delightful person was * * * * * 
W'hiii he was eight months old, in all the bloom of his creases, 
furnish(d with a matchless nape to his neck in which his appre- 
eiatoTs niiglU burrow; Ins premature baldness beginning to show a 
light down of premature hair; his premature arms that wouldn’t 
bend at the joints, being held by two firm but tender erease-flanks; 
and that always did precisely the same thing suddenly; his de- 
lightful practice of stopping abruptly at the end of the first 
syllable of a speech. Wliat an entirely satisfactory and adequate 
little human creature as far as it went! And look at it now that 
it has gone forty years farther. I ask you, at the risk of outrage 
to your feelings and Mrs. Grundy’s, to say what you would do 
If -jt ^ « were fetched down now in his nightgown to be 

shown? Well! both times it would be himself and none other I 
I And just think, when he gets on his logs (for he is in Parliament), 
'how pleased the other grown-up infants would be if he stopped 
suddenly short at the first syllable of his speech, and let them ojBf 
the rest. » 

However (as you will say probably), tliis is only the inevitable. 





W' 


jEhahgo incident to all humanity. So it is, bu( what T want to > 
get to is that my namesake changed even more than thib, though ; 
.this is strange enough. I <lon’t wish to suggest that ^ ^ ^ ^ : 

'ho is a most respectable man, and well known in public life, is ' 
[one scrap more ropulsi\e and detestable as compared with his 
nrly half than you or me. I was philosopliiziug, and now J’ln 
tftbhamed, and bog pardon. Let me get bac'k to Joey Thorpe. 

I Joey then i*hangod m )re than was reasonabh'. It may be said 
'that in tliis respect of seltibhness that he didn’t change, but 
remained a baby, — only self-seeking is charming in a bahv, while 
pltruism, if it takes the form of requiring you to suck what it has 
■already sucked, is as unidoasant as benevolence* tliat won’t let 


you choose your own benelits, but drubs and thwacks them into 
you and is shocked if >ou are not truly thankful, AinonI On tho 
other hand, a boy in his hums is nol nice enough prr .st to carry 
>lt much more self-scoklng than is his pri\iloc‘e as a man; nor is 
le ever so odious but be m.iv make himself still more so by always 
;aking and nev('r giving. Sr If ludp is a glorious thing, and one of 
)ur nnnKTOus birl bright s, but it should stop short of helping 
>neself to nil the gravy in the dish. 

I liojie all this eonstituh's a broad enough hint of tlio sort of 
fthlng that di sconce rte<1 iiu* in doty ns he changed from boy lo 
•man. It is ^(‘ry initatmg in Human Mature to go and be have «o, 
'ospeciallv ^vheu you uec(‘S'-arilv must and do 1()\<* the creature in 
.which th(‘ change is wrought. For how could 1 be* olf loving Joseph 
Thorpe, when 1 could still see in Ijis rather bird and cold eyes the 
flight ly projc'eh’ng orbs of the dear little midgi't that so nr*arly 
got stuck to his si«!ter the first time 1 saw him, bv kissing her too 
tight? and could hear in Ids easy and jnelodioiis speech the articula- 
tion of the baby who kept us all amused with his prompt ap- 
propriation and perversion of every n(*w phrase that reaidied his 
little pink ears? Everybody spoiled Joov in those days, myself as 
^ttiuoh as any one. Theri* arc some children whom it seems natural 
[to spoil, and a general agreement to that end is epidemic — so much 
that an isolated stand against it only makes its originator un- 
^popular. Such a stand from a sense of duty appears like a con- 
jllemnation of the rest of the world; and is apt to be imputed to 
orsonal dislike. This was impossible in Joey’s oa^se — at least, 
ilc he was still a baby. He was lovable per sc, until ho began 
ibwing what he meant to bo like later. Besides he was Lossie’a 
ither Joey, so of course he was ineligible for my hatred. IIo 
aa irritating all the same, especially when he was selfish and 
tteful to his sister, who spoiled him nearly aa much as we 
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did. But she shouldn't have spoiled him at I hoar you say? 
Very well, then! She bhouldn’t. I make you a free present of the 
admibbion, hut it can’t be altered now. It’s too late. 

Clearly, in those early dayb, I wasn’t in love with Lossic. Ask 
any one vho knows the Tender Passion — ^lio or she will at once 
bay I couldn't have been in love with her, or I should have been 
jealous of my young namesake and hated him. T didn’t then 
certainly, and changes of feeling d\iring manhood were certainly 
not connected with jealousy. This I hope to explain later, if I 
live to complete this narrative. As for what the nature of my 
devotion to Lossic was, T am inclined to think that it Te‘^embled " 
the rich gold mine Bier Rabbit made for himself. U was an 
invention of iny own; and 1 still think, in spite of everything that 
has happened, that of all my many inventions it is the one that 
has paid best. 

Very likely other things in this narrati\i‘ may be made by me 
to S(H‘rri improbable, for want of skill in the telling. And yet, 
there the 3 ’’ were! 

For inbtanco, I find at the first introduction of my Father to 
tlie Thorpo family, that he appears in the character (s( ‘ '’ly 
speaking) of a Man, That is to say, hc^ belongs to the class ti is 
bpoken to in the passage; that never brings its tools and has to go 
away for them ; that abounds on planks and ladders overhead, And 
colls out Bi low'' to the earthbound passer-by; that is sure to bo 
out of the house by Saturday and never is. And now I am writ- 
ing of him only some six years later as the invited guest to Dr. 
Thorpe’s table on C^hristmas Day! I know it seems improbable, 
but it ib not that the succession of events is improbable; only 
that they liappcuod within a very bliort time. Ja>t us iinagino 
the same succession of events in double the time. Figure to your- 
self that a Man (as per description) whom you were first conscious 
of in corduroy, with a flavour, reappears in twelve months in a suit 
of tweed and a hat which, though a billycock in proportion, has a 
stiff brim and no pockct-hanclkcrchicf in it. Do you not feel it 
quite natural that two j^cars later, when he calls to submit an 
estimate, he should do so in a neat gig, which stands at the door 
and is said Who -ah ” to, while you confer with him about his 
wish to spare' you expense ? And three years later, when you hav0^ . 
wondered whether it would be worth his while now to undertake** 
your new little job (tlirce times as big as the other little job), and 
you have timidly suggested it, does it not seem consecutive that he 
should drive up to your door in a bang-up turn-out and pair,* 
attired in broadcloth and yellow kid gloves, and a sacred stoyer 
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plpo tat to fettmi alii Of course it does, and n&udbi so that you 
will probably ask him if he won’t sit down and take some lunch 
with you and yours, Tf ho doesn’t this time, he will next. It is 
simply a question of time and a sense of ehccino-hooks. 

1 think if you infuse into this train of imacrinary incidents an 
analopry of my own exoeplional relations ^\ith the Thorpe tamil\ 
and take my word for the aathenthnty of tlu' leLiet'-, you won’1 feel 
jSo verj' incredulous about my Fatlic‘T’s sudden e\alla1iou. 

Not more, pi rhaps, than I do at this inomint. For, .seeinp: no 
chance of deciphering more of the leller-, in this hideous darkness, 
t have put lliem aw«iy uith my manuscript, and ha\e nov nothing 
bring back to me a single memory of those days. Even the 
Jargon of my attimdant, which I ftol ought by rights to rtscsnble 
^that of Mrs. Paekles or Feencr, is as unlike as it ean well be. 
When I ask her what wms that row last night, in the stnn t behind, 
just on to midnight, she replies that it was a lidy willi a inhy, 
fighling with another Zid;/, and both were took off to the bhjhnn. 
Nobody had that accent in my boyhood. E\eu the iioihouse from 
which the two ladies had to be removed is coinpk tely changed. 
Tn the Jifties 1 know exactly what it was like— flaring gas-jets— 
huge plate-glass window^i blocked with giant numerals printed 
on paper to show how eheaply the filthy fluids on sale would harden 
the livers and soften the brains of their consumers— a coinpo front 
painted with four coals of stonc-colour, two flat and two round, 
every three years— all w^oodwork ditto in Brunswii’k 1 frown — not 
because it was the George the Fourth, but bi can've that liruwn was 
a good out-o’-door colour — and a flamboyant l^ion and TTnieorn 
fighting for a crown much too big for either of them on the eornor 
of the first-floor. — It is still the George Iho Foiirlh, but tbe gas- 
jets no longer sow wild oats of lamp-black- tla^y are ravqfs. A 
wedding of Heat and Light has an offspring of Incandescence, and 
all is steady and demure. The announccmimts on tlie windows are 
glass letters, scorning the ephemeral, and recording serene facts 
superior to change. The compo front has gone and is now rebuilt 
with red-rubbers and terra-cotta facings, and as for the woodwork 
it is quite beautiful with Art-colours, and the (iitranee to the 
private bar is lined with Art -tiles covered wdth Art-lustn s. But 
the owner still iiuports his own Brandy, and all the otlier filih is 
what it was in tho other filth-house. Now, as then, there is notliing 
^ eat, except it be sausages and mashed potatoes. Now, as then, 

V there may ho seen on Saturday nights an oppressed African sing- 
ing through a swing-door on the jar, of the joys of South Carolina; 

. foJr George the Fourth is not licensed for music, and ho has to 
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palteir id]y \Yith the altered truth, and protend lie doesa^t netioe. 
And when he rewards the musician^s efiPoris, he pretends it isn^t a 
banjo into which he drops his coins, but some inexplicable res-» 
onant ladle, thrubt in from pure greed, by a passing negro. 

I noted these particulars this morning before the fog became too 
thick while I was taking my morning walk. And the young 
woman who is now bringing in my chop was doing the steps, and 
her apron strap coining off she borrowed a pin of me, and while 
she pinned herself up for further kneeling, she told me about the 
two ladies, and I stood talking to her, and thought her hand and 
arm like Vi Thorpe’s, only for the rough work and soap and 
water spoiling it No! Now that the letters are back on their 
shelf in the chiffonier under the book-case, and Betsy Austin, the 
joiing lady above mentioned, is bringing me in a probably under- 
done ehoi> and potatoes in their skins with buttons on them in 
reet'bses Jike armchair cushions, — (for am T not in England 0 — 
there really is absolutely nothing in the room to bring hack that 
remote time. And 1 am sadly in w.uit of landmarks during the 
latter period of mv schooldays. Tt is rather like a vovage on a 
calm sea out oL sight ol land St. Withold, I suppose, was too 
busy with the new boys to make my life \cry d<'te stable to me, or 
lierhaps mv inveterat(‘ studiou'^nes^ piocund immuniti(»s. J was 
expccte<l to do the bdiool credit, and had peace. In my holiday 
times r gave a good deal of instruction to Joey Thorpe, and found 
him a good pupil — in f.iot, a clever one. I had no fault with him 
on that score. He developed a tast(» for literature; and had a 
marked faculty for <*lovcr llippant willing pioso and vcisc, which 
led to his bieommg verv v«iin. It was singular that a boy who 
had had very liltle schooling should hav(' niatund so early. 

I moan by this tliat his intelligence matured, and he read con- 
tinually, and remeinbercd what he read. But this did not seem to 
interfere with his remaining (the phrase was Lossie’s) as great a 
baby as ever. It he did not get what he wanted, hi' would become 
very irritable, and almost cry with vexation. I suppose it was 
this seeming childishness that made us hope he did not fully un** 
derstand his own literary propensities. I am sure T^ossie for one 
did not bt'lieve that he understood half the expressions he made " 
use of in the verse he wrote (even at fifteen or sixteen). T recollect , 
his father saying to me once, wish Joey wouldn’t be so Anglo- 
Saxon,” and T remarked I supposed it was the modern tendency^ 
in poetry to discard Latin derivatives, and that Tennyson had set 
the example. ^ 

I "I don’t mean that,” said the Doctor. ^^I’m referring to a * 
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pi*actice ouir Anglo-^Saxon ancestors had of always calling spadea' 
spades, and rarely talking about anything else. Poor Loss said 
to mo yesterday after he read us his last lu w verbos thfit it em- 
barrassingly Scriptural, but of courbc the darling clul<l hardly 
understood what ho had written, so it would bo a j/ity to say any- 
thing to him about it and make him think. ‘ Oh, don’t you know, 
Papa,^ says she, * when it’s reading the Bible, and you don’t know 
which way to look! ’ If it wasn’t for Lossie T should road Master 
Joey a leoture — ^but shi' seems so \ery sure that ho doesn’t realize 
the nu‘aiiing of a lot of what he writes, and only uses ox])rossions 
that have acquired a standard pictiaesqueness, and are now known 
to be right m Poetry, that I iiMlly feel I might put iiiv fool in it. 
Suppose ho wtro to turn on me and a'^k what that very Kliza- 
bcthaii expression he* used — ^you remember ?—r(‘ally meant! I 
should feel bound to explain, and I’m not sure I &hou]<lii’t do best 
to leave it alon<». I keep on hoping for the' developmf^nt. in Joey, 
of the facLiltv of (lood Ta^-tc, as we <dd fogies used to call it. it’s 
a qualitv of the inner houl, that gives a bias to fht‘ intellect. So 
long as it remains dormant, I am bound to say I ohjcx't to Poets. 
Of course 1 don’t objeet to Joey altogellicr, but I obp'et to his 
facultic‘s growing at such a rate while he himself remains 
stationary.’’ 

It was this remark of Dr. Thorpe that first suggested to me his 
view that we afterwards conversed so mucli about; that when wo 
talk of the Soul, wo mean the Self, and that it would b(' a far more 
logical way to talk of a Soul’s Man than of a Man’s Soul. If so, 
we ought to speak sometimes thus — ‘‘ That splendid soul has a 
little snub-nos('d, squinting — ^hunchback,” instead of ‘‘ Thai little, 
etc., has a splendid soul.” Or vice versa : — ^'^That loathsome 
spiritual mass of pestilent meanness and depravity has a remark- 
ably handsome man,” iijst<*ad of ‘‘That remarkably handsome 
man’s soul is, etc,, etc.” But I am slipping aw«iy from Joey 
Thorpe. Perhaps in what 1 have writUm I have scarcely done 
justice to his abilities. I ought to note that even befon' he went 
to the University he had already aehiewd a cirtain amount of 
publication, and was predicted great things of by a small <*ircle of 
admirers. His father could not help being proud of the boy’s 
cleverness, superficial and flippant as both he and T thought it. 
His brother Nolly had not shown any very marked tastes, except 
for Athletics, and as long as he could make record jumps and row 
in eights and bat in elevens, he asked nothing better. Tie ac- 
cepted his destiny tranquilly, and went into the Law because the 
way was paved for him. He would gladly have stopped out of the 
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Law and ta himsalf and lke oultivati<ni <ft 

his biceps- But the Law, in the shape of Aldridge, Spencer, 
Sponccr & Aldridge's office, gaped for him and a monetary ac- 
companiment, and at the end of a few years ho was able to reserve 
his opinion almost as well as Mr. Spencer himself. It is very 
funny to flunk of him now. For though T have not seen him for 
twenty years, I hear things; and among others I have heard that 
Mr. Oliver I’horpe — (Spencer, Aldridge, Thorpe & Flowerdow) — • 
has a residence in Surrey called The Magnolias, and that he comes 
still to C ^haring Cross Station, every other day, and has a cab 
to Ills clerk’s-iK'st in Lincoln's Inn Fields, and always gives 
eighteenpence, or even two ahilUiigs if he hasn't a sixpence, to the 
cabman — who, to t(*ll yon the truth, was my informant on all these 
points. Ifo was an observant man, who was just going to take 
back to its owner a <*ard-caac ho had found in his cab, which at 
first he had thought was mine — an incident which had led to 
conversation, and 1o a joint inspection of the contenis of the card- 
case, actually Nolly Thorpe's 1 I suspect that cabman retailed to 
him his iiifcrvicw with (very probably) an Old Cock who looked 
siirj^rised. — Nolly would have looked so too, had he known what 
Old Cook. 

It is strange to think of! But it is stranger still to me to think 
as T sit hero and choke in the fog, and decline Betsy Austin's 
proposal to bring lights, because then she may sec tears in my 
face tliat are not dut* to fog alone, but to a thought of the joy it 
would have beeu to me to sec dear old Nolly’s face again, and hold 
his hand— it is stranger still to thinlc that even now, at this very 
moment, there is living in a Villa at the foot of Ficsole Ilill — 
about five minutes' walk along the road that goes a deslra just 
before you get to the big church at San Domenico — an old English 
lady who went to live there twenty years ago, and who was Lossie. 
—I know all about the place although I shall never see her again, 
nor she me. But as I look at the white wafer behind the curling 
fog-reek that I know is tlic sun in the country, T think of the sole 
di marzo blazing on the roses in that Tuscan heat-trap; of the 
rifted trunks and dark leaves and light leaves of the olives ; of tho 
•mighty deliberation of tho great white oxen that no man can make 
to go quicker or stop; of the scraps of song that all end in one 
cadence, and make one feel how very much one really is in Tus- 
cany. And then I wonder if this old English lady ever thinks 
of me. 

Looked at from the point of view of common sense (whatever 
that means) it is clearly better that she should not. What has 
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i3is to KotluUff but pain aii4 diacoiuforL For one 

lluiig I have made up my mind to — ^that she tihall never know tho 
truth. Much hotter for her to forget my cxistonco altogithcr. 
Probably she docs, for when you come to thmk of it, what a long 
long time it isl 
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How Dr Thorpe Tisitod Joe at Oxfoid and how that visit ended the first move* 
ment of Joe s life on a discord Of his painful double identity 

In tlio aiituinn of 18<»0 1 was a younpj min reading at Oxford, 
whose friends were kind (nough to expect him to do great things. 
Til felt the burden of his n spousibihtu s severe h ind tint he was 
bound, under penalties, to triumph in a conb bt in whiih in un- 
iintiincly dtick of summer eomplaiiit ini^lit render useless 
the seholar'^hip of Frasmus and the matheniaticb of Newton 
and leibiiit/ combined 

1 do not me in tint my fiiends were exe option illy ill ludging; 
indeed I think they did their hcbt But thev were bid actors. 
Pi rha])s IS s ife a line" to go on as any was the e>ne adopt i d by my 
Fathoi you’ll bring me ’omc your wooden spoon, Toe, when 
you’vi got it,” he used to say For he was not very eli ar about 
the cuiiieula of Oxford and Cambridge, and confused the one 
with Iho other This was better than expressing ovorwooning 
confidence with a slightest possible sense of gasp in the back- 
ground But better even than this would have been the attitudo 
of Poiky Owls, who would have expressed doubts of Ihi ability 
of the f^nntisity to examine, and oertiinty of my inability to 
piss creditably, in the •same breath lie would have enquired who 
the Bcnite was, ridin’ the igh ’orse and givin’ themselves airs, dis- 
panged reiding as a means of acquiring information, and prob- 
ably condi mned knowledge itself as a useless and artificial luxury 
of stuck uppeis lie lived in a bracing atmosphere and rejoiced 
in its entire fieedom from Itot ^ 

I suppose it was the Boats, on one morning of this particular 
autumn of 1800, that made me think of Porky, in his capacity of 
British Seaman, as T took some early sculling exercise to qualify^ 
me for a good day of undisturbed reading T sculled upstream aa 
far as Godstowe lock, and wondtri-d what Porky looked like now, 
with open collar-bones and a richly bionzed skin, peihaps rowixl^ 
at this moment in quite another style, forcing some huge yawl 0 
few inches at a time against a head wind and tide, every mov^ 
ment seeming more loss than gam, till the mere landsman decide^ 
in his land-mind that they never can and never will make smifi 
, 154 
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j>oint they are striving for. * And decides an wk»ng of course, 
bccauso shortly for some mysterious reason only perceived by a 
sea-mind, behold the end attained and the boat gliding easily 
along in oily waters, and never a thole-pin broken under the 
mighty strain ! 

« How easily I went slipping up the stream! It was a glorious 
I cloudless morning at the end of August, and thinking of the tough 
^ work of the imaginary boat I had plaeod Porky in made my own 

* slight work seem slight ( r. And just below the lock, as I allowed 
? him and his ciew to g< t into smoother water, there (*aine up behind 
I me the musical rhythm of eight oars going downstri'ani apace, 

^ wheri^of the stroke called out to mo firstly was that Vanee of 

PalhoH— wliidi it was, and s<.*eondl> ih.it Dr. Thori)e was up, Liv- 
ing come by the late tr.iin last night, and soiuelhing more quite 
inaudible. For strokes of eights pas& quickly out of hiMring, and 
oven at the best, when working hard, are not in good shouting 
form. 8o J had to be content with that mueb information, that 
l)r. Tborp(‘ was in Oxford, and had come nncx]>(‘ctt(Jly by the 
late train last nig hi. And what became of the imaginary crew 
of Jknkv Owls’s boat J do not know, for m^ mind ^et out at oncH) 
to wek for a leaMin why the Doctor should come quite suddenly 
to Oxfoid in this abiioriu.d way, without ''O inuLh as a word of 
warning. It was c(*itainly od<l! 1 turned down the stream, and 
pretended I wasn’t a little nnciisv. 

I don’t bclit've anv oik* has had so happy a life but wbal there 
have b('(*ii in it well-marked moments at wlach ho would not 
sooner have siopju'd abruptly tlian go on. Had I my life to live 
again 1 would soonest, being free to choose, go no further than 
the moment when T arrived, a new boy, at the sidiool at Heist aple. 
If T eould not avoid that new cxiierience, and were obliged to go 
through with it, and then face my Mother’s dtalh, I would put 
up an express petition to Destiny that I might get no further than 
the moment when I was happily dreaming, in tlie shade of tho 
alders and willows, on the ditfereiicc between sea and river rowing, 
/and wondering what had become of my old friend Porky Owls, 
This is why I have been at some pains to describe that moment, 
which otherwise has no bearing whatever on my story. 

* Mr. Bossiim’s man at the boathouse remarked that I hailn’t been 
long agone this morning, which was true. 1 held to my pretence 
that I was not anxious, to the extent of walking slower than I 

^'‘Wanted to at first, hut T forgot to keep it up, before I had got half- 
’ way through J( rielio, and broke into a brisk walk. T was glad when 
1 saw the Doctor, close by the Martyr’s Memorial, in the shade for 
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tha sun wa^ tot, «*viJently waiting for ma Before I saw his face 
clearly, I saw it had an anxiety on it. J3ut oh uol — ^noth- 
ing was the matter I I took his word for it, and pret( ndod I was 
satisfied. But we were not quite like our two solves when all 
thing*; w('re at their rightost. 

“ Oh no! ’’ said he again. Nothing's the matter. T came over 
to look at a cranium. Tin writing a paiier on the Missing Link — 
and 1 fouldn’L fed sntislkd uiilcs^s I saw this skull nn^clf. K’s 
only a few hours, after all! Besides, T alvays like a \jsit to 
Oxford. Only I wish to goodness they would leavi* ihe (\)lleges 
aloiu' — tliey’ll soon all bo as clean and smooth as creamlnid note. 
Why shouldn’t they peel if they like^ They aren’t infectious 
whf Ji they peel, like searlet- fever patients — why not let two inches 
of atone eoirie off a three-foot thick wall i ” 

“ J sn’t llicro some notion that the front surface coming off lets 
the water in? Ilow’a Lossie? ” 

‘^liossio’s very well. — If Ihey think that, I can tell them as a 
geologist, that they are what your JTathcr would call el cetera 
fools — ^we understand, eh, Joe? Because the absorbent stone 
comes away and leaves the hard non-absorbent. That’s why they 
hav’c heen in statu quo such a long time. Don’t you see, Joe? 

It isn’t as if the decay could go on, on, on, through the block 

I saw and acquiesced. But keenly as I should have discussed 
the subj(»et another time, I felt it could wrait, and indeed suspected 
it was being made the most of for some strategic yiurpose; and this 
wasji’t like the Doctor. T felt that he had not been quite natural 
when I a'^ked after Lossie. “Very well’^ was very w^lII as far as 
it went — ^l)iit it ought to have been much more, f asked liow were 
,Vi and Nolly and Joe? And, for that matter. Aunt T//y? 

‘M)oafcr than ever!” said Dr. Thorpe. course one doesn’t 

wonder when she hears a dog is a Dalmatian, and thinks the 
epeaker is swearing. Nor when Vi s.ays she has been shopping 
and she sa:vs, ‘But who wms it said so, dear? I’m sure I never 
thought you shocking ’ In those eases the missing link is ob- 

vious! But when it comes to htr being shontcci to that Canon 
Penuefathcr is in tlie drawing-room, and she goes downstairs and 
deliberately enquires after Mrs. Cox, it gets impossible — ^liow on 
earth Mrs. Cox crept in we never could make out ! ” ^ 

“How’s Vi going on whh the Bart?’’ ^ 

“ Oh — ah ! — ^the Bart — ^yes, that’s the one she has present. 
She may become Lady Towerstairs, or she may not! I never ' 
Bpeeulate now about Vi.’’ 

lie became distrait for a moment, then said, “ She’s six-and- 
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twenty, you know— going for seven-and-lwonty/* And T thought 
be was going to say something about Lossie, but ho boo.mio ^ib^eut 
and thoughtful again. We had arrived at my rooms, and the 
navigation of a rather dark stairway supplied a satisfactory reason 
for silencer 

The Doctor had not breakfasted, but did not se< m to takt' ^(‘ry 
cordially to doing so, Ilo became much interested in the haiks 
of ray books. 

“ Ihgionioiitanus, Nieholas of Cusa, Tredgold on the Steam- 
engine? Thit’s a sudden jump, Joe!—Wbat do w.iiit with Tred- 
gold on the St('am Engine^ llo\ raorc^ in the line of tliat poor 
gobblestiek — what's his name — Thistlethwa> to.*' This was an 
enthusiast who had invimtod a perpetual motion, and wanted the 
Doctor to got the Itoyal Society to grant him two tlionsand pounds 
to construet a wheel whieh was to rotate fortver on its axis m a 
vacuum. Tlir Doctor continued: ‘"Do you kiu»w, that poor eliap 
is still at iL^ lie eaine to me only a few days ago, wdfh liis 
machiiio rotating on its axis in his poor vacuum of a brain, and I 
was obliged to hud him a few .^hillings to keep him from starva- 
tion, Don't vou go doing the same, Joe. Loa\e the iu\ mil ions 
alone. Tlieyhe the Deuce’s own delight! Once you begin, it’s 
like dram <lrinkii)g or l^lonto Carlo 

Th<* (ITk'I of the introduction of vital interests was whoksomo 
and r was glad of the new departure, although T iuid to eonfis-- up 
in respect of irregulari ties in reading. “ An\how, Doctor,” said 1, 
‘‘you’ll admit that if poor Thistlethwayte hud Ugun bv reading 
Tredgold as cai dully as ISe done, ho woulduT have invented the 
Univer&al Lubricant.” 

“Well — he might have invented his Universal Lubricant with- 
out reading Tredgold, and yet known that he couldn't abolish fric- 
tion. Ilis Lubricant is very greasy, no doubt, but he has no 
notion how little friction it takes to stop a wheel in a billion of 
years 

“Hasn’t his Lubricant a commercial value? — mean without 
consid('ring the Per[)ctual Motion idea ? ” 

“ 1 have no doubt it has. But ho won't patent it, because that 
involves publication, and wicked capitalists will cut in and use 
it for Perpetual Motions before he can, and take the bread out of 
this mouth and his children's — ^nino children he has, Joe, and 
' another coming ! ” 

J hoped the anxiety on the Doctor’s face was, after all, about 
this chap. Only it seemed so out of proportion. However, he 
clearly an element of disquiet* 
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done the best I can>” continued Dr, Thorpe; ^‘Pve told 
him that if a leaden pcfr-top a<? big as the sun started in vacuo at 
a billion revolutions per feecond 

“ Tt would waul a very caretuUy tempered steel peg, and a good 
hard piece of ground to stand on,’’ said J. 

^‘Well — yes — it would! Anyhow, 1 told Mr. Thistlcthwayte it 
must slow down in the course of a few billions of billions of years, 
because even if he lived to keep the peg lubricated there would bo 
some friction.” 

What did he sny ? ” 

“That he bad ventured to hoiie I should talk seriously! And 
ho seemed ^o liurt, that I oiTtred to pay his Patent foes if he would 
publish, lint ho d( dined. T think he suspeeUd me of wanting to 
take advantage of him! So just you be warned by him, Joe, and 
don’t ho an Tn\cntor ” 

“It’s only a Spherical Engine with a now reciprocating move- 
ment. and I’m not going to think about it seriously till I’ve 
passed. I few’s Joev?” 

“Oh — Jock’s \oiy well — very well!” And 1 was sorry that in 
my anxiety to leave the subioct of mv inventive propensity — about 
which, in truth, T Celt ^ery guilty— I had chanced back to a 
renewal of Dr. Tliorpc^’s anxious aspect, which I had hoped was 
going to vanish, lie became again thoughtful, hesitating, de- 
pressed — seemed to be going to speak, and said nothing At last 
lie pidled him'" t If together lu a sort of reeapitulati\o wi^, as one 
who reports progress and declares his next slop in advance, and 
fiaid well now it was time for him to be off! lie would go to soo 
the cranium, and there were one or two people ho wanted to speak 
to, and he would he back about lunch time. E\cii then he did not 
go witliout a roeurrcncc of the hesitating manner, hut it camo to 
nothing and he started off to look at Iho cranium. I watched him 
along the street and saw him stop once or twice, and stand rub- 
bing his chill thoughtfully. I went back to Pindar, who was the 
classic I was engaged in assimilating at that time. But I was 
puzzled and uneasy, and Pindar disagreed with me — especially 
when I reflected that the Doctor had hardly said a word abou^, 
Lossic in all our conversation, of which of course the above onIy\ 
contains the salient points. 

lie came back as bo had said, and after eating very little lunoh„ 
walked out with me in the grounds. I cannot remember cxactly{jf 
how it came in, but ho used the expression “ this new engage- ^ 
ment,” and I, understanding that he was speaking about Vi’s 
last, made some absent-minded comment, asked about thb\ * 
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JowersfaiM family, or somethinj? of that sort— t roally forgotr 
ivhal. 

t dear boy” said ho. ‘^You don't underbtand, I wa^ not 

Bpoaking about Vi’s engagement — I was speaking of Lossio’s” 
Sometimes the luiiul opposes autoni^itic illy the receipt of fatal 
news, from some anticipative instinct, without its owner at all 
knowing why it rejects it. J found myselt quite unable to altach 
any m<\injng to the Doctor’s words. 

was speaking of Lossie’s engagement — she has got herself 
engaged to be married ” 

I ‘^Ts Lossie engaged to be msmfd^” I heard myself speaking 

.quite calmly to the Doctor. Tie put his arm in mine 

J was not sure she had not written to tdl you,” stkI he, hilf 
interrog itivoly But J felt that he was sa’vmg something to gam 
a minute, or to gain a foothold, or to find something on which to 
hiiige^ whst vic should s ly 1 did not look at him, but I 

knew that his e\es— so like Los&if’s? — turned round to mo at in- 
tervals, and we walked on, the truth of the portion woiking 
slowly into niy nurd ('Concurrent 1\, 1 Ix'cime aware that he did 
see, and had seen, more clearly thin J even now began t() see, the 
bearing f>f the news he had to tell em ni> own life ind its future. I 
should hive bun well phased to be able to say to him in the in- 
terval of eompara tne calm in which J awaited the full truth, 
which 1 knew was coming, how I loved las kind heart for ila 
love and fears for me Both of which, blrange to tay, T felt to 
know iniK'h better than their agitating cause. But T said nothing, 
and wc walked on in silence. 

Some tacit conipae't between ns made the siloneo a long one, 
.but in the end it was T who spoke — T was not m lovo with tho 
sound of my own voice when it came. 

If Losaie has given her word she wdll keep it. But T have had 
itto letter yet— What is his name? I mean what is the name of 
Sithe— — 

"Han® It is General Desprez. He is a very distinguished 
soldier — ^you know the name?” 

" Of course.” 

V " She went to stay for a week at the Vandeleurs’. He was there, 
and at the end of ihe week he made her an offer and she accepted 

^him. — know ^ It was very sudden 

" Yes — ^that is what I was going to say.” 

“ Very sudden, indeed. But with Lossie, very sudden means 

very serious.— She isn’t Vi ” 

" You have seen him ? ” 
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cain6 up with her from the Vandeleurs^ on Saturday' and 
they came direct to me. Of course formally, with his rigid ideas; 
of duty, his position was that he had asked Lossie’a leave to speak 
;to me — people go through these farces, but they are all gammon P*. 

He stopped to take snuff— then put his arm again in mine. 

‘‘ Yes,” ho went on, “ they are all gammon. Of course the whole 
thing was settled past any possible unsettling. Two more un- 
demonstrative lovers I never saw, in public, but nevertlielc^ no 
one could be five minutes in the room with them and not^see all 

about it I had interjected a direct enquiry w’hcti|er Hr; 

Thorpe liked him, and he finished his sentence and then replied, 

I have no fault to fiiul with him, and I know I shall like him in, 
time, but — Good-morning! ” 

He stopped short, and we got through a brief interview with a , 
casual sub-librarian, who I am sure never suspected that anything 
was going wrong with either of us. Then he continued: ^‘Yes — 
Joe — I know I shall like him in time. But Lossie is Lossie.” 

Yes — that was what was wrong. Lossie was Lossie 

suppose Fathers are naturally a selfish class, but it can’t be 
helped! Anthropoid Apes arc sclfivsh, I believe, and no doubt 
Fathers arc descended from them. I shan’t find it at all easy to 
reconcile myself to Lossie going away to India, as she no doubt 
will.” ; 

I had not realized this contingency, but it seemed to make no 
difference in the calamity; at least in my share of it. — The thing, 
was too new, and T was too stunned to discern in this indiffcrcnco 
any light thrown on the nature of my affection for Lossie. I sop 
it now. 


You can fancy, my dear boy,” continued the Doctor, how em- 
, barrassingly mixed any Father’s feelings must be over a thing 
j;like this. Even if I could have been inclined to quarrel with 
man Lossie loved, which is absurd, how could I find any faulfe’ 


with this one? A splendid soldier, a cultivated man, writeri;' 
traveller, what not? There was not even the vernacular groun® 
of difficulty-mongering of the marriage-blocker, the money coh-^J 
sideration; for he is next heir to Stoat’s-Leaze in Derbyshire atidli 
the present owner is eighty-two and in a madhouse — or somethi^?!^^ 
of die sort. Of course I know I ought to be rejoicing over 
splendid match. But, Lossie going away to India! It’s no us^ 

' Joe, Fathers cannot help being Fathers ” 

^‘Nor brothers brothers,” said I. And then some qupstip^. , 
stirred in some obscure comer of my mind, and asked if t^2 
, remark was really germane to the matter. And when Dr. 
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repeated aftoip iiio» ^^ISTor brothers brothers, vou say, ,Too dear,” 
it throatentd to become more audible, and I ws*’ fnin to sib nee it 
by an ejffoii of vvill 

Wo wilkfd in ind ibont ihc ijn^oiind^ nnd quad'? of tin Col Up , 
fctoppinj? 1 good do il, J nmcmbfi, in Hu quid of fjnncrMt^, b( 
eause the Doctor liked the mould iing stoiu (it his be in nude 
quite ncal ami tulv mmy yoirs i/onoiv) bofoic ^^( turned buk lo 
my rooms \Vf talked over f\n\ a‘'not1 of Li)ssi(\ em i^imeiit 
fccoept tin em upju nno''t in both our nun Is ami this ivo 
,aerupuloiisly a\oidcd h leh ot us know tlv* otln tli uurht , but 
f neither < ommiinu \1ed Ins own uukss imlud a kn tin in 1 oid 
giasp of the hind in sikne wlnn vie ])irl(d at tk l\ iilw ly 
Station eoiikl lounf is a < nrirrmrui ation I pirsnidid tin DhI >r 
pot to stop on 01 nth r J should piv my ^va^ ot i kin,:? him lo 
Stav was unconviiKiig ami he d^eiekd to hold h\ hi slatimint 
tint he must le 1 uk it Ikqd ir Villi bv mm Vloik ITn jnd 
ment Ihit this vis U t toi my s ike vis pdfielH ii dit 1 lie 
light fcierish atfiek tint Jollowed would hue lein tin tirms 
wor‘«e' if he li ul st i eil 

Afti r 1 InJ tikin b u< of him T \m ut ivay foi i long w ilk 
towards W itncv Imt did not j.o so fu illhougli J hid j va/m 
intention of doing ) 1 tinned back it ryiislnm lud ot bitk to 
College long aft( 1 fiidiiig time Jiut 1 did not want in> thing to 
cat— I wuilid 1) hnd ( ul whit had hippomd— to li able to 
visualize orlocilj/( tie i\ont — to mike the simple fnt I 1 iii jnst 
heard, tint a young hdy [ knew va^ roing to male i nn t 
fortunate inarnige, tiki it e pi uo qua tl> inn ng ft hn fi Is an I 
settle down foi mi to di il e alrnlv with it It w n i most n i-,on- 
able thing m itself Why should it joh and throb in iny binn, 
and mike my fyes ind my piliti dn iip^ I was there ill ii hi 
enough! It had not hurt me 1 was looking on perfeetlv c ilrnly 
at a brain that persisted in thiobbing, and it ‘'Oiiidlnng that was 
^welling in the thro it of an unreason ible youm mm — unre i on 
able in being so sti ugily iffecte^l bv some Hung [ had pi'-t lie nel 
something which, if he hid h ul a spaik of re il good fee ling or 
common sense, he would at onec have seen he ou^ht to lejoiei it 
I waij angry with bun for his bclhslmess but T w is so eemermd 
for his burning pditc tint I got him ‘ome hr indy ind soda, the' 
vonly thing he could swallow. lie diank it elown anel lit a pipe, 
and the effect was thus far good that ho partly pcrccivfd his 
identity w ith my self 

He and I then (to pursue' my attempt to picture a frame of 
Xlijind that was perfectly real, and can bo explained m no other 



m JO$E^t£ VANOE 

way) sat smoking in the half dark, try'i ut^ to get thmg^i into ordOr. 
We iitedrd no liglit, foi the h^rv<st moon V(iy largo and 
very gokkn and mnmt soon when it was well up to bathe Oxford 
town in il\cr I tned to rcinonstiah with him and pointed out 
his ibsnrdity in cxpcttiiif, th it I os^io Thoipe should dways re- 
main IS it were on dr uiw,ht foi Ins sptiiil huhoot xnd sitisfac- 
tion wlioii lu \v< nt up to 1o “Do >ou imiJcmo,” T iskcd “ that 
her f ith( r her sistd, or h r ]>i other tm conte i ipJ itf d tint she 
would nmaiii it homo nidciinitfly tor iltcir sikts And win are 
y( u that you should duiii wlnt thev do lul <* Or di you redly 
Tin 111 you piesuinptuous >oun^ s s tint y« ir sdl\ bosish •aspira- 
tions liv <luni t) U (oiisideud J(\c —Xlm with i h\tX L thit 
XnodiK<3 M irin^?* nid Ji don v nid Minki iiui dl sorts of 
giown up Ihnus tin! boss in llmr s<ioul ir it Ostord hive 
rr dS no lu n ss witld If so I must tioublc '\ou t) i Tirmher 
thit you IK ](l\\((n ninttedi iiid twenty iiid Los ic Ihorxic is 4 
Wfunn ( t tw( nts loui * 

Iht (thii silf nnn iiitni ni>icd nii , with imic spuit 

thin riiul ^Kcnhini e^icdit iir “I < niu t mds/ whit is me int 
by r ov( 1101 (in J siy whit it is in 1 ki lithe I’s hiothe r s sistei’s 
afUetieu tint ddkis frini mine 1 ojd> know tint wlini she goes 
out of life, a T it^hl dmppe 11s lioui it tint will never leturn, 
and fu thub no sulstituU i** imssiblf Anel I know there js no 
<\d ficm inv life fen her so etreclinl as Miinue with uiothtr 
nnn He ath woubl epuite u less” 

“ ^ ou aie 1 look h youn^ uiieler ruluitc,” 1 lexdieel, “I sh dl go 
to heel i id trs to are t a hitk sleep” 

J did so but 1 could not sl(« p \ wink, or 1 ilhei the other voung 
man <c del not Ot coiiise it he hid not lun me it w mid not 
have nntiered hut he pei'-isad md llu Jaelllnt 1 w i*- in perfect 
he illh epiiU (dm inel collected, uiel not the hist overworked, 
was alhwed no wcifht wlntoei lie liv there st iiing into th6 
darkness (fen T li ul shut the moon out) iml listening to tho 
chimin'** ff the hours, which seemed to folleiw cieh other too 
qinekh without the h ist affecting the toUl length e f the night. 
Ills bum wont on burning —his pdate got elricr Consequently 
J got no sletx). and when 1 gleam of diwn anel a sound ot spirr0W9 
gave me an excuse for ^^etting up T w is just on the point of doing 
fio when this ineonstquenl >oung maids system suddenly recOg»! 
nized the fact that it was worn out, md made me fall into a stupid 
sleep of iiimcolleetihle dreims, which shortly htcmio toipor, froiti 
whieh 1 woke slowly and painfully to find the woild all akve, and 
tho bell ringing for chapel. 
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At first (of course) T could not toll whit had hipponod— I only 
realized lhal thcio was an awful SonKthiu^ thit vvouM ln\c to 
be recollected '=^oon. it was U'achss atloiiiptuifr to pus»i\c iii> 
tjoriddity to a\oid it It oame, without ununsf t And J knew 
tlial in this n<\t >cir to onim what had bun music ni tin pist tin 
;j^ears would hi sdciico — wlnt hid Ixnn s would Ic shulow 

X bad roali/od thdt, c\(ii if Lossic Imd m Liit»litid ^tdl c\iu it I 
could so to hci a'> of old fur svinpathv in iioubli uid < m nui ise- 
ment m woik, it would not b( the sanii tluua And in thi" tact 
ley the worst slin./ Slic, T kiuw would Ion uu wiib just Iho 
same love sbi hid ^jmii to thi littli bov tint piiltfl tin |>< ii'- , 
but I hid nude i dii idiul distinni about Ibi lutini i f Ihiivs 
.human and th K^uismu tisk bi Ion me w i to lonii il th il dis 
covery from T ossie FTm t* ithei kiuw i1, and I kmw bi kniw it, 
but I could sif 111 I luindnd w ivs how uitirch uncons( ions sho 
Kersolf im^^hl b< li tin slnh{<-,t d ubi iboni tl'u roiild have 
i?ros‘^ed mi imid it must lii\i I in dis i| itid bv the Jittu dc- 
ayed in tb( post (oi wioiurH ddnind it hist), wliu li J iuund on 
ny bicikfist pi lit when 1 at li'^t .iiipi nid, jircsintins to in\ 
5oout a hagnaid iuo which 1 think he a'-cribrd to a lut iiiphra 
oigic 

“PoriAnViriA \\ii; J1 

“Mi DFCB iriTiF Tor Ion wdl be i»o glail, 1 1 now him of the 
bappitieBs that hart cumo to nit I am cngicnl t» lo inun 1 to Ctinfr^l Hugh 
DoBpio/ You know all alont him from tbi niw^iiipciH Pon t von ii numb i 
how we read about tin rein f of Lucknow two viinn ago and jou Haid of all the 
men you would ‘ hk^. to bi you would soontflt bo C oloni I D« Bpn / * ? And hi i« 
that veiy same ( olonel Doapn z and ho is aa good as he is f real and bn^i, and I 
am indeed a happy woman I hivo told him all about you, deni Jor , and ho is so 
anxious tiaknow yon — and jou miy fancy how I look foiwnid to vour 1 nowing 
him The only blot on llio ’scutcheon is that J bh dl go to India and ha% o to 1 ive 
Papa behind and my two Joes — inv little brother and my other littlebri thor ind 
the otheis But I shall go, and then when I come back I know I shall lind a dis- 
^nguishcd Oxford Orach ate tlow 1 shall look forw Ud to getting the n ws 
^hon your year comes * I should hko to write ho inurh more, dear Joe, only I 
have bo much to write 

* Good bve, dear Eicr jour aflectiomtc 

“Lfssij ” 

I turned it over and found on ihe othoi side writfm “Do you 
‘Ixiow you are quite the firot written to of everybody— all but 
Eiirry, and oven, hex letter isn^t posted’’ 

Others who know and understand women better thm I do may 
pB able to detect in this letter a consciousness of concealing the 
^ear that the nows would bo unwclcomo to me. 1 can sco no sign 
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of any feeling Lo^ftie would not have had in writing to Joey or 
Nolly. Only that, ha»l it boon Ihe latter, aho might have been 
le8«» affoetionalo. She and Nolly were not such chums as we had* 
boon, — -.he and I ! 

The great soldier and Lossie’s intense unconsciousness made me 
feel so keenly the presumption of the young man with the parched 
throat and the throl)bing tcioplos that 1 compelled him to eat 
some breakfast to show how capable ho was of going through with 
the part that had been forced upon him. Ho showed pluck to tho 
ext (‘lit of a cup of cofTc^e and half a roll— but I let him olT any 
more, for really the food cliokc^d him. (I adhere to this young 
man as a figun* of spc(*ch — ^because he makes explanation so , 
oa‘*v ) 11 (‘ w.is \(rv anxious that I, hciiig perfectly cool and col- * 

leokd, should forthwith write* a letter for him to Lossie, expressing 
Ins delight at the news, and carefully concealing 6\ory trace of 
tlie effect it held liad ii]>ou him. He was in such a hurry for me 
to do tins that he hardly had patience to wait till the breakfast 
things were clcaicd away. I got the letter written with some dif- 
ficulty, for ho was not easy to satisfy, and aft(‘r it was posted 
wandered aimlessly about, or rather, I should say, consented to 
his doing so. F('r T personally could no reason why he should 
not go back to bis rooms and got on with the Epinicia. By this I 
mean to ('xpress that T said to myself a hundred times that 
n(»1lniig had liapperu'd that ought to alter my life for this day, 
or for any day — that I ought to he able to get on with my read- 
ing — ^that although some acknowledged title or claim to misery 
would have boon a great alleviation, I had none. Only the misery 
itself! 

I had many nights of sloop that dreaded waking from fear of 
tho return of the spectre that was always with rac in the daytime; 
of sleeplessness that dreaded sleep as nothing but tlie road to a 
now recognition of the spectre, happily forgotten for a moment; 
many days that it was oasie&t to spend out of doors, but haunteiJ 
with a wish that every one else would keep in doors, and above all 
not hpcak to me when they met me; many such nights and daya 
before Youth and Life reasserted themselves and laid claim 
their riglits in me. At their dictation a compromise was effectedj^' 
and the black Shadow that oppressed me was bidden to disperse 
and scatter itself over the remainder of my earth-life, as a com* * 
pensation for relinquishing its prey of the moment. My reooi^ 
was to become legible again, but on grey papyrus. 

Many things of great moment to myself, and some of interofifS 
to others, have been chronicled on it since then. But howev^ 
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may l>e the ‘ Wots that have fallen on its papres» however 
'Strongly they may start out from the ground on wlui*U lh(*y have 

f fallen, it has never been white as of old, and I have ne\<T alto- 
fethcr lost the eonscioiisness of the grey. 

^;;I<wondcr, if al the request of Fate a dramatist took it in hand, 
ad sohomod to work in a white sheet or two before Finis, wduit ho 
Ould find to write upon them! 



CHAPTER XX 


Letters of Lossio, veiv impt^rtant Goner a 1 Despiez How ehe told about Toe — 
Llo\i th( (a m ril wauiod t> many T of*&ic riill dctoiU ( f all ho nan!, but iio 
oin.(timH Uo^^ J ts tiRocdy biiiet Buddfiily on LobSie, and bho 
ordtr d tht Gtiicial to the i scui 

Ti IS foitinite 111 it Los-^k s ooiif sponde lire at tLis date was 
preserved lor it ns whit (o\ild not possibly have ri uhed ua 

in uix ( (lui v\ iv Iht te l](»uin»jr (\lTa<t from a Icttci to Smta 
Spincer (<Htfd 'llio (boft, Lint.poit, Some r c tsbuc, Aug 6) xs 
not ib^olnldv thic s irv to ilu imdt rsianding of Iho next one, 
but it ( out Ills allusions to nivstlf, and If id 3 up to it, natuially 
c non^li 

“ Wo me having a jolly time doivn lioro I only wish you were hoie 

witli us iiiHltad of in that Htuily J ondon J Jit place is diliciuiis, and what with 
iiding 111 tho morning, and being liken out for diiTis in tho iiftoinoon, and 
gttting up cvtempori dancth and the atneal performanicb in the t vonmg, I Can 
t(il yon tbe tune passes at a gnat rate I shall be so soiry for uivself when I 
comt back 11 a week I ady "Vandi leur sa^s the Kmedv is easy— nof to go back 
I m n )t flur il wouldn t be kindi 1 to Lon Ion if 1 didn’t, for my temper will bo 
mil aribU ’ 

“The Van hlcnis are peifcctH delightful people, i^bo seem to take clover for 
gianti d and ai c( pt giod fortune is a biitbnght That is to sa} , they do so in 
all niatt< is of practical d( tail, no\cr hesitating to order anything on tho scoio of 
expense But ulu 11 it comes to grneidl piiuciplcs, they pose as usual people^ 
who have just tJie same si rt of income as tin peisons they happen to be talking 
withatllu moment When one he ais Ilosalind (that’s Lad> Vandf leur) talk of 
* really rit h pe» plo like the Poltei peists cue pities ht r and teais for hoi solyenoy^ 
and It rccpnios some little collective like heating her talk about people witb 
only a thon».and a yc 11 to make one feel cheerful about her I talked about 
way folks have lo Gt nei il Dcbpre/, who is ataving h* re (of course you know aU 
about hiin\ and ho replud, * I kuowLoid Boltergcist intimately, and what you 
tell me Bos ilind said comes very funnily because it so happens that he said to 
me, less than a year ago th it people who had really no responsibilities, like Jeclc 
Vandelcur and that pretty wile of his, could fling their money about as they 
pleased, while as for him almost every pc nny of bis huge income was bespoke^ and 
only just enough left to give a chop to a friend who cam© to see him in ihO 
Albany ^ I asked if it rtally was a chop that time, for I coniectured these tftro 
old bachelors were hob nobbing at tne said Albany when his Lordship (wIkmiO'* 
name I haven’t got quite right— but no matter) made his xemark 

“ ‘ A sort of metaphorical chop,* said tho GenoroL ^ 

** * Come now, General,’ said I, * don’t be evasive * Tell mo honourably, 
you know you recoUeot peiteotly viell what tho metaphorical chop consisted of** 
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“ ‘ Qronse and OhSHeauIiafttto Bat, my d^ir 'SSUefl Thorpe, if yoa’U take ike 
irord of a middle-aged soldier who has knocked about tl t w rid and Ht.f n a many 
Y sights, all these things art relative The Chinaman who slcipa nhtic he stiuds, 

' woika eighteen hours a div, and Ines on a spoonlul of mt, nould coiwi i i iho 
Italian hi icuanto uh on bixhre a week the It<iUan in his tiuu would couHuler 
the British uoikuian with ix and ti|:,htp(iict foi Ins ten lu ms da’i a le^olar 
SuUionaiio Of coursi hoRilind \andtl( ur thinks Poltcigi istiiidi bocauai ho 
has eighty thousand a leii ind she has a niiflti iblo twihi or lifteon 1 have 
heard her spi ik of cif,ht liunli''d i vcai as po\erty m tin pristnco of young 
oonples lining on thid hfty And what is lunny i» that thfy haio loiibidered 
thcmsi 1\ 1 8 bound to h\ nipathi/ • * 

** ‘ Because tlicy wire sueh Unmbugs,* piid T 

“‘Gtd Ikss nio in> desi raid It ouit paternalh, ‘you don t mean that 
they ought toha'iotslcn up Oku piribhs ^nc\f i I new what that in int ') ind 
preat hotl s. cius idc again t tin pui s i roiul Ik sidLslU hilind would hav^ br< 1 cu 
her he irt if bh had kiio\Mi 1 touisc bho th ^ hi thtM niecly ditb-i d thuc- 
fitty lolk were a foit d t uiil rtiblc cnbtoinir> thonsinchis Atctrlin to hfl 
Sotiolc)g\ von know, I opk hivt athoiriiid i^cu b\ nature, lissbi attidfnt, 
and mort b'v t \]: ct t ilions whu h fine tif\ ' 

‘ ‘ M'v fatlh 1 said T Ins w \ cii h in Ire I a i cai and wb it lu m iLes In wi it- 
ingRCiintihc iiti les 1 n j( um Ub Bit f ni qi itf suio he Bpci ds twi> Immlrt d at 
least in ili horN ol Icnctutioiii ouisjdi his fannh Whitt ui would have bo- 
como of inv 1 1 tin r Jot y "VaTn c , but loi t>apa, I < an t inia,,iiu ’ 

‘ *Whai nn urn omutibh girl lou m foi thoGmciiI ard 1, let me tell 
you, arc on ^cry fm intleis? terms i sort of con'^Klcralo aswui meo bo has does 
It ‘How on taitli </*?i jou 1 a brothci named Joey Vanco when }OU*r0 
Lucilla Thorpe <» ’ 

“ * I mean t ) ha\e as mnn> biothcis as I please with all boits of npmes * 

‘ You mean I m iii-piisitit c So I mi ’ 

‘ ‘ Ihr n 1 11 1( 11 on J )f y Vance is a voiing man 1 t iko i gieat int< i eft in 
He’s at Balliol and ih expn tod to set the riiannH on fm one of thisi diys * 

“ ‘ Which ot flu so diys? ’ 

‘“Wliat alotot questions YOU an asking, Oenenl’ Aio jou fond of pea- 
cocks ? ’ 

“ ‘Very But T want to know about lo(> Vame * 

“ ‘Lot s walk 1 on lid the rose garden before wo go 1 1 1 like stronor tea it 

^n’t be too stiong for mo ’ 

“‘Well— I suppose I must iisk my nervous system Howevu, if I do, you 
must tell mo all about Joey Vance * 

“You know 1 am always ready enough to talk about Joey -and when in ad- 
dition to that one is e,itecluzcd by a great handsome Hercules of a man with a 
thoughtful face— well, whit else could I do? of course I told him all about 
Joe's first appearance, and subsequent career— and how wo expected him to 
take a very high degree Ho dropped his half-jostmg touo and spoke sen*' 
ously 

“ ‘ How old was the boy when your fathci made him read Euclid ? ’ 

“ ‘ Only eight Wasn't it lucky Papa finding him out ? * 

\ “ ‘ Indeed it w as ' And how long ago was that ? * 

“ ‘Well— Joe’s between nineteen and twenty— so you can do tho sum ^ Twras 
between foui ttcn and fifteen and now Fm twenty-five, ne al> I a o no objection 
to your knowing my ago ’ 



168 JOSEPH VANCE 

1 

** * Axq 5011 reaily u smcb as that said ha * 1 never shotiild have thought 
it Ouess how old I am—* 

* ‘ I told him 1 had been told that already— so it wouldn’t be fair to guess 

S-irita Spf'n^cr to hue torn up the following hf^cr Per- 
haps she would have done so Ind she lived As it is, it has come 
into my hands — and maj tdke its chance of being read by you 

* a nr Trofi L\nqiort Somersit Aug 9, 1859 

* Mv DFAUtRT Sabb} I am dnadfully embainsBid fo far ns a girl 

whose hf ad is going round (an be said to ft el amtl inp^ I spe ciully when she is 
pietonding that htr head isn t going roiinl I hijie its ill right, ^nd that Im 
aw iho ’ I bhouldn t like t wike 1 p ind iiud il wasn t tint Fven if I m asleep 
T suppose I Tunat kt cp mv pr imisc to von in the drt im that T made to ^oii iwake 
years ago in 1 th it 1 1 0 been meaning to 1 tep o\< i uncf as soon as thei e was sn 
opcnin^ T 01 > n sfe dcai the tint is l\o hal nn olTei of nianioge indim 
bound nnPi thr teims it the comp id to tell v( u FXAf II \ what the gentleman 
said and di 1— No * stop a ininnte * It was no snth thing I onh promised to tell 
what ho SOI 7 and 111 throw >on m what T said I can t tell yon how much 
easici that mal es it T 0111 fulfil that piomist honestlv 

* £ ii st < f all, 1 11 It 11 > on his name It s not lu the ooiitracl, but 1 11 1 0 liberal 
and throw it in t m He s General I)( sprez -nd he s the Gcner il Pespi f z Ho b 
a lust cousin of Uos'ilind Vandeh nr All those people are each otlier s consins, 
oi eoiinp< t ions by man lage If I marrj him I shall bo well < onnected and all my 
frunds will (lit me 1 shill 1 c, accoidin«^ to Professoi Absalom, a silver spoon 
pci son ail 1 quite unfit for human ronipany 

* 1 11 lu'ike a small fnithei concession and tell you where the affair came off— 

that s not in the contr n't < ithcr * It was in a little square walled garden called 
the IloBO Garden and there are p( aches and nectarines ou the very high walls, 
and he und I were walking round ami keeping off tlie grass bcLausc of the dew— 
at lead! was There was no one else there eacopt a peaerrk Now do admit 
th it T m libtral ^ I wasn t the h ast boiin 1 to trll von about tin. peacock ^ Hero 
is tin whol( ot the ( c nieisation, fiom the moment wo mot 

‘ * Yon u eaily this morning Central^’ 

“‘Ami? I siq pofao it s sev( n o < lock 

“ ‘It ihii t eif n that, if the negro liasn t turned lonnd m the night whence 
on** was lo( kint lil e the two S a iii Skinner Street By the bye General, why is 
it that one asm cintes n groes with sun dials?* 

* * I don t tl ink 1 1 now any but this one Ho s made of lead But tell me 
about th tw 1 S s in SI innt r Stieet ’ 

* ‘It s some nonsense of Papa s Somebody asked him what his Poctor’s de- 
gree was and why he was called Poctoi He said he didn t kmw because he 
had two degrees one a German the other Oaford He said lor anything he 
could do to regulate it, it might be they changed across oveiy other day, like the 
two initials in Skinner Street— which a policeman whoso mmd was affected com- 
plained at headquarters about * 

“ ‘ I suppose it B the w 01 d German put it into my head* Why didn't your siitev 
marry the young German ? ’ ** 

“ * Poor Hermann * It s a pity she didn't— I liked him much better than-^lhtf 
man she's engaged to now ' 

^ *“ Whose name you told mo and Fve forgotten it.* 
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Bicbard Towerstaiis Bhe has been ^ngagad four ot Ave timea^ but 1 
really believe sbeUl me try this one * 

« < Does she love him ? * 

** ‘ Oh dear, yes ’ But she loved all the others, one down t’other comt on ’ * 
‘“You fuvolona young woman * Can t you be serious on a strious subject? 
ftOn ike BciioDS subject ? ’ 

^ * Yts But not about Vi s engagements ’ 

“ * It was serious enough for pooi Hermann Wasn’t ho very miserable when 
y^our uiift cling si6t< r jillt d him ? ’ 

“ lou weio )ing to *»aj clmcked him, and of courso it v^ould lave been 
vulgar But tlnit s noboly lure but the peaccok Oh no • Hermann wasii t 

iimt I was taken in at hrst and trn d to console him, but ’ 

** ‘But what ^ 

"VV ( 11 he took so VLiy 1 in lly to being consoled that I was oblige 1 to * 

“‘I nnlcist ind Poti IF innnii* And tluii I supi osl when there was no 
third histei to ipplj f n he wtnt to look foi somebodj tlbc ’ 

“ ‘ 1 give him in introdiu tiou to a giil nanu d Atkins Arc n t people queer ? 
Jlowi.vei, it was go')d f )i me, bf cause Ilcrmann hod given mo some moht lovdy 
embtoi lend pocket li uidkciohie^H ind insb nd ot giving them back I kept them 
as a commissi >n on S\h la Atkins I told him I should ’ 

“ ‘Perfect’y fair ' But I wint to know whj jou think your sister will many 
this ouo 

“ * I hardly like to tell j on but it’s dilhcult not to tell when you look so earnest 
about it Because li sal aron< t 

“ *Ia it p Bsible that that should he really so * 

*‘^YeH Anil can tell you why Vi is absolutely incapable of caring more 
about an> one person (man or womah) than another It ihu t that she cannot fc el 
slfcction, but that itdoosii t much mattci to her who slu fc o^n it foi Iho meio 
revy human cnatiin supplies no distinctive attraction It needs some external 
attribute which is nit itself — It she had been Hero she would m t have wolc omed 
Leander lie was altogether too crude and uncooked Nc w if he had ( omo with 
a coronet, oi a c he pic book, or a mitre, or a pedigree, it would have been another 
thing ’ 

'But the Gorman Leander swam ashore with a cheque book * 

“ * He di 1 -but then the moment they quarrelled Ihcie was no tie U ft but the 
oheqne-book, and \ i could distinguish that mere cnarv motiyes were low It fre iksCUl 
her self lesptet But with this man, if she quarrels with him a tout any of the 
^ things he knows tnoii^h about to feed a quarrel on -horse flesh cigars caids, 

1 Wine — ^then will alwavs be the great and glorious sheet anclioi of Ins ancient 
lineage to keep liei steady She will never despise herself for revcrinco of 
aneestr} ’ 

^ ' ‘Ihis leander swims ashoie with a pedigree But do you think you will 

like your biother-in law ? ’ 

‘"I don t think about it I am perfectly certain T shan’t Beall} when his 
formal wc Icome into the family was going on, and he considered it bis duty to 
. me Lucilla and inflict a ’ 

, «*KibS?’ 

^ “ * Family peck upon me I felt I could have sunk into the earth I should like 

. go and live abroad to be out of bis way, only 1 should have to leave Papa and 
tkf two loos ’ 

" * 1 wish I could persuade you to gp to India ’ 

4 
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** * Are yen in such a inirry to get rid of me? Beaidee, %hat ahotild I do ont 
thero—go as a nurse i ’ 

** ^No My idea was tUat you should go out as a Geneial Ofilcei’s wif6. I 
Imow of a Vncaney * 

“ * How do you know tho General Officer would like it ? Why do you look so ? 
^is anything the matter i * 

“ * Yeb— plenty s the mattci * Now do let’s walk quietly round tho garden, like 
this, and 1 11 explain kou see, I siiKpect yon of bung absolutely the dearest 
woman in the whole world, ind I know I myself never saw another like vou Now 
you uiidciBtmd * No- don t lun awiy You seo I am tho Guiu il Ofliecr and I 
want yon to many m< and eomc to India ’ 

“*Oh how stupid 1 I alw i\s thought it wis a G(neial Offietr like a 

general seis ant J ncici it ilizcd thatyo»twoie a CjroiK lal Ofhet i I thought 
of\ouoalyas a GLmial oi Maj ir «]icncial Indeed I did’ \ni do you really 
expect Tut to flay yt s oi no to *i qiu slioii like that otllmiKl, bcfoic bic ikt ist ? ’ 

’ It it s more likely to be y co by waiting till ific i bicakl ist, let s h ive break- 
fast fiibt * 

Are you Btiicyou rtally caie whnh I say— yes or no? Oh, do take care, 
I’m sun thcie s somr body t omiiig ’ * 

“ It 8 only the gardi nc r - he s ftOing the other wav It b ill i i„ht * 

“ ‘ No, in lecd ho s coi iiiig this way — do let h bo a lady and ntlcman taking 
an eaily walk betorc bioaktast * 

No\^, Sariy darling, I’ve kept my piomise, and moio Foi I vc not only told 
you what ho sud, but what Isud, ind how the w holt thing worked You can 
wiite in the stage diieetions to the abo\o little drama much as you please. Ihe 
action of the Piainatis Pci some it nearly always the same 

‘I don t exactly know when I accepted this solditr ot mine, nor precisely 
wht tbor 1 1 v( r did accept him at all Wo tell into rank somt how as two people 
entitle 1 to p t ans of congratnl ^tion all the women (man led and singh ) saving they 
wanted him ior tbeinflt Ivc s but if am one else is to have him they an so glad it s 
m< ’ Rosalind V indch nr as vs she n ally believes all tho gii Is did a lut him, onlv that 
ho was alw lys so rebtrved nnd cautious that ho won t leiao a sjiiglo broken heart 
behind him I siid I shouldn’t haae thought him bO piiticularly resiraed and 
cautious -and she said w* II peihaps not— it all depended on circumhtanc( s 

‘ Ho flayri how^sfi.we no not engaged— oh deni, no’— till Pipa, etc Of 
conrHc not, but as if I didn’t know P\pa * However, we ire going up on Saturday 
to presoub ourselves at headquarters 1 hope yon see how milit iry my Ungnago 
}8 becoming 

* My deal, T should like to toll you how happy I am— but I can’t find the 
words Oh, the delight of waking in the morning and knowing half awake that 
as soon as one can recollect what it is there will bo something indescribably glori*^ 
ous ** 

“ Aug 10, PoPIiAR VlIiliA. 

“ I will go on with my fltorv whore I loft oft 

** Hugh and I came up ou the Saturday, as I said wo should, aftei font more 
most delightful days at Crofts, which 1 shill never forget as long as I live 
can t tell you bow swi et Kobalind and hei husband and all of them woio It wra4 ^ 
a sky without a cloud, and Hugh was the suu in it That s a very bad simile, ^ 
but 1 always get in a mess wh< u I try to be poetical ’ But it s right enough on 
one point -as to the chill one teds when a cloud takes the edge off one’s en^foy- 
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ment of it You know wkat it*s liko, and how ono says it faa’t going to ratn, or^ 

only a fo^ diops < Well, we came back from Crofts —and all w« iit U -more 

thau.>teU * Papa was, I need liardlv 8u>, a d irling- -eume out to the door b meet 
UflJ^ud neaer taking the slightest notice of pooi mo all but c mbiaced the Gtiu ral 
in the lu irtmcss of his welcome It can t hav( been difhcult, for it s simply im- 
posBiblo to see Hii^li and noc loi c him Bosaliiid says so —ovtrybody savs so By 
the bye- I don t think 1 have c ver mentioned that lie s tlio youngest General m 
Her Majesty s s# i\icp Ot ( omso it doesu t matter, but one has an idea (or 1 had) 
th it (fi lu 1 rtls woic all eldc riv 

‘ ‘ Now wlu ) t s m> un hitilul daughter ? ’ said Papa * Como and bo blown up* 
What d ) \ II in in b\ lo kmj, h > blooming th ? I wonder who ^o^l 11 t engaged 
to be HI lined t nciit wit^jcut my const ni ? ’ 

**Poir Pip if Lyiienllv the ii >11 of hih paternal cxpirnm s ofVioht had 
enteif d into hi i soul, in I hr thi light ho was goin^ to go throu^,h it all at, im It 
would liav( 1) on nurt h}}) )CiiH> not to iccognizt thi bcaiinr, ot tin iniiaik 

Violet bttsan at sixbtn* said I *h<\ei mind tin siiiifl its only mv 
travelhUei things Jksil s, I in engaged without youi (oiibcnt, Im not 
oiigigt I at all yft — 

“ ‘ No Mil 1 III! h mliBficotlv * wr re not engaged at ill yet — ’ 

“*Oh, s 1 1 f, intuiupring Jnm 1 c not engaged arm t yon j* Very wr 11 
— go away —I dou t want yo i However, you rii^ liavc some tc i fore \on go, 
and soon as you ve done ovir paying the c ib wc 11 go in and got it Whcio s 
Bcppino / * 

* * Wh 1 8 h 8 11 1 tht General, and I exidamcd that it was an extra name 
for my blood relation Joey— made noct ssary by xnisundei standings * lb( n, said 
ho, * who s Bcppi^ ? ’ 

i< < yf\^y ^ ouisc dear Gooro ’ sanl I * that fl an extra name foi Joo Vance* 
Joe foi ( nc an 1 1\ pf ino foi the other woiks best C omt along 

* So wt hU t imc along into the diawing room, aftoi I had rc tiycd the bene- 
diction ot Sam and Anne, and for that matter of the ( ibman, whom I lu ard fr un 
afai shiti ng his vuws with an acquaintance named Nosiy who haci hr]] id to 
bring in the luggage Ihese wcie to the elTect that it was in the iiitiieRtof 
drivers tint faies should be nuts, the condition bo distribnl tending to produce 
Ubeialifv m an othn wiao btmgy public 1 didn t hear the exact wordH, but am 
sure ot the hiil stanie 

“ * But when is Bepmno? ’ said I aa I grabbed my unfoiw aided leitris 
“ * Txy was htre a minute ago ’ said Papa 

** ^ Mii-»toi Toi y wan lu re when the cab lang,’ said Anne ‘1 11 run and find 
bun, Mihr and off wc nt Anne Some inner susceptibility of mine whisporr d that 
it would have be en better pleased if Beppino had received us with acclamations 
at the gHte and won* the length of adding, 'As Joe Vance would have done ’ 
It wis the lirat little chill I had had — however, I was perhaps unreasonable As 
for Vi, I < an t Rwn ir that I didn’t feel a tiny scrap of relief on hearing <hnf she 
was going to bo in to tea, as I bad bad a misgiving that, if ahrady in to tea, she 
would < onspire with Aunt l//y to give us a cciemonial ler c ptiou 

“However, to condensr my narrative, Joey was cafrured by Anno and mads 
fl^me effort at apology based on the great interest of the work he was loading. 
He w IS rather sheepish with Hugh, I thongbt, or perhaps was a little f lightened 
him Vi came in as promised and accepted the peck (or rather pecks) of the 
new member of the family with a very much better grace than I had locelved her 
^ung man’s with But then just look at the diffeionce* As Vi herself said to 
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m« in my room that nighty i^hen we had a good talk over it, klsaing Sir Dick is 
like kissing a tobacco shop in Piccadilly. As for Hugh, his appreciation of this 
part of the peiformance was candid, to say the least. I was obliged to tell him 
that comparisons woie odious 

‘'Poor Aunt Izzy was all kindness, oi intended to be so The moral of the 
mteniow iiith her 1 should say was tbit you had bettei not talk Inett to any 
one who cm i hcai a word you say X had warned Ilngh that he would have to 
foim square to receive the Peciage. so he know what was coming 'But why 
not let the dear old ladv t ilk about it?* said he ' louVe no idea what pie isuro 
it gives them** I saw ho hod a filse imago of Aunt Iz/y in his mind, and 
tried to conect it without injustice to Aunty ‘ You know,’ I s iid, 'poor Aunty 
isn’t exactl> what one desenbos as a deal old lady Shi ’s veiy good, you know — 
as good as can be * But all the same she s an llonoraiy Bccrctarv, and has the 
welfau of her sex at heait—and indeed of evoiybodv dsc s sox too But then, 
that IS her Ad\anccd St If which has Platfoims and denouutes all soits of things, 
and behind it all is a Superior Self tnshiincd in its own cvti action from the 
Thorpos ot Thorpe and c heiishing me moru a of people almost too w ell-c onnet ted 
to live She dor<,n t talk much to her nieces about tlum Indeed, I think she 
regards us as Ilentgados, who from sheci innate Vulgarity of Soul sekettd a 
Member of the Middle Clissos foi a Mothei Minima w is a St hool Misti t ss, you 
know, and Pipi fill in love with her— she w-is very bt lutifnl—yon 11 set her 
poiti lit — at some lectures he give on education — foil over his Lioture tiMo ho 
alw\>B said ’ 

"You see, Barry dear, I did my best to introduce the familv, and prevent 
ITngh being taken aback. So I hope ho wasn’t much disgusted at having to 
shout into an car-trumpet that he knew nothing personally about William the 
Conquoior, having only come to England since the Bcvocation of thordictof 
Nantes, and that even his pool consin Loid Fitzbroughton was only a direct de- 
scendant of a wool broke 1 m James the First’s time who was created because ho 
lent His Majesty monev 

‘“Do put Tourself a little furthei back, Hugh deai,’ said T. ‘Just look at 
pool Aunty how shocked she is * * 

“ Ho we i or, the rcison why Aunty looked shocked enmo out later when it 
became manifest that she hud scarcely heard any of Hugh’s communications, 
Vox ifter passing the evening with an evident weight on her mind, she nn- 
burdent d herself to me as we were lighting bedroom candles, be mg I suppose 
afiaid she might bo sleepless without explanations. 

' ' But, Aunty dear,’ sa.id I after mastering the point involved, 'Hugh never 
said ho was any relation of Edith Sant’s * 

“ ‘ Well, my deal, I ceitainly thought he said so, and I think if you ask him 
you 11 find I’m right * 

“ 'Hugh,’ said I, shouting acioss the room, * what relation are yon of Edith 
Sant’s ? ’ 

“ ‘ Is it a conundrum ? ’ said he ' I don’t know, I give it np * And, indeed, 
we all gave it up, until by good luck we got a olue from the word conundrum, 
which Aunty’s ear perverted terribly 

“ We weie all inUnng about the Conqueror, dear, all the time. And I couldn’t * 
imagine why Edith Sant * Because she certainly has nothing to do with the « 
Conqueror, 

“Perhaps, Sarry dear, as you’ve got it all wrote out quite plain on the last 
page, you’ll sec what it all came from. But I assure you that even with the Couc 
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6lii6 we were e long time getting to the Itovo^atlon of the Edict of Nantesr. 
Aunty was greatly relieved, because Edith Sant though very nice of ( oursc , is 
not exactly * * As your sistei Violet says, deai/ said Aunty, * Edith Sant is not 
exactly.* So I had the author ity of both foi this curious fact 

** Nolly came in five minutes befoto dinner m a dust coat o\4.i uukcting 
Hatincls, having scored sovciity-two and not out Iho frame of mind genei'itcd 
by an incident of this sort is not favourable to intiodnction of fiituie brutlicis in'* 
law lu the present case Nolly's inattention to iho question before tho llousc, 
which was absolute, became warm appridation of iti meiits tho moment it 
* ti inspired, to my siiipiisi, that tho Gcueial wis an histornal uuatcur \\ lekei- 
' Keepci iho distinguished scrvires of Tolouel Disprc/ durjug th( Indian 
^ Mutiny and before that in the Crime i did him no doubt it < icd i but wh it 
aie mere human distmciions of this sjrt* Let him whoasiiics to tiiu 1 luio 
< keep wickets I was f,Udof Nolly a fervent appn ciation of Iliq h nltlumj^h no 
sooner was the wiekct keeping revelation made than all eoii\cihation thie it( md 
to merge in dry wiekets and wet wickets and soft wuk( ts and haid wiikHs and 
flat wiekets and t ven wickets I was obli^r d to thicab u to bi( tk it oil in or h r 
to give any one elao a ehanu Nolly waspiomia* d mother iniuivs m 1 1 br lit \o 
had it later, aft<i wo women bad curud oft the btdi om c uidlts iiid I was 
capitulating with \ioItt in puce bhi,I may mention, hid v mislu 1, by tho 
time Nolly retined, to go to the Open with her L ironr Ism trrjed bistti , and he 
was dehv( ring hei, like coals out of a two hoi so taniigt and opprissuf fi it- 
men just as I was thinking of getting to sleep I <alkd her into my uom, and 
she came m and sst on the end of the bed in hrr things ^i n illy docs look 
lovely en gf nnrh /enwe, Iwt nty st \on oi no » 

** * I didn t know, Lossie dear, that your new soldier-nun knew Sir 1 ulnul * 
*‘*Well, now, Vi * Uiits a shame You know perfcdly will hi s the only 
man I e\cr set up for myself, and you call him my new soldier m iii ' 

** * Oh ' * Slid Vi * But di I \ou know he knew bu Hiebnrd * 

** * Tlicn those men aie smoking downstaiis still » ’ sai 1 1 And 9 \rry den if 
you find this ( onversalion inconseentm I can’t lulp it- 1 im onlv re< ot hng tho 
woids as they came You sec, Vi and I have conveised on tluac lines since elmd- 
huod, and aftei all we ai e sisters 

“ * Well, Lossie dear, if he doesn’t know Sir Ru liar I whit doer he mein by 
saying to him, “ So you’re come to an anchor at last, Dick ’ ” ? ’ 

“ ‘I don’t remember his ever saying ho didn’t know him ’ said T ‘And they 
all know each other, all this sort of people and Christian mine rich other— I 
f suppose they w< re it Fton together "l^at did you mein bv “ Ch ’ ? * 

“ ‘Mean? Nothing What should I mean ?’ And as I leallv eonld not think 
of anything she could have meant unless it was an nllusion to TTermann wh< n ho 
came to mo for consolation and found it not and was refeirod on to Sylvia 
Aikins, I don’t know So I let it drop as we bad plenty to talk about 

“* Aic you girls going to stop chitteiing and go to bod * ' called out Pip i an 
li,our after from the* hbr iry where he writes ever so I ite And the n as \i opened 
the door and floitod away, I caught the sounds of a Baronet and a General and a 
^Oncketer dispersing, and taking care to make no noise, on the floor below Yon 
hnow what that sounds like ? Then oblivion. And then I got up and wrote to 
, Joe Vance at Balliol” 


From same to same— dated Poplar Villa, Aug. 22, 1859. 
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SAAlftt I am quite keairt-broken ' Oh, why is it thai; there never 
can be any happiness at all for any one, without something to spoil it all ? Why 
must there always be somo gall at the bottom of the cup ? I would ha^e giveu 
Woilds this should not have happened- 1 almost think that if I liad foreseen it I 
should have run away fiom Hugh (that’s the General) that day lu the Rose Gar- 
dtu at Ciofts and never gone near him again I should like to be as miberahle as 
I am afiaid 1 ha\o luado somo one else but Tvo told you nothing < 1 must try 
to got in Older I’ll begin at the beginning 

“ I bad such a nice cheerful letter from Joe m answer to mine Itlling him 
about the General, saving what fun it was, and fancy me engaged to be married I 
The Icitoi was full ot all sorts of jokes, picturing me in ni\ new charartc i of mar- 
ried woman He rallied the General on his coinage, w oiidcred whr the t he had 
any idea what a firm disciplinarian 1 was, how inaiA oigais a day I should allow 
him, ind would he he t ikcn to chuicli thiee times on oimdav, and so on ^ou 
nfO(t could hue imagintd to nad Huchalottci that — well, now ’ L don i know 
how to linish the sentence -T must jnstgo on with mv stoiy and ^ou must gutss — 
“I was beginning at broikfast to moot the point of, when Joe "Vanct would 
come to London and Nolly was dispara^.mg hud reading and pointing out its 
bad offei t on imnd and muscle, win n Pipa suddenly icmemboiod thit thcie was 
a bkull it some pKi e in Oxford ho would like to see, in connection with gorillas* 
occiput'^, an I said if Hugh would undcitako to k^ep me out of mischuf he would 
run <!own ind boe the skull anel Joe and bring back woid when ho thought of 
coming to town t told him Joe would come at once if I wrote fer liim but thcie 
were sue h u lot of things to do I had li i t him to stand over for a week as I w inted 
to reslly see him when he did come Howevei, Papa seemed to piefcr to go, and 
went awav by the late train from Paddington 

“ The first glimmer I had of anything amiss was due to whst was m itself a 
most reasonable action on Papa’s pait Nothing could bo plaint i and sirnphr 
than that ho shoultl run down to Oxford to see this bkull, as ho was aetnally 
writing m the subject at the time But he lud so much stress on the idvis ibility 
of seeing it, when that advisability really went without sajing th it his going set 
up a minute < iirront of uneasiness in a corner of my mind, which, howevci, reso- 
lutely refused to acknowledge its existence Ncveilheless, it ft It gre itly rein ved 
when Joe’s letter reached me on the second day after my Fathci s return, 
although it had not the candour to admit the greatness of the relief. The letter 
had one defect, however, in my eyes — ^it did not say when Joe was coming to 
London Perhaps this was only an accident Joe was so snie to como soon that 
no doubt he thought unnecessary to fix any date I thought it safe to foiget 
about it and take his coming for granted 

“ Ho when Hugh said to me, * That’s a queer boy, Beppino ^ But when am I 
to see your other little brother ? ’ I was rather glad to reply only to the first p.iit 
of hiB speech, and neglect the last question 

“ * Of couise Beppino is a singular child Papa and I think it better to leave 
him alone He doesn’t understand above half of what he reads ’ I said this 
because 1 know Hugh had caught him reading some cm ions literatme 

** * How do you know that? It seems to me that he’s not exactly a child, even 
in years. And he strikes me as being at least five years older in faculties. But 
when am I to see Joe Vance ? * 

** This time I was glad to answer the question, as it allowed me to pass over a 
consideration of another question which had often been a subject of seiious and 
anxious discussion with Papa/ 
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t&onglht h6 would luivo been bote by now As he basnet come most hkely 
uext Saturday * 

* Did he say anything m hia letter? ’ 

*i * Well — ^>ou saw his letter * 

** * Only Dr Tliorpe didii t speak as though ho oxpottt I him to come up just 
yet * 

‘ As though he expected him to come up just yet «» * T ropcatt d the words with 
something ot a sudd u aHiin * Why not i Is anything wiong ? * 

“ * Nothing whatevci so far as I knov» Joe s all light * 

** * Oh dear yes, Joi s all right— why shouldu t he be ? * struck in Papa, coming 
\ lU at this moment * Who said anything wis the mattii with Jot ? * 

“‘Nobody said anything was tlic matter with Joe sail I ‘Put you and 
l^ngh sptaL. in such a It issuiing uiinuei jou gave me qnitt ituiii And >tu 
imow, Sairv dt »i it li vtrj tcinfyiug to be siiddt nly sj k n to in a mug 
manner ‘Do sav now, honoiii blight, thit when >oii IcU hun at 0x1 il Joe 
was 

‘ * Perfectly wtlP Oft »urm ho WdS»oa% h > loui blight f Andlu 11 oonie 
up vtiy shortly No ’ h dulu t luuno any da\ but mott ill « ly Satinda> 1. 1 Mry 
shortly— 

“biturJiy e'lmo and has gone and so I think his vci^ hlurtly Joe did 
not come up, oi li wmll hi e bten hero on bimdny t> i ecrtumti I w is at 
the window < \f i> time T h r 1 the gate bWJUo t > sti if it w isn t Ti ( Put it iitvei 
was An I on M m liy aftf ru ion camo a li tter ti im Jiim Hr rc it is - 

“ * M\ DEAtt I I am it rpul I eauiu/ gt t up to 1 onrlon f >i i lew d its vet 

I will do bO 18 soon IS I can, but I am so d spirately bchiii lli md with the pro 
gramme I lial skeblnd out fir m s If this Img IhitTwnjll r thcr if 1 may) 
wait a few days b< f 3ro coming up I waul d to have git thr ugh th I pinn la of 
Pmdai bef re now, and loally I im aeaitc y half wiiy I am extitnn ly will, and 
not overworking at all anl getting lots of sculling on the nvoi I will iially 
come very soon It doosu t matter, docs it, my putting off a little / I fi ol as if I 
ought to apologi/e to General Dospre/ foi not coming at oni ( to bi inti o luced to 
him, but you will know how to excuso me and say something nice for mo, won't 
you? 

“ * Always affectionately yours, 

“ ‘Job’ 

“Very little m that letter, you will say But if jou will believe me when I 
Cjame to ‘I will loally come very soon,’ I know the whole tiuth without anothei 
’word 

“ Hugh was with mo when I got it, but did not know who it was from, as I 
<^mpled the envelope But I Just heard him Ba> , ’ Oh my darling, what is it / 
Ifou’ve gone quite white ’ and everything swam Then when I came to I just 
threw myself on his acre oi so of chest, and cnod as if my heait would 
^ break 

t ** Aftei I went to bed I listened for Vi to come borne from seeing Hobson at 
^O^Hoymaiket and called to her I threw hei the letter which I had under the 
’ , |a(Uow, and said, ‘ Was that what you meant by “ Oh,” Vi? * And she road it and 
^'nawerod, * Yes, dear, that was what I meant by “ Oh ” And what a simpleton 
VOW have been ’ ’ But she wasn’t bad— she's not bad in trouble, Vi isn’t — and she 
Vame and said what she could by way of consolation ” 
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Prom samo to same* Extract from letter of Au^. 30 , 1850 ., < 

. . After turning it well ovei in my head I came to the cone Insion that it 
would be bettei to Bend Hugh than to go myself Tho critical di£[icuUy ahead 
was re illy ^ etting him and Jot into comfortable lelations -nithont wliich (I felt it 
necessary to explain) I should not only *jilt’ or ‘chuck* him, but nboiild take 
PniBBic Acid lit looked redUy ttrrified when ho was told that I expected him to 
man tbt Lift boat and row out to the wreck ‘ And then, I added, ‘when you 
get thtie you 11 have to drivt a couth and six throiit,h tho citadel, and take it by 
a coup de mam ’ 

“ ‘ It H the worst affiir I vc been m yet,* siid he 

“ *\\hit a silly old swt die ait I hivo provided mjBtlf with ’ said T ‘Can’t 
you see that wh it yo i vt got to d> is to walk into Jot s room and jubt ttll him 
from me tint vou vet nio to fc tch I im 

“ But it 4 bu h ti 1 hbh w uk ho icplicd ‘Suppi^e the f( il( ru lu po (onus 
to gii(f, and I spill Ihi ipplt cui , ho v shall T diit t) hiin„ tli (ouh ind six 
bi( k to pr rt loaiii ’ Honcvci, t ] orsujidtd him to try ind ht s gone dewn to 
0\ford to dav He insihtcd on haYiug a letter to ciiry 1 1 foe so I wiotc oi o for 
him And now that I havt shuffled off all the bin den of c mbai i asbincnt on to 
Hugh H shouldf IS I im waiting with ti tpid itiou for tho i fault V h itov ei I shall 
do when they drive up ti tho door (as I im c nviiicc 1 thov will do— f r I doii t 
btliovt in any one ic fusing Hugh anything) 1 don t know If Im ton stiff ind 
ladylike with Too, tho bituation will fn e/f and wo sh ill gc ick iml that W( n fc 
do And if Im too sisterly tint won fc do eith« i It or »t uiilj is titi Iisli woiL 
fetop » 1 1 now what 1 11 do— 1 11 go to the station and st them as they come 
out of Iho c linage 

“ Do vMi know Sarry darling, I m convinced I shall bo of tho gieatcst boivice 
to tho Gouci il lu In'* liit uc campaigns I lu sure I ni i born strategist ' ’ 



CHAPTER XXI 


J'oe and hiB Self lived iii gloom at Oxford and would not go to London 
How General Dcsprez came lor them, and Joe kept hw Sell lu checic. How 
LoBBie met them all at Paddiu„tou 

I OFT accustoinod to looking lottors in the f.ico. A fnv 

wc(»ks since when I began to read Hum (for 1 ha\c litld fo a rule 
of taking the letters (hr dates called for them) I should ha\o 
iljindiicd a gnat df il < \cr bomc part> of the ion<^oing 

I see now, all this Lni*lh of tinn aftci, wliil a stupui Utter 
ray second oiu was I supi^O'.e when the Unsion is luw and I 
had all mv natiual reserM of <-(reng1h it m\ hack I vvas abb to 
make believe, as my first Utter was all ngbt Ihit lli<n at tint 
time the i\hole of th* puiii bincnt w is fillin on tint second self, 
the younir man ol nv ni biplioi, and [ i\as oo(»l and capable, tind 
wrote hio letter for } aa. A w da vs later he niorgoil in me, and 
Ills washy identit’^ <iiliit{d nnm , palsied my lutlgnunl, and nnde 
me ineapahlo of action 1 i(al];> onglit to ha\( dr gg(d him up to 
London at oncc\ Hiown him to Lossit, and aHud lar to tril him 
not to be a ass. 

Hut ho, })oor fellow, w is <50 <?u*k »Mlh sleepUs mss, and 1 hid 
ahnost written so weak witli loss bl»od, that I give, way to his 
prayer to be allowed to tuin 1 ^'sclf round and think, and wrote 
another letter for him lie bhoi • have left me alone to do it. 
Perhaps it does not bec’ so stnpid a Utter to jou as it does to 
me? 1 wish I had some o" my old letters to Lobsio hero now. 
i'ou would understand it easily enough tlun. 

I do not know jf it would have made matters any better if I 
had written a less transparent exoubo for not coming to London, 
of even if I had beem courageous enough to go. I don’t think 1 
a^ed from any confessed fear that I sJiould be unable to silence 
ttwit other young man and keep him nndir. It was rather that I 
sought safety in solitude, and had above all things a terrible dread 
that I fmsi hate the General. The old love of I^ossii' that began 
as «ibe passed through the ray of sunshine from the pantry 
Iviudow at Poplar Vill'’, with a cargo of stewing pears and little 

t oey dragging at her skirts, was still so much of a baby love that 
; eiurank from the idea of hating anything beloved of Lossie, and 
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did not dare to sec itself revealed in its new form — ^in fact, shrank 
from too close a definition of what that now form was. My 
impression is that had I had a good advisor at hand, my Mother 
for instance, qualified from a wider ranj^o of experience to pooh- 
pooh a grande passion for its victim’s sake, pitying him all the 
while, I should have decided to g:o up to London in the course of 
the following week, and should ])robably have blundered into some 
modus vivendi. As it was I went on flinchinp:, excruciating the 
position, and ^etlinpr on very slowly, if at all, wilh the Epinicia. 

My coward ic(» nii^;lit hav^ s(*t up a p(‘rmajieiit fj^ulf between me 
and Lobsie. Hut that was not to ha])p(‘ii yet (wdiatever came 
later) and that it <lid not do -^o flam was entindy dm' to Lossic’s 
husband. 3 should liavt* wrlUcsi to “ (h'utu'al Despre/,’’ but you 
must reinenilx'r tlial I ti<»w look back at fliese earlv days tbrouffh a 
period in whieli I knew him as Ik r husband. WIkii he dic'd, and 
I need not ri'h'r now to the splendid story of his death — everybody 
knows it-1 w’as able to be grateful that it w^as lie and none other 
that hossie had marric d. 

I have f;roat diHieuliy in telling after many years exactly what 
occurred. After a serious attempt 1o rearrange my idc'as, all I 
recollect is, that i*ome da.>s (I cannot say how many) afler my 
letter to Lossie I was reading or trying to read in my college 
room, wIk'u a step eaincj up the stairs to which 1 calk d out “ Come 
in” — as I knew my outer door was o])en. Thinking it was some 
books T bad ordered, I did not look up, but l(*ft my head (or shall I 
say that oilier joung man’s h('ad), for it aeh(*d, on the hand that 
supported it, and merely said, “You ean put lh(*m dowm.” Then 
I heard a voice that was not a bookseller’s nor a mt'ssLiiger’s ask 
for me by name. 

I looked up and saw, to my thinking, the handsomest young 
middle-aged man I had ever set eyes on, and the very first thing 
that passtid through iny mind was that he was out of uniform. 
No doubt my subliniiual consciousness had previously made a note 
of the fact that a soldier was in the neighbourhood. For other 
big men, Towiirow of the ’Varsity Eight for instance, h,ad come 
through that small door, making it look smaller, hut no one ever 
thought about uniforms at all. I went on to a jicreeption of a 
grave smile and pleasant voice and manner, a massive cheek- 
bone showing the scar of a bad sabre cut which had also touched 
the upper lip and left a hairk'ss point in the moustaelie. One 
always remembers some very little thing more clearly than any- 
thing else, and I now recall this scar as his hand stroking his 
moustache left it visible. It was a great hand wilh hair on tbQ 
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back, atronf? nails and square knuckles, but Hue veins in a clear 
olive skin. My other young man shrank from taking llus hand 
when it came out for his, for of course he knew who its owner was, 
but I saw the noei'ssily for action and tlini'-t him asidt' and took 
it myself. All I wanted to do was to avoid lotting any bod v know 
of his existence. 

“ Hugh Desprez,” said the soldier, answering an enquiry I had 
not made. “May 1 come in?” 

“Of course — ploe*o do! No! T)o go on smoking — T often have 
lots of fellows all smoking at oner' in hert‘.” 

“ T eainc bat'k through Oxford from some War Oilico business — 

T have a letter I was to give you from ” He paused half a 

second, almost ab if Ik' heaved that the' iiaino hc‘ was ahoiil lo utter 
would, spoken by him, grate ou the oilier young man, (>f whose 
existeneo of (‘oiirsc ho knew nolliiiig. When it came, it was 
spoken witli great gentleness, ahiiobt aiiologetically : — 

“ — From Aliss Thorite.” 

“From Lossie?” 

“ khoni JjObsie IMiorpi',” said he, and gave mij the letter, which I 
opened at onc('. Jt ran thus: 

“Ml Dear Little Joe : T have been waiting from day lo dnyp\pocling yon, 
and blill no Joe ! Do, donr Boy, tlirow tho bookH nHide foi a vtiy \\hilo and 
conic up and flee yonr big brotln*r-in-law tlmt is lo bo. Yon b«i\o no idea how 
badly I want a nnl brotlior to welcome linn, for Nolly only H‘g!Jrd4 liim aa tho 
eleventh part of an eleven, and as for Beppiiio, his bf‘luivioiirha*i bceimeandaloafl, 
He only glarcH biiHpicioimly at Hugh and very Heldoiu Hpeaka, and you Know ho 
can talk fast enough when he chooscB. Ho do come Boon, dear, only to plcaBoyour 
loving big sister, Lossie.” 

“ There’s a postscript on the other side,” said my visitor, and so 
there was, to this etTect : “I shall just tell Hugh to call for you 
on his way hack through Oxford, lie had betU'r take this letter 
with him.” 

What could T do? The task T saw before me was a elenr one. 
Lossie was (luite unconscious of my state of mind — why should 
she bo ollierwisc? All 1 had to consider was wliether I could keep 
that other young man under. Would he not become uncontrollable 
in his desolation, and break out? At the same time how could I 
^conceal his oxisteiico if I remained in Oxford to oblige him? No 
\ — the only way of concealing anything of tliis sort is to behave 
f xactly as you woidd have done if it had not exish'd. 

* “Wliat time does your train go. General Oesproz?” said I. 
This was what I should have said under other circumstances, so I 
said it now. 
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^‘You’ll come back with me, then? That’s all right! Oh, the 
train? Th(*ri-’b one at onc-thirty. We should have nice time for 
some iunch at the [IoU‘l, and jubt ealch it comfortably.” 

I’ll be ready in a few miiiutcs,” said 1. And as I passed into 
my bedroom to get ready, I saw in the dressing-glass against the 
wall a liaggard reflcelion, a lad of twenty quite worn out with 
want of sleep, rough-headed, jaded, pallid. It was that olher 
young man, not doing any justice in his appearance to the intrepid 
resolution just formed in the heart of his original, who con- 
trasted him painfully with the relied ion of the handsome face 
beyond, with no smile on it now, only a troubled gravity. I won- 
der whether he saw, in the ^outh his eyes were fixed on, something 
that brought UKunories of other battlefields. 

1 was grahd’ul to him for the way he helped me to ignore that 
other s('lf, all the more grateful for the suspicion this glance at 
his refieetion gave birth to that ho was not altogether without a 
clue. Tlio only other thing that favoured this idc^a was something 
that came into conversation during our journey up, when we had 
settled down towards the form of intercourse that was to be ours, 
and were chatting freely enough. 

want to ask you,” said he, ‘^to forgive mo for calling Miss 
Thorpe Lossio when I speak of her to you.” 

“Why on earth should you?” said 1. “Of course.” 

“Well, you’re very kind! But I don’t know about the ^of 
course.’ It might not always be felt so. It’s taking your family 
name, you know — what you’ve always called her before I oanio 
intruding in like this. You see, they have so completely made me 
think of you as one of the family.” 

“ It has been like that.” 

“And I remember that when I was a young chap — ^just got my 
eiisigncy — my dear sister got engaged to a follow. And mind you, 
she was th(» dc'arest sister over a boy had — and Devil fly away 
with him if the very first time he saw me he didn’t talk of her as 
Tucksey, which was our pet name for her. Oh! how I hated 
him ! ” 

“IVrhaps it was the way he did it?” 

“ If he hadn’t assumed it as a right, I dare say I should only ^ 
have wanted to kick him. As it was, I wanted to murder him,” 
and the General’s smile burst out all over his face as he added, 

“ I didn’t want you to want that, you know, so I just asked leave.” 

“And did your sister go away?” said I, for my desire to put 
the other young man in the background was beginning to take 
the form of an artificial ignoring of his indifference as to whether 
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Lossie went away or stayed. His verdict that it couldn’t matter 
to him where Lossie was, as he was to lose her so ooniplotcly, was 
being set aside by me in favour of a possible conservation of some 
of Lossie (however little) in view of the perfect acceptability of 
General Desprez personally. For what Lossie said of the impos- 
sibility of refusing him anything was no mere fancy of a love- 
sick girl, but a simple fact which presented it'^elf more and more 
clearly to me. Slight as our conversation was on this railway 
journey, and little as it would convey to a reader, his elTect upon 
me in that short time was so strong, that when in answer tt) my 
question he said that his sister had died in the lirst year of her 
marriage, and then became tlioiightful and silent, I began to feel 
annoyed with what possibly was an Tingenerous feeling in the other 
young man, and to wish I was more entirely at liberty to feel 
sympathy about this sister of his. I asked wliat her husband’s 
na?Tie had been. 

" Towerstairs — he was a cousin of this chap your Violet is 
going to marry. I haven’t told Lossie anything about him. I 
shall have to. But he's not a pleasant subject — very few people 
easier to hale on their merits. But you mustn’t bo anxious about 
Violet. Di<*k’s not like him.” 

Tlow do you like Dick? ” 

"1 don’t dislike him, — rather like him, in fact — only he’s not 
my sort. He’s kno(‘kcd about a good deal. But T think hi ‘’3 
good-hearted. Don’t be nncaay about Violet — God bless my soul! 
Why, th(*re’s Lossie* come to meet us on the platfonn I” 

So she had, and it was Paddington already. The other young 
man might wineo, and did, bnt it was a stage on the way to 
possibility that I conhl stand there on the railway platform with 
Lossie’s two dear hands in mine, and say to that other young man 
that her husband that was to be was, at any rate, not easy to hato 
on his merits, 

T think the bias in his favour was much the stronger owing to 
Ills frank and absolute acceptance of me as almost a member of the 
family. TTis speaking of ‘‘your Violet” and referring to un- 
easiness about her fiance as natural to mo in that position, pro- 
duced its effect, and gave me substantial help in keeping the other 
young man in the background. 
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Lofl’^io’fl farewell injunctions to Joe. Ilis namesake is not a source of bntisfac- 
tion. A jolly wedding, and the croaking attur. Lob-ie’s beiid-oll. Poor Joe I 

lIvviNCJ no means of kiiowiriff how far my miiul is peculiar to 
myself, I eaiinol th(‘ least guess wlndlnr after Lossie’s marriage 
and d(*partur(* for India, where the flemral was ou lh(' slatf, I 
felt us another boy of iwejity ivould lia\o felt under the cireum- 
stane<‘s. 

Looking back now T am able to di-^eern through it all a <lomi- 
nant fc'eling of nnlliueliing love and loyalty to Los^ie. This never 
faltered in lli<‘ sliglilcsi degree. If J were wiiting a stor\ abmit 
aiioLliep youth, siu'h as 1 eoiieeivt* would lie praidieabk' for the 
World's stage, I should ascu’ibe to him (at the outsel at least) a 
tendeney to n'sentriu nt , to discovering some fault in Los-.ie, some 
bad faith, some negl(*et or omission of somi ‘thing — Clod knows 
what! — that would have put him on his guard against himself, 
Wliat on <‘arlh the rigid moralist (‘xpi‘cts a poor girl to do under 
the like eircumstances I ha\e no idea. I5ut I should aeec^pt tho 
vernacular model for a stagi' lover if I were eoneocting one* wdth a 
view to probability, or rather to my hloa of wdiat eorroet people 
tliink probable. As it is, I am constrained by the facts; and can 
only record that Lossio remained to me llien, as she remains to 
' me now, one best thing that has heen mine in this world. True, I 
' have had hut little of her! But wdiat were my claims? — ^my 
deserts? Aft<'r all, was T not wliat those young monkeys at Pen- 
guin’s christ(*ned me, a little blackguard out of the stre(*ts, wdiom 
Lossie had picked up therefrom and been a sister to? Why should 
receiving so much constitute a claim for so much more? Or is it 
come to this — that no girl shall ev(‘r be kind and sweet-hearted to 
a male baby outside her own family, because it is sure to groWj 
and grow and grow, and in time beeomo that monster, a Man, 
with all his confounded passions and so forth, which ho will ^ 
consider himself at liberty to yawn over and discard in dua* 
course? | 

Nor have I any iJ(*a whether my feeling towards Generali 
DeaproTi, of a kind of love for him under protest, wa® one thatj* 
many in my position would have shared. But (and this was the' 

m 
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odd part of it) I folt that it required his presotico to keep it alive. 
Constant personal evidence of his aecM'phibilily was ihc<lo(l, to 
keep the qucruloiisiiC'.s of my becret bt*lf, the otlun- youiift iiiau of 
my Oxford fever, in abeyance. He was diseoucerted while I was 
with the and retired into the background. As boon as 

the latter became a memory he Ix'j^an to roabsurL ]iims(*lf and try 
to convert me to his illiberal and Jealous sentimcnls. Flo did not 
Bncc(‘ed becaube by the nature of thiiu's be was comixdled to share 
my firm and unalterable loyally to l^ossie, wliieb forbade disliko 
or mistrust of any object of hc*r aiTeciion. liulcj d, the nearest 
approach 1 had to «an;y symi)a1hy with liiin on this lu'ad was in my 
feeling glad that Lobbi(‘''s liusbai'd would be such as to li'diten the 
task of forgiv(*n(‘sb. ''Fliis, however, involvt'd the eortdlary that 
the absence of Lofasi(‘’s husband might mnkt' tli<' niaiiitcsiance of 
forgiveness les^, <*as,\. I feel now a little a^banud of having given 
wa^ at all to the other young man, but indeed the cone(‘ssion was 
of the sliglit( st. 

1 did not understand in those last days of int»'r(*oursc with Los- 
sio why she ri eurred ‘■o frequently to the question of my Oxford 
studies. Possibly it was that she knew mo bc‘tter tJian J kii(‘W 
mys(df. 

" Dear, dear old Joe,” she said to me onc(\ ‘^yon will reiuernher, 
won’t you, how ,^(^u have proinbed me to stic'k on for the* degreed 
I don’t want you to overwork, only not to k’t it slide because I’m 
gone.” 

“1 say, Lossie,” said T, ^‘1 hope you’re going to recollect that 
the celebrated Doubk'-First that I am to gt*t is only imagination.” 
And I went on to j)()int out that it was rather ban] linos on a chap 
to take for granted that he was going to get higli Honours. 

Of course, Joe, I know it’s only been pretence about tho 
Double-First. Put it was very nice pretence while it was all such 
a long way off, so <lon’l let’s give it up altogether. You know you 
V may got a Double-First for all you lecture away so gravely about 
a chap’s responsibilities! ” 

"A pig may fly — ^you know the rest.” 

‘‘Stuff and nonsense, Joe! You’re quite ns likely as any other 
bird. Why are you taking a new tone all of a sudden? Suppose 
it was all pretentx*, why, let’s go on prcl ending! Your big mar- 
ried sister in India will be the first to forgive you, dear hoy, if 
you get no degree at all. Put just think wliat she’ll feel like when 
isho sees her other little brother’s name high up in both lists. 
^ Yes, I’ll ease you down a few places if you insist upon it.” 

It wasn’t India when we pretended, and my big sister wasn’t 
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going to be married,’^ struck in tbe other young man of my inner 
consciousness, quite audibly to mo, and T think not absolutely 
inaudibly to Lossic. However, to drown his intrusion T said, with 
a sudden beaming cheerfulness and confidence, that I daresayed I 
shouldn't make a bad show; and, anyhow, I was going to do my 
best. But T only put all this side on to silence his murmur — and 
then I suspected myself of having overdone it. For there was 
grave doubt in Lossie’s eyes for a few seconds, and then she sud- 
denly changed ihe suhitet. 

“ r wish India was going to he half as easy in its mind about 
Beppino as about you, dear,” she said. And as Beppino was a 
constant source of anxiety to me (hut chiefly on her behalf) I 
didn’t see niy way to saying anything reassuring. So — F suppose 
in order to say as little as possible — F said, “He’s rum!” Then 
not to seem to dismiss him too briefly, 1 added, “You know, be- 
cause wc’vo liilkod it over so often, that I don’t think anything of 
Bcp])ino seeming self-centred and reserved, because it will all go 
ofT when he gets older and develops.’^ 

“ E know, dear Joe,” said Lossic. “ But all the same it would he 

rather nice if he were a little more 

“ Affectionate? ” 

Exactly. Of course I’m sure he’s very fond of me and Vi, 
only one likes a little more demonstrativeness sometimes. Vi 
calls him a selfish little beast, and says he ought to have had his 
nonsense flogged out of him at school.” 

“ lie would have been ton times worse — at least, that’s my be- 
lief.” 1 said this because I knew Lossic had fits of repentance 
about Joey never having been sent to a Public School, like me and 
JMolly. “But don’t you fuss about him. Loss dear, lie’ll be all 
right as he grows older.” 

“ I know we are both saying we think so, Joe. But isn’t it like 
what one says about the Channel boat when you feel a little unwell 
Ix'fore she starts, and every one says it will be all right when you 
get into the open sea, and then when you do, it’s brandy and 
basins. Still, Beppino may be better as ho grows older — ^who 
can tell? But I do certainly wish he would show some feeling 
somehow — if he got in a rage with Hugh for taking me away, for 
instance I He’s so very philosophical about it.” 

I said that when it came to going away, Beppino would be 
heartbroken at parting. “ He must, you know,” I added emphat- 
ically. “ How could he help it ? ” and tliat other young man felt 
a pleasure at the emphasis Avith which I spoke and tried to egg me 
on to say more. But I silenced him with an effort, and then had 
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a misgiving tliat Eossie had seen thd efToi^, for it appeared to mo 
that she herself spoke with one. '‘You and Papa,’' she said, 
laying her hand on mine, “ must keep your spirits up, and remem- 
ber that it won’t be for ever. I shall come back in a year or so — 
perhaps loss. And you must write me plenty of letters, dear old 
Joe; long ones, you know, so that 1 shall know all about every- 
thing that goes on at home — ^just as if 1 was here! Don’t get up 
and run away. It’s only Hugh.” And Lossio held my hand 
firmly, as if sli(» was afraid J should come to no good if left alone. 
As soon as the (jcuieral took iny other hand she releasc'd it. I was 
rather glad he* had come in, as 1 felt the other young man would 
keep out of siglit and lu'aring now. 

The state of tension and mutual reserve between us, always 
accompanied with resolute denial of any need for cither on my 
part (in so much as I of course affirmed to myself that Lo&sie was 
unaware' of the earthquake she had occasioned in the terra firma 
of iny inner-consciousness), existed more or leas until the excru- 
ciating day of her wedding and departure. Her wedding, and her 
sister’s, for they were marrieel on the same day. 

Is it worth the pain to rake up my memories of that day, in 
order to tell a very litlle about it in a narrative that no one will 
read? But truly I can remember very little, for I was not in a 
state to notice mucli or closely. Indeed, I can only record as 
certain that there was a monstrous aching sensation, whether 
headache or hcarta<*lio T cannot say, somewhere in a throng of 
well-dressed people, and that as it could not have existed without 
a local habitation, it had been provided with me in that capacity 
and afflicted me accordingly. It was mean of it to gall me then, 
thwarting my efforts towards a robust and cheerful attitude of 
mind, which I felt would be sadly wanted for Dr. Thorpe’s 
flake. He had said to me, “Well now, Joe, whatever happens I 
have made up my mind that there shall be a jolly wedding, and 
I’ll do all my croaking after.” And I had resolved to allow carte- 
"hlanche to this aching later on, if only it would leave mo free for 
these few hours. 

Very few external impressions reached mo through it. One was 
that my Father became extremely merry with champagne, and 
that I heard (or was afraid that I should hear) some one saying 
something about a vulgar fat man who talked so loud — I hope no 
one did. I doubt if I heard at the time that Vi’s beauty and 
splendid get-up throw her sister quite into the shade. Probably 
it reached me after, but even the oppression on my mind could not 
close my eyes to the difference between the two bridegrooms. 
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Shall I find, T wonder, in those unopened letters any allusion 
to the last sif^ht 1 had of Lossie on this last day of her single life? 
As I look back now what T reeall is this. 

Wo — that as to say, her father, two brothers, her aunt and my- 
self — had tak(si in the library a private farewell of the two brides, 
from which (wen th<» two brid<‘^'rooiiis were' (‘xcluded. All had left 
th(» room e\(*('])t me. AunI l//y after a final effort to prevent Vi 
and her llarl from ^^oin^? to the Hotel Bristol in Paris, as a friend’s 
cousin of hors knr*w a ladv who caught smallpox tliere Ihiriy years 
before. This had been a favourite ri'ininiseeuee always of Aunt 
Tzzy’s, because the Holed Bristol, although less h(*allhy than the 
Morgue, was very haul-ton in those days. So she* wasn’t likely to 
forget it now. Nolly liad gone, having really unlxmt and (*omo 
down to our niort il level — but then it w'asn’t tlie criedeetiug season I 
Joey had foll()w('d his sister-i, after recapitulating various orders ho 
had given for things to h(‘ sent him from almxxcl during tlu* wed- 
.ding tour and snbsoqiienlly from India, where General and ^Irs. 
l)esi)rez were going by Overland Route in the course of six weeks. 
‘‘I will, my ])recions child,” said Lossi(» as she went downstairs, 
^Sndeed I will scud you a beautiful figun^ of Buddha willi a head 
and hands to waggle if T can find on(‘.” And then Dr. Thorpe 
had said, Conu' along, Joe! You must come and see them go, 
yon know,” and T had aiiswc^red, “ Pm coining,” And he, putting 
faith in tliat '‘iaUsnent, went en in front. 

r was not so sure T would go, though! Could f not sneak off 
ond lie perdu until the <*arriag(‘S rolled away and (he darkness 
desc(*nd('d i But Lossie herself came running back ami found mo 
there. 

‘‘Oh, Joe — dear Joe — dear old boy! Don*i look so pale and 
heartbroken ! 1 sihaU come back to you. Tnd(*ed 1 shall.” 

r could not say a word. And her father began <*alling from 
below, “ (5ome, Loss, hero’s the General going away without you. 
Look alive ! ” 

“ All right, Papa, tell him to take Aunty instead.” 

I had begun to try to say something. Heaven knows what, when 
liossie, who had distingnished h(*rsclf by not crying, and had 
thereby, as I afterwards beard, rather 'scandalized her sister, sud- 
denly burst into a Hood of tears, and throwing her arms round me 
kissed me on both clwx'ks. 

“Dear, dear little Boy — dear otlier little brother — good-hye.” 

My hand was on tlu* library chair in which her father was 
sitting when lu* took nu* on his knee, a dozen years ago, to read 
the Euclid. Tho dour that dobod noiselessly behind her was the 
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same door that sho had come through then uniioartl, and I thought 
to myself how those same arms had come round my nock as T sat 
there, a small enquiring mind with all its life to come. 

If only I could have felt now as I felt then! But I had become 
a man in tlie years between. I remained to her the child of the 
old time that was gone, and sho could kiss me. Jhit T could not 
kiss her back, though it might easily bo wo should never meet 
again. 

1 did not see, or at any rate cannot recall, how she left the 
room. What I next remember is being alone there with !)»•. 
Thorpe. 



CTT AFTER XXIIT 


IIow Chtistophcr Vaiioo tl. Co *h Mr. Macfuiren gave no satisfaction. And how 
a Bubstituto was lonnd for him. To Dr. Thorpe for consolation. Of an 
, empty WlJiskcy-bottlo. 

r .suppose now your Miss Lossless gone n-soldicrin’/’ said my 
Father to me one day in llie spring of the following year, “you’ll 
be able to give a little of your time to your poor old Daddy? ” 

This was very unfair, but it was in my Father’s peculiar style; 
and this st.>le was so entirely aeeepted and understood by all 
parties from Serapliina Dowdeswell upwards, that this speech was 
not look(Ml on by me as calling for refutation or comment. I 
accepted llic implied accusation good-lmrnou redly. 

“ Am thing want doing, Dad?” 

“ IvTo, Nipper dear, I don’t know that there’s anything particular, 
but if tlierc was I’d go as far as three-and-six on this here young 
Allcnder not being able to do it ! ” 

This Tof(‘rred to a young man of the name of Macfnrreii who 
had reeently been engaged as a Secretary. Wliy he had been rc- 
ehristened Allender was a problem to which Dr. Thorpe and I 
gave a good deal of attention, but entirely without success. My 
Father's own way of accounting for it was that he called him 
AllendiT hi cause his name was Macfarrcn, and lie contrived to 
imply that any person of sound mind, and not bribed or otherwise 
biassed, would naturally do the same thing. 

“Isn’t he up to the mark?” 

“ Yes,” said my Father, in contradiction of his first indictment, 
“he’s up to the mark fast enough, for that matter! But he’s 
never fine enough for his own likin’s, and always tryin’ to put a 
patch on what hc^’.s done afore. If he'd keep down to the mark 
instead of baloonin’ up, he’d do better! ” 

It struck mo that poor Macfarrcn was being found fault with 
for a very high quality, usually coveted in young employes. But I 
asked for an example, towards a better understanding of the case. 
Whereupon my Father informed me briefly that he had instructed 
his Secretary to acquaint the Local Authorities that they were a1 
liberty to go to TTell, but that under no circumstances would he 
comply with an instruction received from their Surveyor. “ And 
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this here young Allondcr, he writes a civiHiko sort of letter, as if 
butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth ” 

“But, Dad, you know you didn’t expect Maefarron to writo 
exactly as you said ” 

“ Perhaps not, dear Nipper. But J did expect him to trarnslate 
(as the saying is) without losing all the taste of the spirit. Just 
you read his letter and sec what he’s washed it down to 

And my Father turned over the thin pages of a copying book 
till he found the following letter, dated about a week biiiec : 

“ Gentlemen ; 

“ Hatchett and Paul's VacUyryy New Peckham Hyc. 

“With roferenco to yonr eatromed favour referring to Cupola at above fnctoiy 
we may take tbi*! opportunity of pointing out thatjou aio in eiior in yoni Ruppo- 
sitiou that we are in erior in denying that the plan‘i ha\o been in any resptet 
departed from, or that any infriiigoincnt of the Jhiihling Act has been eoiuimtied 
in the prcRoiit cionfat ruction. In conetnsioii we may fl.iy that wo have no inten- 
tion of suspending the work, as yon suggest, and that wo are quite prepared to 
defend our action in paying no attention to your iurttruciion. Awaiting your 
early reply, wo are, Ocntleinen, 

“Your obedient Bervnnts, 

“Chbibtopueh Vance h Co. 

“ p. pr. K M.’* 

T w«ns iiUtiblc to Buy a word in favour of Mr. Maofarren’s slylo 
of prose composiliou. But it was not this that my Father lliought 
defective. It was the omission of any reiideriug of his pormis- 
eion to the Board of Works to go further off ilian Purgatory. 

“He knows all the c’rect exi>ressioiis, and cliiicks ’em in,” said 
his employer, “ but ho don’t work it out convincin’ ! ” And ho 
certainly didn’t. 

“ What was wrong with tho Cupola ? ” 

“Nothin’ v/hatever! But the Bricklayers refused to work on it 
without a centerin’, said it was dangerous and they all of ’em had 
families. So I altered the lino of the Engineer’s drawing — ^just 
an inch or so — and they was all satisfic*d and ’appy. J3ut then tho 
District Surveyor shoves his bottle nose in — his name’s Diti'hfiidd 
(or Garstin, is it, I forget which!) — and he says, ‘Stop off lliis 
here bricklayin’,’ says he — ^‘you’re making the hark of this here 
curve a good three inches less than Bhown on droring, and a 
higherin’ of it up, in course, if it’s to work out the same narrow- 
ness stop’ — you understand all that, Joey hay? — it’s what they 
call marthamarticks at your shop ?” 

I understood it perfectly. Intelligibility to the Eeader is not 
of the essence of the contract between us, at least until I have 
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some assurance of his existence.. So possibly he may not under- 
stand about tlie Cupola as clearly as 1 did. JscvbT mind ! 

“And there it was, you iiiy h'athtT continued. “Two 

bricklayers and Ihret* labourers eatin’ their thumbs oif for half-a- 
day, and nolxjdy to tell 'em to tell the Siir\e\or to \\ni* lum'^elf; 
because i was away, and Georpfc (that’s tlie foreman on the job) 
he's a iiarvous eustoiner and timorous like. So wlu'ii I eaine baek 
to the Works here, there was (loorfrc had been waitin' an hour, 
after drivin' his pony like mad, and then next inoniin’ comes a 
letter from the Surveyor’s Ortiee, and 1 h>ld youiif^ Allender what 
lioM Rot to wri1(*, and you see what sort of n job lie turns out.— I 
do hate miuein’, and always did." 

“Jf li(» had follou(‘d \our dictation exactly it certainly would 
have read better. Ihil he evukuitly thinks that it (bx'^ii’t miieli 
luatl'er what there is in a lett< r if .vou with a catch-word." 

“What’s that^ — oh, ah, 1 know! When >ou write across tho 
top, art('r drar Sir! Hut wliv (‘ver couldn’t tlu' .youiiff hefx^scar 
write Ifrll, with a lino underneath it, and then ffo on-* Uoferrin’ 
to the above, etcelrcr, eteedrer’^ — You may lauf^h, Joey, but it 
would have had a sort of foreibleness. Now in this here young 
Alleuder’s letter, F dmi’t see where the forcibleiiess comes in." 

“No more do I! You had better get a man who knows how to 
write a better loiter tluin that. Wliy, he's a fool! Look how he 
linishes up with ^awaiting your reply' as if his k‘lter was an 
ojKluiry ! ” 

“ Well nowu Nipper d(\ar, T thought that the best part of the 
lettei — it looks so well! " 

“ You ruust consid<^r what a letter is meant to say, T)ad. — ^Lota 
of things look w’l'll in themselves, but it doesn’t do to pul them in 
other things’ places." 

“Kight you are, Joey, sure enough! — See wdiat a lot one larna 
at a 'Varsiiy! But this here young Allender's expressions are so 
eonw'inein' wdum by themselves, that thcr(»'s nothing you can lay 
hold of to sack him by. lie argue-bargues with you like a winkle 
that won't come out of his sludl." 

Nevendheloss, my Father, feeding himself fortified by his counsel 
with me, and having as it were the University of Oxford at his 
baek, did lay liold of something to sack Mr. Maefarrcn by, and 
sacked him. And the young man, L'cling himself injured, ap- 
pealed against the judgment to me — [ am confident, Mr. Joseph," 
said he, “that could you become fully acquainted with ray usual 
standard of correspondence that none would be more ready than 
yourself to admit that the l^^ttcr in question was far from equal. 
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T fool oortain, Sit, that your well-known jnstice and impartialily 
I may roly on 1o make due alJowanoi* for a <*(‘ptai!i amount of 
natural disturbance amoiudinf? to upset, and due to ('iieum- 
stancos to whieh I will not further refer, and 1 trust you will not 
press for.” 

Considering^ as an invitation to <lo so, and al^o because my 
curiosity was aroiisi‘d, 1 fortliwith for tlie eireuuistaiiccs — 

and Ihe j>re-.sure WiM r(»'.pond(d to with alacrity. 

llo\v('vi‘r 7‘(‘luelaiit 1 may be,’’ said Mr. Maefarreu, for wliom 
T W'as ht'^jilnnintr to anlieipato a stat in rarliinnont, “to refer 
further to tlu* eireiiinsinnec's I have r(*ferv('d to a-^ nnde^inilde for 
further refc'Vf net', I that ! should do J(“^s than jn-^tiee to my- 
self \v<‘re 1 to shrink fnun comnmnieat iiij^ to you that oii mor<' 
than oni' ocea'^ion nveiitly Mr. Vance has (‘\pr('ss<*t| liimsrlf witli 
a warmth which — an<l no one <*aTi he l(“-s nudy than mys^df to 
impute blame. And p(Thap^ I should }i(‘'<ilato to ascribe* to 
stijnulant^ a momejilarv alM*rralion ?)osslhlv dm* to otlier causes, 
but (*an r( f('r for contirmatien to Miss l)o\vd(‘s\v(‘ll ” 

T <*ut Mr. Maefarun ‘•h<»rt, as the idea of lioldin^C a court- 
martl.il ou rn.’^ bather ha* (Irunkenness, witli this ch.jp au<l Sera- 
pliina for witnv‘".t‘s, dMn'l at all recoimru nd itM>If to me*. Ihil F 
asked Ph((*iHT whether it was true that my Father had been drunk 
and violent and frlt»hlened the Se<Te1nry so tliat he couldn’t writo 
his letters, and Pliecncr, thoiedi sIk* Hiislu'd with indignation 
agaiii'^t my informant, wdiom she de'-c-rihed as a ‘Sunnimstantial 
young upstart,'’ nevcrlhr*l('ss ndniiti(*d tin* truth of (1 piv'sunu*) his 
circiimstanet's hy saying, ft was only that oner*, after all.” 
Phoener w\‘is a g(^od girl, and very foml of her mastc'r, whoiii sho 
would have backed iij) in any amount of dmnkennc'ss if the (jues- 
tion had been under public discussion, lioweser much she dis- 
approved of it in private. Ihit wnfi it only tliai once, after all ^ 

A new S(M’retnry, or conluh'iitial Clerk, was soon found. An 
advertisement evokc'd on(3 liundred and Pv(*n*v-odd r(‘pli(*s. 
Among others, 1 reTnenihor one from IVn/.uice requiring infr)rma- 
tion about exact salary, probable increase' of salary, wlietlicr 
Advertiser was marrii'd, single, or a widower, wliat w^as his 
religious denomination, and so on, ending U]) with an (‘mpiiry 
whether a cat was k(‘pt, as the writer could not hear to be* in a 
room where a eat had been. Anotlicr was pre])ar('d to concede an 
interview if tlie Advertiser was Convinced of Sin, and would write 
to that effect. Another w^as an absolute master f»f Short -ha ?ul, 
and spoke seven languages, but was starting for Sliaughai in three 
weeks — ^would be glad though of a stop-gap during that period 1 
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Luckily more than a hundred were about as practicable as tho 
foregoing, so less lhan twenty remained to be dealt with. My 
Lather suggested making a bunch ot them and getting Phecner to 
draw one, which was done; it turned out to bo from Kobinson in 
the Old Kent Koad, and no sooner was be open to view than my 
Father repented, and said he had hopc‘d it would be Pattleborough, 
who was twenty-seven and lived at llighgate. 

“ But, Dad dear,” said I, “ if you really saw one you had a fancy 
for, why put him in a bundle and then fish for him? Let^s find 
him now and see what he’s like*.” 

Wo idontifi(*d the answer my Father meant, but not by his 
recollection of it, which was fallacious. Tlio name was Hickman, 
of 27 Loughborough Uoad- And riiekmnn was written to and 
gave satisfactory references to a fish-salesman and a dentist, and 
was installed as confidential scribe after verification. 

I remember how serious Dr. 'Fhorpe looked o\(‘r jiiy narrative of 
this incident. “I’m afraid,” Slid he. “we shall all go to rack 
and ruin now Lossic’a gone. Rliall you write this out to her? ” 

“T have written,” I replied. “And I begged her to write 
straight to him herself, not saying that I had told her anything, 
but only that it was evident I was uneasy. Just as she did that 
tim(* after Mother died.” 

“ It may do good, but it will be three months before he can get 
her letter, and it’s a long times J will try to speak to him myself 
if you like, but I don’t feel that much good will come of it.” 

“No more do 1, Doctor, to say the truth. Of course you know, 
I do speak to him in a certain sense, and while I’m hero it will act 
as a cheek, hut it’s not like Lossie.” 

We were sitting in the half-dark of a fire-lighted room at Poplar 
Villa. The others had gone to bed, and I had put tho moderator^ 
lamp outside to finish smoking after running down and being 
blown out. We sat silent as the fire flickered, and each was think- 
ing that nothing was like Lossie. Each was a hit afraid to talk 
much to the oth(*r about her. So I h(*ld on to silence, and when 
the Doctor spoke again he harked back on the conversation. 

“ And what a clever man your Father would have been, if he had 
only had education! Fancy his knowing that a dome could be 
ssfelv built without a centering! And standing out against the 
opinion of the brieklayors ! ” 

“Yes — for a man who sa.\s he knows nothing about building, 
and never did, that’s not bad ! 

“ But 1 snppo*?e his draughtsman in the Office there backed him 
up — ^ho w^asn’t alone?” 
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Yes, he was — ^says they were all against him to a man. And 
the bricklayers refused at first to go on with it, till ho altc‘rod it, 
and then the Surveyor cut up rough — said he knew it would be 
safer, but it was an alteration.” 

“ And has your Father satisfied the requirements of tho 
Building Act?” 

lie’s satisfied tho Surveyor.” And those who ronioml)or 
Prge-County-Council history in matters of London building will 
appreciate Dr. Thorpe’s delicacy in pursuing this conv(»rsatiou no 
further. Instead of doing so he prepared to retire to his library, 
to do a little peaceful writing before going to bed, and I said good- 
night and walked away home. 

1 had noticed the contents of the whiskey-bottle at lunch, and 
knew my fath(»r had taktm only a very moderate allowance*, before 
I started to wallc over to Poplar Villa. T had dined there, and he 
had had some dinner alone, as ho was expecting some one on busi- 
ness later. When 1 arrived, I found him in the large leather 
chair in tho Snuggery, sound asleep and snoring heavily. Tlu^ 
whiskey-bottle was empty on the table beside him, and T looked 
round hoping to sec more empty glasses than one, indicating that 
he had been helped through quite two-thirds of tlio bottle. But 
I could s<'e none. And in tho morning I noticed that luy Father 
was ill-tempered. 
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Joo^s duplex Rear discomfortH him. Jiiflticc to Pindar, IIow Joe went to Lyn- 
mouth with a Heading Party, and inMtod Master Josepli Thorpe. The 
latter goes under ii Hoa-rock. Joe after him. How a life was saved for 
one who could not use it for good. 

When I rot limed borioiisly to rendinp:, the first thing T did was 
to j)ut tlic Epiniciii on Iho shelf and go to other work. Tho 
ahsoeiations of Pindar had become jiainful. It would liavo been 
wi^er as an act of diseipline to go tlirongh them at whatever cost. 

1 pul tlami asi(l(' to finidi later in tlio year, and in the meanwhile, 
d<'w*rving, as F tliouglit, a little real restful luxury, devoted myself 
to l)ilI(T(*Ji1ial and Fniegral Oalenlus. By alternating these 
Seienlifie Jh'erc'alions \^iUi the Spherical Engine and its Recipro- 
e.iting Mov(‘inent, F contrived to wile away a good deal of time, 
and to mak(‘ my life eiidimihle enough. As 1 have already had 
the originality to remark, yoiitli and Hope will reassert their 
rights even after the severi^st shocks. Of course I I’cmaincd all 
right — almost boastfully so! It was the other young man, who 
b(*ing as it wore mo against my will, would make me get up off 
the bed where ho was passing a sleepless night, to ])aee monot- 
onously al)out over tlie head of a Duke's nephew underneath, who 
complained to the Master, and procured foj me an admonition, 
and for himself an apology. It was the otlier young man who in 
cons(*quoiice went for long walks at night; who distracted my 
att(»ijti(>n in the day from whatever I was engaged on to remind, 
me of old days at Poplar Villa; who refused to eat the food that I 
providinl for him; who was constantly demanding the solace of a 
])ipo, whieli F was compelled to smoke on his behalf. It was cruel 
of him, for I lind also my own anxieties to attend to, about which 
he did not trouble in tho least. Uc said more than once that if 
my b'ather chose to drink too much whiskey it really was his own 
lookout, and lie couldn’t bother himself about it. There was only 
one thing about which he and I were agreed, and that was the pipe. 
Ills retrospects about Poplar Villa and the old nnforgotten time 
became more forgiving and peaceful, and I grew more sanguine ' 
of good effects from Lossie’s letter from India when it should 
come, as he and I watched the smoko-rings travel across the roonu 
and hang in the air and slowly vanish. 
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Still he became so troublesome whenever T wont back to the 
Classics I had been rcadingr at the time of Lossic’s 
that in order to do tlioiri justice 1 felt a eliuiige oC s<»eno wa-. la ei s- 
sary. So when an intinmt(3 College fritMid suggested that I should 
accompany him and four other fellows and a Tutor to Jj>uiiu)ulh 
in Devonshire on a reading party I accepted tlu' invitation grate- 
fully. Ilis name was Feathers tonohaugh, but ho was called 
Guppy for short, by his friends. — I ronu'iulHT once at a ])liico 
where wc were playing at finding out words with ivory nlphabols, 
1 chose all the h'tters of Featherstonehaugh and inixc'd tin m up, 
and though 1 declared tluit it was a fairly W(*ll-lvi\o\\ n Scotch 
name, all efforts to gue-^s it failed, and 1 scored accordingly. 

If a man could bo lialf-a-dozon people at oncc' and wanted to 
enjoy himself thoroughly, J should recoumieii<l him to be a Hand- 
ing party in a fine AutuinTi at a seasid(' ])hic(‘ in Devon. I leave 
other j)eo])le to advocate other Jocalilio-J. and adher<‘ as In duty 
bound to the one I got so mu(*h satisfaction from unself. It is 
very desirable that all daug(T from ova rwork should be avoidc‘d 
among young men who have oidy latc'ly done crowing, and llio 
clinmLo of Devon is a most favourable one in this r<‘sj>ect. For if 
the reading-party goes out for a swim in the (‘arlv morning, 
dressed in the most extravagantly eoloure<l flannel shirts it can 
buy, and afhT stop])ing in the wah'r too long, throws siom's for 
quite* half-an-hour at a sea-gull, \\ho takes no notic(', and tlu n goOvS 
homo to a breakfast of fish and eggs and bacon and even Kidm'.vs, 
and tea and coffee and marmalade and rolls and polled meat and 
no shrimps this ruoruing — lliis n’ading party, 1 say, by llu' tiiru* it 
has lighted its pipes and settled down to work on the Ix'acli nr 
under the trees at Watersmeet or els(‘whero, will lie sure to drop 
asleep contrary to its usual practice and to wak(' up and remark 
that it says that tliis will never do, it has been asl(*e]) evt r ‘-o long. 
This is entirely duo to the climate. Ta Scotland it is otluTwise. 
The mountain air is so stimulating that you very soon r(*a(l ye)iir- 
self into a brain-fever. At least so I was assured by aiithoriti('S — 
I have never read there myself. 

T really believe I was tlio only conscientious book-worm of all 
that happy party. I am sure T was the only one und(*r a cloud, 
or else all the others made believe very successfully. It is quite 
true that one of them, named Thomberry, told me that a canker- 
worm was gnawing at his vitals, but nobody could have guessed it, 
as he was one of the merriest of the lot, and his <ligeslion was to 
all appearance perfect. The entozoid ho mentioned had been 
placed in his system by a young lady named Emily whom he had 
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sate on the stairs with at two dances, and once met in Hyde Park. 
I did not reciprocate his coiilidence. Even iny other young man 
didn’t want me to do this. 

After we had been enjoying ourselves for about a week, it oc- 
curred to me that it might be well if Joey Thorpe were to pay mo 
a visit. It would give him an opportunity of enlarging his ideas, 
which T always supposed were cramped by narrow-minded tutors, 
and of getting his iirst introduction to University life in an in- 
direct way. For his Father’s intention was that Joey should 
sooner or later go to Oxford or Cambridge, a^'cording as the bias 
of his mind was towards Classics or Mathematics. 

Joey came, and I had a good opportunity of finding what the 
boy was really like. Of course I may be said to have had ample 
opportunities before, as I bad known him from babyhood. But 
while Lossic was to the fore, I lived under a spell which forbade 
my seeing Joey olherwise than as she wdsliod him to be seen. T was 
continually disguising him in my own mind to help her to di'='giii‘-o 
him in hers. And each of us helped the other to indulge a false 
view of Master Joseph, who really was, to put him plainly, one 
of the most selfish little beggars I ever came across. When I 
write of him now with some impatience, please note that it is 
provoked by my recollection of him at this time, and has nothing 
to do with Ills subsequent misdeeds. 

It was rather disgusting to me, a week after introducing him 
into our septcravirate as T)r. Thorpe’s youngest sou (the Doctor 
being, of course, well known by fame), to find that he had been 
alri'ady christened *^the Cub.” I knew my friends were as libc'ral 
and generous-hearted as any average lot of University boys any- 
where, and I knew also that I was popular among them. So I 
felt this discovery, on Lossie’s account. How could I write to her 
in India of Joey’s visit, and either conceal from her or toll her 
he liad earned this disgraceful sobriquet? Of course I was not 
intended to hear it; and, equally of course, I did hear it. Then 
regret ensued. 

*‘1 say, Pindar,” said Featherstonehaugh, using my nickname 
at the time. For we had a profusion of nicknames, varying ac- 
cording to tlio particular study of the moment. Just now I was 
on my Isthmian Odes again, nearing tho end. 

What’s the rumpus, Guppy?” 

“We’re sorry, old chap.” 

“Wliat for?” 

“For calling little Thorpe the Cub, and you hearing it. We 
didn’t go to do it, old chap I ” 
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an old Ass you are then, Gup! Of course if yon lio 
on your back in tho sea, and shout out thinps to friciuK t>n Iho 
top of a cliff, everybody is sure to hear what you s.iy/’ 

Sure to! ” said Guppy, pulling thoughtfully at a cigar. Sure 
to! But we didn’t want you to, all the sanw'/’ 

However, Jo(‘y had got his nicliname, and it stuck to him. It’s 
not so easy to undo a thing of this sort! — So when a few da>s 
after this we wiwe all plunging off the rocks, and .loev sijildi uly 
disappeared and didn’t come up again, the cry that called my at- 
tention was, “ The Cub’s gone under! the Oiih’s gone under! ” 

I was across the rook starting to swim out into tho oulfw wash 
of the sea; and as T heard the cry, struck back am] was landed on 
tho rock as llie incoming wa\o rose. Within and in the sh( Iter of 
the rock lay onr boat; and from tho heaving green inas^ lb it 
surged and sank as the rock-hasin filled and ein])lied rose th(' 
lu'ads of three who had dived for him at oneo — bV.ithersfom liaii'ih, 
Thornborry, and Carvalho, the last a vonng man in who'll' faei' 
one saw an Arab or Negro ancestry writtim plainly. Ib* .^Imiiti d 
as be rose : 

'Mlf’s under tho rock! It’s a cave— it’s a cave,” and in- 
stantly dived again. IFe was a splendid diver, and llu‘ surface 
smoothed over him, and 1 knew he was set king about in the still 
green water lielow. 

‘‘For God’s sake, you two,” I shouted, “don’t di\i‘. G'*! to the 
boat.” And then .somehow wo three were all in tho boat, and I 
was fastening a longish rope wc had with us round my waist. 

“Keep hold of tin* end,” 1 cried “and pay out eJiMr!” And 
down T went straight towards the rock and under the hollow of it, 
for tho evidence of which T only had conjoeturi* and the word of 
Carvalho. Had it not been as described T should have lx cn 
stunned probably. — As it was T felt him slip by nu*, rising wiiub d 
from his immersion. Down I went, and turning over ‘■aw above 
mo — almost still — the floating body of Beppino. It was a ease for 
a great effort, and [ made it. J got him down, got him undir lb(» 
rock ledge, gave him a push for the open and then fell a con- 
vulsion as Iho wat(T choked me. I was just aware of tin' ropo 
drag as they pulled me out. Then 1 became iiiscnsibl(* and knew 
nothing till I found myself coming to in groat misery on a bed 
with my friends about me. It is said by many of those rescued 
in this way that drowning is not a painful death. But few of 
them have a word in favour of resuscitation. 

“ When 5 ''ou went under,’^ said Guppy to me afterward‘4, 
“ Tripey ” (which was one of Tliornberry’s nicknames) “ was taken 
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funky and wanted to haul you out. But I told him not to be an 
Idiot. Tlion wo saw the Cub’s carcass under water and Blaekey 
fololiod him out, \\liile Tripey and I got you into the boat. The 
wav you ko])l slipping was enough to put one past, as Nibs at 
Btdliol used io say. There was no keeping hold! However, wo 
got bolh your corps(*s on board and rowc d straight for the Coast- 
guard Station, where lh(*y put hoi things to your feet and waggled 
your arms about. TIk^ (3ub came to first, and what do you think 
was 1h(* first thing he said? ” 

At this point Peatlurstonehaugh became convulsed with 
laughter. 

‘‘Cut on, Gup])v! "Don’t go on giggling like that.” 

“ 1 couldn’t hflji smiling. Well, llie very first thing the young 
beggar sai<l was — you w’^on’t believe it!” 

“ Do cut on, (hip! ” 

“‘Why — didn’t — you — pnll — ^me — out?’ Those were his very 
words. And h(‘ makes a grievance of it now. Why, you heard 
him at diiiiuT yesterday!” 

And iTul(H‘d it was true that Beppino had confessed to a belief 
that we all sat on 1h(* beach and smoked for an hour or so while 
he was drowning. “No doubt he really thought so,” said 1. “Il- 
lusion -“hallucination — (lcla6um( lit of tho senses — all that sort of 
thing.” 

“You and your ddassmonqs!^ said Cuppy, with an accent show- 
ing his scorn of Ffeiich language and literature. “Wliy didn’t 
you have hallucinations? You wore clear enough when you came 
to.” 

“But what did I say?” 

“What did ?/07f say? — ‘Is the child safe?’ I think it was — 
or something of that sort.” 

Then 1 remembered that as T caught sight of the slim form 
of the Cub afloat above me 1 thought to myself that it was actually 
the chubby voluble baby of ten years ago. And that if I failed to 
save him L could never look Lossic in the face again! 

I wonder whether if Betsy Austin (who is dusting at this mo- 
ment) could he told the above story, would she find it possible to 
believe that the* elderly studious quill-driving first-floor whom she 
despises, or alfects to despise, for his ('fteniinacy and cowardly 
shrinking from draughts; his fussiness, or tendency to take excep- 
tion to raw mutton chops and under-boiled potatoes; and chiefest 
of all his puerile attachment to the* silly game of chess — could 
Betsy Aiistjii bdieve that he once shot into those ripples on that 
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errand^ never knowing the way would be olear? Betsy has never 
seen the sea, and does not wish to, having a low opinion of it; 
but that rock-ledge could be cxidainod to her, and tht' grizzly doubt 
whether it wont down straight or turned in cave- wise wouM sug- 
gest itself even to Betsy. However, J will not int(*rrupl dust- 
ing to get her views. Tier standard of (lusting is as low a»s 
Wordsworth’s standard of drunkenness; and if slu* gives n divided 
attention it will be worse still. 

But you, perhaps, will l)cliiwe me when T say that evc'u now T 
can almost hi'ar the water iii my ears of thirty live yc^irs ago. 
And again I dive dovui, down, down, and then turn o\cv aiid 
my quarry above me, and it gi\<'s th(* slightest jerk as I S(‘iz(» it, 
and th(*u is still. And tlieu I use my last force to sav(» it, and 
all is darkn(‘ss. 

T have seen that roek since, for T found it when 1 visit (‘d l^yn- 
moiitli a year ago. It was iinehangcMl after thn‘e d(H*ailes, and 
seemed qiiit(' content that the ocean wash should still lisp and 
rip])le against it as it did tlieu. Thc're was a merry ]>nrty of boys 
bathing from it; and one of them, to whom T talk(‘(l nhout the 
dangers of this coast, told me bow the old (‘oastguard. up at the 
iiagstaff over thor(‘, had told liim a story of liow a boy had got 
under this very rock, and a chap had jumped in and got him out. 
But he added that it was an orfully long lime ago, and seeiiK'd to 
think this a very extenuating circumstance. 



CHAPTER XXV 


How Joe wonld havo taken a better degree but for Chess. How ho patented 
his Spherical Engine. His difficulties with the British Engineer. Of how 
ho is cheated and his Father comes to the rescue. 

I WROTE the last chapter for the sake of the bathing incident, 
and without any intention o£ showing that my application to 
reading was lessoned at this date. But when T ro-read it myself 
I sec between the lines that this was the case, and that Lossie’s 
misgivings were not without foundation. I did not become idle. 
But a powerful unconscious stimulus was removed — a stimulus 
that T myself had never realized or understood. 

When a runner resolves to do his best in the race, the impulse 
of his first resolution lasts him to the end. His effort is auto- 
matic, and its uniformity will not be interrupted. A course of 
study to end in Academical honours is quite another thing; and 
effort may cither be intensified by the introduction of a new 
motive, or chilled by the removal of an old one. Concurrent cir- 
cumstance has its say in the matter. This is prosy, but true. 

Wlicn I first became the proud possessor of my New Exercise 
Books at Fengnin’s I registered a vow of strenuous effort for Miss 
Lossie’s sake, and the vow remained a fundamental part of my 
existence, without need of re-registration as long as its cause 
formed part of my existence too. But the cause had been tam- 
pered with, and though it still remained, its nature had been 
altered in some sense I had never regarded as possible, never hav- 
ing investigated its possibilities of change. I was not unlike the 
tree that blooms to the full until one day its tap-roots strike a 
new stratum. I was a seedling that, knowing no nourishment 
but one, did not even know it was nourishment until it was with- 
drawn. 

I did not become idle. That was not in the nature of the 
animal. But I found out that my desire for distinction was a 
very shadowy one when left to itself; and although it was still 
actuated by Lossio from afar, it was not the same thing as having 
her close at hand. I began to neglect studies that I only cared 
for as a means to an end — ^the end being Honours. I might 



JOSEPH YAHOE 201 

parody Orabbc and say that gradual each day I loved my Classics 
less, my Physics more; and I might even finish as in the original, 
that I learned to play at Chess. I did, and I really tliiiiU Chess 
had as much to do as anything with the lowness of the place 1 
took in Honours. It was a respectable place, but no nior<'. So 
I shan’t tell you what it was. You must look in the lists 
for the year, and forgive me if you can. 

poor Lo^sie! She was sadly cut up about it, blaming herself 
and exculpating me. I have her letter still in which she says that 
she was sure it would all have been different if things had only 
gone on just as they were two years ago. The change was all h('r 
selfishness. “ B\it then,” she adds, “ what would have bc'eomc of 
Hugh if T had not married him?” My other self, wlio was 
scotched bill not killed, said unfeelingly that that wuis no eoncem 
of his. Th( re was a S(‘eend letter in her envelope, from tht' (h u- 
csral, and when T rend it to him it made that young man hid 
horriblj^ ashamed of himself: “Lossio tells mo,” lie wrote, “ tliat I 
ought to eon doll' with jou for gidting down on the list as low ns 
a place which 1 should have been only too proud to see a real 
brother of mine — gel up to. So don’t (‘xpcct any oomTniscration 
at this shop! T’vo been trying to cheer her up about it, by telling 
her my real oinnions about competitive exa min .at ions of all sorts. 
I hate them m>se]f as much as 1 hate War. But one has to face 
both. What w'ould become of Army Contractors without War, 
and Coaches w^Uhout examinations?” 

However, J was perfectly conscious that 1 could have scored 
much better if I had let the Spherical Engine alone, and dis- 
carded chess-boards altogether, instead of merely when playing 
Chess. One shouldn’t play without a board when one has an 
Exam, next day, unless it’s in Divinity or something of that sort. 
I was aware tliat I had not done myself justice, and my vauily got 
some consolation. But T was destined to humiliation, for, coming 
up to London after the fight was over, I sauntered into Simpson’s 
chess-rooms and lost game after game against professional hands 
at the rate of two-and-sixpcnce each. Indeed, I only succeeded in 
drawing once, and then I .suspect it was because my opponent took 
I too mueh brandy and soda. This opponent, however, told mo a 
t story that acted as a wholesome warning. I happened to speak of 
^ the University and my recent degree, and he remarked with a 
sigh that there had been a time when he too was a promising 
young man, at Cambridge, for whom his backers predicted a high 
Wranglership. ‘‘ But I failed,” said he, “ and all because of this 
confounded game! I got involved in it, and couldn’t get free. 
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I might have been a useful member of Society— an actuary or an 
average-stater or something of that sort, and here I am, a profes- 
sional Chess-player, with nothing to boast of better than that 
Steiiiit/ o.ninol give me a Knight ! ” I laid the warning to heart, 
and said check to all my ehcssincn. 

Hut I was not minded to say good-bye to the Spherical Engine. 
Have you n(w<T when in trouble felt a reliif in some form of 
cmiploymeiit tliat precliules thought on any otli(*r? Mechanics do 
this, just as much as OolJccling, or Cricked, or Fislung. My 
reciprocating movement was an iibsorhing delight, iiud all that 
seemed to he wanting ior i)crfcet happiness was to see it recipro- 
cate. The more ('fTcctivcdy an Engine rc ^'iproeates in the brain 
of its inventor, the more irriUlcd that inventor becomes at not 
SM'eing it e'\1e 1 nali/( el and fulfilling its destiny. As my Father 
was always ready to sigiply me with money, and 1 had no 
scruple in asking him for it as an Endowment of Research, I 
dewoted myself to development and construction. I alle^ge'd for 
the deception of all concerned, myself ineliideHl, that J only did 
this while 1 wa*> looking round and making choice of a profession. 
As [ never took my e'yes off earns and levers and I’ournals and 
condensers anel so feirth e\ccpl at nmal-times or in he'd, the fiedds I 
explored in this search we're not extensive. Hut f must have been 
pc'rsuaded that it was genuine, for whem I registered my first 
Provisional at the Patent Oilice' T flattered niysedf that by the 
time it became nee'C'ssary to coinplede' the Patent, the' Enuine^ would 
he re'ciproe ding anel de'velopiiig cumulative energy’’ (J think that 
was what it was to do) and the profession would be e'lioscm, and 
all honest deunauels and asjiiratieuis satistieel. ITow innocent 1 was 
of any siispieiem of my own ignorance! I have since learned 
niiu'h of the difficulties in the patli of the Tnve'iitor. [ am afraid 
I fancied const met ion would be as easy as Patenting. 

However, sufficient for the day was the evil thereof; and having 
regisLere'd this Provisional Specification, 1 had nine whole months 
before mo in which to construct a Spherical Engine, and to look 
about me for a jirofession. As I have hinted above, I thought 
I was going to have an easy lime, and I haduT. 

You can load a horse to the water, hut you cannot make him 
drink. The first Practical Mon T applied to, on sti'pjiing out of 
the region of drawing and more theory, wore deeply imbued with 
the spirit of my old friend Porky Owls, and bristled with stubborn 
rosistan<*o to the reception of new ideas, or any ideas. As they 
wore all exaetly alike, one example will do for the lo<-. Messrs. 
Hatchett & Paul, for whom irv Father had built their great Iron 
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Foundry and Engineer’s Shops, had examined my drawings and 
pronounced them very ingenious and practicable (they were 
owing C. Vance &, Co. a largo balance), but excused ibonisc'lvcs 
from undertaking them ass not quite in thtur line. Th(*y intro- 
duced mo to McOaskiii k Tlack, who were sjuvial in tli(' construc- 
tion of models, and would give an overpow<‘riiig amount of con- 
centrated attention to tliis oii(\ 

‘‘If you’ll take the advice of a practical man, ‘Rlr. Vanee, yen’ll 
give up the idea,” said Mr. Medaskin, after glancing slightly at 
the drawings. 

“1 daresay the whole thing’s impracticable for some tecliiiical 
reason 1 in my igjioruice know nothing about,” sanl 1. “ lint 
couldn’t you indicate th(» nature of it that I might b(‘ able to (;or- 
rect it.” 

“1 wadna tak’ upon inyhol’ to ('ondicate the nature of anything, 
wi’out a verra close' evame'enation.” 

It would ha\e boeii riiele* to snv, “ Tlien why the' r)o\il don’t you 
make one?” So 1 said instead that 1 would l(*av(' the drawings 
and return when Air, A1 (*( siskin had had more time to examine 
them, 

“I couldna <»ondiKS(N‘nd on any partcx'dihu* elohet,” was fbst 
gentleman’s remark when 1 ndiinied a wcH'k after, “lint if ,V(*’ll 
tak’ my ad\ic(' yen’ll give up the idea.” 

“I won’t t<ik(' >onr advice, Mr. McClaskin, And if T take the 
drawings away I shall only go to some one' else"— so you may as 
well aec(*p1 the job.” 

“A wilful ehi(*l maun hae his wall,” said he. Tint be rang a 
bell, which procured a hoy who undertook to tell Oallaglian to 
send Pring. 

Wlien Pring came lie stood at bfiy at once. “You’ll newer make 
that work,” said ho. Ife really c.an liardly bo said to have' lejokcd 
at the drawings. 

“Aweel, Pree'iig, this gentleman’s a graieluatc o’ thei Uuivairsite"o 
of Oxford, and ye"’ll try to give him cve'ry satibf action. Yc’ll no 
be takkiii’ any rebponsibcclitco, yc ken !” 

“I’ll do my best, Sir. But it won’t work!” 

Pring had a convielion that the really essential point was that 
ho should bo sati'^fie'd of the final suee'esa of the Engine. Also Im 
wished everything to act the other way round, to adel a sixtfK*iitli 
to the diameters e)f most things, and suhstilute* stenl for iron, 
iron for steel, gun-metal for brass, and auti-fricliun metal for 
gun-metal. He declined to put faith in calculation, and went so 
far as to say that figures wore misleading, and that if TredgolJ 
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(for instance) had been a practical man, he would have held the 
same opinion. I soon found that ho meant, by a practical man, a 
man who was i^^norant of the same theoretical points as himself. 
If Porky Owls had been there too, I should have been crushed 
under their united weights. Against Pring alone I stood firm. 
Indcc'd, Pring was at best only a weak-kneed example of a Porky, 
as he endeavoured to justify his ipse dixit by argument, which 
Porky never did. Perhaps he himself would not have done so had 
ho lakon less beer. 

When I referred points in dispute to Mr. McGaskin, he said 
that “aiblins Preeng was a fule after all ! ” But in liis heart ho 
evidently thought that it was my Unpractical character. 

J-Iowever, I was paying the piper, and the pi})or’s account ought 
to have contained such items as “ To turning up throe feet of best 
shafting three-sixteenths too small and polishing same according 
to nobody’s instructions. Time and Materials so much,” or “ To 
providing gun-metal bearings and drilling out wrong. Providing 
buslies for same, to correct diam. Time and Materials so much,” 
or To arguing with you during partial intoxication. Foreman’s 
time at 2/ per hour so much,” The last item should have been a 
heavy one. 

Ilow^ever, I myself raised no objection to McGaskin & Flack’s 
charges, being deeply absorbed in the joys of construction; and the 
months slipped by rapidly, and would have become years, if an 
exorbitant statement had not attracted my Father’s attention and 
given rise to an incident which gave me more insight into his 
success than T had ever had before. For his curiosity having been 
excited by the copious totals, he smoked reflectively for a long 
time over one, and then threw it across his table to Hickman, the 
clerk or secretary I had assisted in establishing, and who had 
proved a most efficient help for two years past. “You run your 
eye through that, James,” said my Father; “I don’t understand 
this sort o’ thing myself.” I did not catch what the reply was, as 
I was at the other end of the room, but it was something my 
Father said “ ho thought so ” to. 

As we sat at dinner that night — ^for I continued to live with 
him, and indeed spent most of my evenings at home — ^he remarked 
that he should be driving the two grey prads round by my Engi- 
neerin’ works and he would call in and see Mr. Baxter. 

“ I know himr said he — he’s that pink sort of a carackter with 
no eyelashes — what’s the name of those little beggars that come 
out o’ rat-catchers’ pockets and go sniffin’ round?” I said fer- 
rets, Well, this here Baxter’s like them. Ever seen the daugh* 
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ter?” No, 1 hadn’t. "Well, just you see the daughter. Tell ^im 
+0 ask you to dinner.” 

I thought it would be bad feeling to ask to bo asked to dinner 
to SCO a daughter of a ferret, with a view, as I inferred, to derid- 
ing her peculiarities. So I left that point alone, and oi^ made a 
slight effort to get the Engineer named correctly. 



CHAPTER XXVI 


The feriot is bibnlonn. ITow Joe went to play Croquet with his daughter. 
Of her glorioiiB beauty and its olltct on ono of Joe’s individualities. Ho 
talks to a flat Jane. Of a gust of Abbot Anselm, and Joe’s meeting with an 
old foe, who is fiance* to the ft net’s daughter. Jano is somebody too. 
Ho goes liomo linkf d with hia foe. 

Nfat flit' two ^?roy awuilctl us at tho door, and 

lalkctl to other about the llios. Tli^y do to pull mo about! 
said luy Fatlu'r, si)oakin;^ as a poor old man whoso sorrows had 
to ho ])iti(d. “ Loavo ^^o of thoir hcsuls and jump up behind.’^ 
And Pips, tlic j^roomlol, did as lio wuo bid, and wo wont off in 
stylo. 

Tho forrot was in his ofRoo, and abased himself Ix^forc my* 
Patlior’s ample prestmocs his oxlonsive black cloth, his cashmoro 
yellow sonrf and his bandana handkorohiof, but especially before the 
glory of his Hat, that saered Emblem of Perfect Solvency, which 
my Father left on his head for Public Worship until he came to 
anchor in the Office, when ho showed his contempt for mere ex- 
ternals by putting it on the table with his bandana in it. 

“ ’Appy to nuike your ac<piaintanee, Mr. Baxter,” said he. 
'‘Seen you afore, 1 fancy? Job down at Croydon! Or at Wool- 
wich was it — one or other on ’em?” These were the merest ohifer 
dlcia, merely to make* coiiversation. But Mr. McGaskin was far 
too ooiihcienlioiis a Scotchman to allow any one to g/isser and 
n*apiniycr pas, 

I couldna charge my memory just preccesely,” said he. But 
nno doot ye’ll be right.” 

I was driviu’ round in the trap into this neighbourhood and I 
gave my son a lift. ’E ’azn’t got too proud ” — ^liero my Father, 
who was getting very fat, rolled about as he subsided into his 
jocular manner — ^‘‘to drive about with his pore old Daddy — ^hay, 
Nipper? Not yet a while at least.” 

‘‘It’s airly yet, Mr. Vance,” said the ferret. “But yc’ll just 
taste a wee drop — ^ye won’t find better whiskey than I can offer 
ye.” 

My Father threw into his face an expression of repudiation of 
whiskey, of disparagement of whiskey, of doubt of whiskey, ix| 
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fnet of very seldom tourhm^^ it! Then ho tappc<l liim^solf three 
times in front, as though to refer to his intcTior as a weak point 
in common with all mankind, and said, as one who makes a con- 
cession, “ A taste/’ 

1 was sorry for the turn things had takcm. But whv liad Mr. 
McGaskin nevc'P oth'rcd mr whi'-key? I had been his visitor often 
enough in the Office. Was it the strange frec-inastmry that always 
exists bctw(‘en i)Coi)le who are not me, on the suhj(‘c*t of all con- 
noisseursliij>s — the sanic frec-masonry that nuikc'S hmI nu'ii with 
higli stiff eollars talk cigars over iny head — nay, ov(*r my prostrate 
body? It absolutely never oeeurred to Mr. klcOaskin to offer me 
any this time, so conipletelv was 1 outside the circle of fllinninati. 
To be sur(', I anticipated him somewliat by saying I voiiM go 
througli into the slio])s, and did so, l('a\ing him and my Ritlior 
appreciating an aroiria that I should not have known from any 
oilier nasty sine 11 of ,-pi rl Is. 

“I’ll just have a word u’ chat witli Afr, Jlaxler, and then little 
Pips hell sec me saiV' round to ’Avdou's IjUIh' and drive* ’ome, 
and I’ll cal) to tli<‘ Station. A1 out an aileh cirder tliev’re kee'ping 
IIS waitin’ for,” addeel niy Fatlur by way of ( xjdanat loii to tho 
gent loinaii he iKT^isted in calling Mr. Baxter. 

T left them sj inpatlii/Ing over Goods Stations and their sins. 
The (‘xperionee of hotli was that Goods Stations ahsorlx'd all 
consignnuMits into their systems, never by any chance forwarding 
anything to its destination. 

Whc'ii after a day of ^\rangling with Pring, and altering draw- 
ings to arri\(* at a modus vivendi, 1 rejoined my Fatlu^r in tho 
evening, he produced the st.iteineut of account of the previous day, 
cover(‘d with corrections in rod ink. 

“Three pound six and four by corrections, and two-and-a half 
per cent, for cash settlement,” said he, “You mustn’t allow Ihix- 
ter to ’color over you, Nipp(*r! Tie’s boon charging you through 
the nose all along. You send him round to mo — I’ll sciuare him 
up ’ansum! ” 

“I ho ])0 he’s not offend(*d,” said I. 

“Not ho! Pass the cayonne.”^ — "My Father pronounced tin’s 
word as if it eon'^isted of two letters only. — “This blo<»miiig ffftli 
tastes like the napking — ^tastes of cold water. Wlial’s to offend 
him, Joey boy? It does ’em good to do(3k(*t ’em down. You’ll see 
he’ll ask you to dinner — ^you’ll see the daughter.” 

I took so little interest in the daughter of the ferret, that I 
didn’t even enquire how iny Father know anything about her. 
The invitation to dinner came sure enough, and I respected my 
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Eathcr’a acumen more than ever. Of course I accepted, with the 
addition, made when I saw Mr. McGaskin next morning, that if I 
came up to Circus Koad, St. John’s Wood, earlier, T bhoiild find 
tea and strawberries on the lawn and a gccm of Crawky, if I cared 
for Crawky, 

In the early sixties Croquet flourished — not with its first char- 
acter of a blinding, maddening, absorbing, distracting, ruinous 
mania, perhaps — ^but still it flourished and was to nio an acceptable 
diversion. So I appeared as bidden at the ferret’s house, which he 
had christened Ronaldsay, and was shown through a long green- 
house passage with shrubs in tubs; and eluding th(3 beak of a 
sulphur-erested Cockatoo upside down, arrived uninjured in the 
garden and was welcomed by a young lady with the most beautiful 
deep auburn hair I had ever seen, and a complexion like a Titian. 
J^^y other-self young man felt like being impre^bionni^ ; but I 
snubbed him abruptly, and fell keenly for poor Miss ]\rf*Gaskin, 
to whom I thought the contrast would really be painful. How- 
ever, 1 reflected on what E was by this time beginning to learn, the 
attraction of contrasts, especially among girls. I was taken aback 
—only I hope I didn’t show it — ^whon she presented mo to a lady, 
who came out from the drawing-room, as Mr. Joseph Vance, 
Mamma, and tlio lady said she saw I had already made acquaint- 
ance with Miss McGaskin. T)iffcrcnt people, different ways! — 
However, she called her Jeannie when she spoke 1o her. 

T suspected my Father at once. And my second self very nearly 
fell into the trap — in fact, in the course of an hour or so of 
Croquet he became quite restive. He was inclined to be jealous 
of Tom, Phil, and Mr. Mac-something whose name T did not 
catch, all of whom came in to play Croquet. T did not wonder at 
him, for really the brown-gold hair in the sun was too overwhelm- 
ing; unconditional surrender was evidently the condition of the 
three other young follows. But T had never felt the double per- 
sonality so strong since the dreadful week of half -fever at Oxford. 
1 am sorry I have no less cumbrous way of writing of it, as it 
has formed so great a part of my existence. I might certainly 
speak of myself as 7, and the other young man as Joe Vance. 
Supi)Oso I try that way, and sec how it works. 

I was so angry with Joe Vance, then, for his susceptibility to 
this beautiful Jeannie, and indeed so piqued with poor Jeannie 
herself for trying to plant her image in my secret garden where I 
cultivated Lossie’s, that I collared Joe, and compelled him to talk 
to another girl who was playing, named Jane; who was, I thought, 
not the least likely to provoke any tender passions on anybody’s 
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part. T inventoried her in my mind as a really very nice pfirl tliat 
1 could be friends with, and allow Joe Vance to play witl., witli- 
out fear of consoquenees. I told him disliiictly that T not 
going to tolerate any foolery. But more than otic(» 1 eaiighl his 
eye sneakinc: round under the attraction of the lovely vision, and 
had to call his attention to the rather high fonhc'ad and smooth 
brown hair and amiable hazel eyes of th(' n^ally iiioe girl wlio 
could bo recoinm(*nd(‘d as innocuous to th(' single. 

I wonder what these two girls would have really ihonohl (>f mo 
(or us), if they had known! What would Jeannie havt* hdt for I lie 
Joe Vaiiee who must n(‘(‘ds presume to get in a Hut ter about Ikt 
beauty almost before making acquaintance? Si-areelv re^p((*t — 
probably silhf hoi/ W{)uld have been the verdict. And what would 
Jane have thought of rnr for deciding that no Joe Vance would 
fall in love with /zer, at any rate? 

‘‘Isn’t she absolutely lovely said Jane, dropping Iks* voice 
confidentially. 1 had been introduced to Jane, by Jeannie. who, 
forg<»tting my name at the monicml, prc'sented me as Rlr., and her 
as Jane. She never mentioned h(*r other nam(\ a^ just at tlio 
moment her own hair got tangled in a w’andering briar. Tom or 
Phil, being close by, olfered rescue, and (as 1 Ihoughf on purpose) 
uusettLd SOUK* tackle that resiraiued the mass(‘s of g*old. Down 
came the hair, and Jane was in requisition to stick it up again. 
She succeeded — though it came down again two minuh s afbr. 
But I didn’t get Jane’s name. The Croquet proct‘(‘ded, 

“Just look al lier now, with her face* in the* shadow and tin* 
sun all through her hair. I declare she’s croquet’d uk* to the 
end of the lawui! It’s you next — ^yoii must gei me back again, or 
I shall ne^c^ be through mv hoopis,” 

“ It isn’t my turn next, it’s And T didn’t know the nanu* of 

our partner, so 1 left him nameless. 

“Mr. Maealliister ? Oh dear, there he goes! She’s croquet’d 
him too.” And so she had, and then she w’ent through two hoo])s, 
taking her partners Tom and Phil wdth her, and put 1hc*m bolli 
out, and then, missing the post herself, in a paroxysm of exeile- 
ment brought all the beautiful hair down again, as afon -aid. 
And then she and Jane went in to do it iq) jiroperly. 

But a liglit had broken on me! Now I knew why Prior Anselm 
had mixed himself unbidden in the croquet — he ha<l becai <kn*ng so 
all along, and I was such an idiot that T had not found out the 
reason. 

“You don’t know me, old chap!” said T, and Bony Macallister 
withdrew his eyes from a first-floor bedroom loc»king-glass hack, 
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visiblo through an opon window, and turned round to see if he 
did. Tho warmth of Iho gnM‘tiiig that followed was sueli as only 
two boyrt wdio h id nearly killed each other in old days could have 

compris-,('d, 

“Why, yoii’rci intimate frinids tlicn” ealIo<l out a soft Scotch 
accent from boyoiid th(‘ lookirg-glis-.^ and J thought 1 heard Jane 
flay sit (iiJiet or it would all eonu‘ undone again. 

“ Well, \ou ^i(\ \\i> m iv oiuM' such intimate (uieniu-*!” said Bony. 
“(Nuue down and Til tell :^nu all about it.” 

Wh( r« upon fJ<arini(‘ < imt down .dl eiiriositv, and along 

with l«‘r. And the IIojiktu* talo was told. And J(*amiie said 
that we W(r(‘ all old fiunds llan, and we lucdii't he stitf any 
longer, and e.illcd Mr. MaeaUist< r Arclno and slipped lier arm 
tlirough Ins. And Ihi n naturallv another liglit broke on mo. 
It liad t) lis curious (•lT((‘t, that I had no fiirtlur troiibk^ with .Too 
Vancc' <111(1 liii ai >»<'( plibilitv to J(\inni('’s bcMuty. Ih' was a] 
utulisguisc (IK <'ljd as f w is about Ikt manif(‘>t rolat ui 
1o Bony M<uMllist('i*. And Jeanni*' took upon luTself to jxr 
<M i\(‘ (liai (loul)ls liad to l>e ekared up, and did it in ihh 
wis( - 

“ Noo, Jeni(\” she said, with tlu' very diglit Seoteli aeeent — so 
slight tli.il I won’t tiv to nmkr it in spoiling. “ Vou mustn’t go 
tilling Mr. Viinee lliat Arcliie and 1 are engaged, because wc’ro 
not.’^ 

“Ad right. Miss "McOaskin,^’ said I, “[ w’onh believe Miss — 
Miss — ” 

“ Sjii neev,” said .fiMiinie. 

“ Sp( neer,” s<ud 1, if she does tell me. But I am so glad 

fthont it, old f(Jlow\” And I WTiiiig his hand again, and Jeannio 

ga\(‘ nil' hi rs to go on with, d’hen we w('nt baek to the hnvn from 
whiih we hid sliMMd into a byi'-path — and found thi' two youths, 
Phil and Tom, haling a game to themselves. They were cousins 
and evidenilv adored .le.innie, but not to the extent of loss of 
ap])etit(' or sWplossness! 

•* And noo ^o’\e foond vour way to the hoo^^e,” said McGaskin 
pore w'hen he returned from his dailv round of whiskey-sips and 
double entry, “ v('’Il ken it wool anither time. Tt’b a w’co bit oot 

the warld, but >i'’ll no tind better air, and jo can get on Ilami 

stead Tlcath in twenty miiintes.”’ ]t 

ht “ It only took me a uiiarter of an hour to drive down,” sa , 
culu !Miss Spencer. But even then I didn’t put two and two togethe.^ 
to and w IS always a skwv-eoaeh at this sort of thing, 
not the However, later in the evening I found myself sitting besidq 
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Miss Spencer on a thing like an S in the back drawing-room while 
Jeannio was singing at the piano in the front one. 

Of course/’ said she, “ they are really ('iigaged, whatever 
Joannie chooses to say. 1 wonder Mr. McOaskin never nioiitioued 

ITo never said a word about it! Why should he?” 

‘^TTow can you be so nonsensical, ]Mv. Vance? Only look .at 
Jeannie! Do you suppose all men are adamant like you ^ ” 

“J'm not adamant,” said I, with a guilty feeding about Joe 
Vance’s recent attitude. “On the contrary, if iMiss Midlaskiii 
had kept a hook T should have put my nanu^ down. I consider 
her (piih' irivsisiiblo, and I’m so glad about my old scdiool fellow.” 

“T wonder J^lr. McClaskiu never mentioiunl it. Jhd perhaps h(i 
is right. I know he won’t allow Jj^anuie to Ix' really engaged, 
because, as lie s.ays, sh(‘’s very young and ought to have a good 
look round before sh(‘ scuttles.” 

Afy dear, good old Daddy! How vi\idly 1 could now picture 
to myself tlie resi of that inlervievv with tlu^ canny Air. Medaskin 
over thfdr abominahk' tie<dar! Ilow niy Father had lieard tell 
that A! jss Jt'annie Ah'Claskiu was a screamer, and lu'rs liad ad- 
mitted that sh(‘ was a comely lass aneiudi, hut had dwell iii Scotch 
on the anxiety lassi<*<i \v(‘V(' to their pavemts. How iny Father luul 
then remarketl that laddies, or their English eijuivakad, \\(*re the 
sanit‘ sort o’ turn out, hut he hoped his would steady down tt) a 
profession, hut it didn’t do him any harm to look about a bit. 
And there w(‘re worse wild oats, as v'c knew, Afr. ATeOaskin 
(with his jocular roP). than making inventions. And after all, 
if he did spend a trifle it would all eouu' otf his own inherilauct', 
and he had no brother or sister — and there* wouhl be jdemty. And 
I felt, as I sat by Aliss Spencer on the S-sofa, that one* or both 
had then closetl one cyo to register worldly wisdom. And Jock o’ 
Hazeldeari came to an end in the next room, and got o’er llio 
border and awa’, and I hoard Archie say, “ Now Young Lochin- 
irar,” and Jeannie plead for respite. Then I recalled myself to 
Society and answered Miss Spencer. 

“ She evidently has settled, and she won’t easily do beltcT. I 
lavcn’t seen him till now for eight — nine — how many years 
>ast? ” 

I tried to think. “Let me see! How long ago was it T went 
3 stay for a fortnight at Bony’.s Gov<*rnor’a house in Pf*rthshire? 
\rhy, 1 remembered telling Lossie I was going — of course I did! — 
'hy, of course it was when wc had that talk under the Pines on 
lamps t ' — ” 
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I don't really think my thoughts carried mo to the second 
syllabic. I saw it now — I was sitting beside Sarila Spencer’s 
sibter, the lilllo girl Janey. How i never came to see it before I 
oan’t imagine! 

I was taken aback — ^but then it was the second surprise that day, 
and 1 was exhausted, so to sj>eal^! llowevor, I didn’t see the 
occasion for an accolade, this time. So I merely said, ^‘Wcll, 
now— how very funny!” And Janey naturally asked what was 
very funny. 

Why, of course! You’re Miss Sarita Spetu'er’s sister Grizzle. 

I came up to your house to see Lossie Thorpe — ^yearis and years 
ago — don’t you recollect^ Wc played Pope Joan ” 

Jane turned a puzzled gaze ou my face, backing slightly on her 
half of the S to make it good manners to stare, them vibrated her 
hands with a sort of wait-a-minute action, then brought them up 
ov('r her eyes to tliiiik in, and said, Oh, stop, stop, tlopl I shall 
have il directly. 

^^Nov) I know,” said she, in due course, ‘‘I remember it all! 
You’re Lossie Thorpe’s schoolboy that was to wait till she came. 
Ill the Jdbrary 

T renu*mbcrcd it all too. T remembered the hushed Library — ^the 
smell of the Books — the song of the bird — tlie little girl in the 
glass. And tlu're she sate! 

“ Well, it is very funny, isn’t it? T)o tell me about your sister. 
Yon know about Loss — mean Mrs. Desprez. Ship’s in India.” 

“T ought to know about lierl Why, Sarry was her bridesmaid, 
and T was to ]ia\o Ixim one — only T couldn’t come back from 
‘ riielh'iiluup. 1 thought it .such a shame.” I agreed, — and re- 
lieatod ni> enquiry after Sarry. 

"Oh, well — I have news to tell you tliera Barry’s going to be 
married herself ! ” 

1 was just on the point of expressing intense suriiriae, when I 
luckily reinombored manners, and began to say that 1 had ex- 
pected to hear that long ago, and then remembered that that would 
iieviT do either. xMso I remembered Sarry had been a bridesmaid , 
and I had not sf’eu her — nor any other bridesmaid — nor any maid 
of any sort exoc])! the briilos for that matter. I blundered my 
felicitations somehow, and sought particulars. 

"She’s going to Ceylon! Mrs. Farquharson she’ll be. Mrs. 
Alison Farqnharson. It will bo so nice and near for Lossie Dcs- 
proz.” 

" About a thousand miles from Calcutta ! — quite handy in case 
of illness or anything * 
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" What a shame to laugh at me sol ” said Janey, rather ruefully. 
And I apologized, saying I thought she had been liugbiug liorself. 
We then embarked on a good steady voyage through rcmiiiisecuccs. 
lt*s wonderful what discoveries pooidc who really have no very 
largo supply in common will contrive to make if they turn to and 
rake up the past. It is so enjoyable to do so, and we enjoyed 
it. . . . 

^‘Wcll, .>ou two have found plenty to talk about,” said the 
musical voice of Teannie, “and here’s Mamma hub hardly had a 
chance to make Air. Van(*e’s aequaintanee. You’ll hav(* to (‘omo 
another time to sec more of us. Some evening when .lane Spencer 
isn’t here, Mr. Vance.” 

“Oh, very well, then! The sooner I go the bettor,” said Jane, 
and fled for her “ things.” 

“Ye’ll feex anither day for Mr. Vaneo to deoncr when there 
are no young loddie*?,” said Mr. MeOa'skin to his wife. Ami I 
thought his pleasantly vulgar, whereas I had thought tJiat of Jiis 
daughter grac('ful and charming. See the difference beauty 
malccs! 

Jeaiinio may not ha^e been exactly under any binding arrange- 
ment to marry Bony Afacallistcr, but they were left a much 
clearer field to say good-bye in than any others of tlw‘ com])any 
had. Public leave-taking was in the Arcade of the cockatoo; and 
then Bony and I walked away down Circus Itoad in the moonlight 
— will you believe me? — with our arms over one anoth(*r’s shoul- 
ders, like schoolboys. “And how do you like my — m7/ fancy 
girl?” said he, bursting out laughing. My answer was incou- 
aecutive. 

“Oh, Bony, dear fellow,” said I, with a half-breaking voioe, 
“ she’s married and gone away to India with her husband.” And 
that was, so far as 1 can recollect, the nearest approach to con- 
fession about Lossie I had ever made to any human creature. You 
see, after pounding Bony nearly to a jelly on the subject, I felt 
Concealment would be mere affectation. 

I had some difficulty in making him understand why I didn’t 
want to murder General Desprez. “ I should, in your place,” said 
he. “No — you wouldn’t,” said I, “You’ve no idea what a 
splendid fellow he is when you come to know him. He’s tlio most 
glorious chap ! Besides, it’s no fault of his.” 

“I couldn’t feel it so myself, Vance,” said Bony. And Vance 
No. 2, in my inner citadel, who had quite given Jeannie up and 
p(ras rather sorry he had been such an ass, murmured, “ No more 
sould I.” 
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I believe a suspicion, on Bony^s part, that it was cruel to parade 
his own happiness, had more to do with our parting as early as 
2 A. M. than any d(»sire of t'ithcr to get home to bed. It was about 
then or a JiltJt' later that we haid good-bye on Waterloo Bridge, ho 
going north, f south. Ilis last communication referred to his 
Jlothcr, who it seeined liah'd Jeannie, and who always blew up 
about his coming in late wlion hlie knew he had been at Circus 
Bead. “ Hope I shan’t wake her up,” said he. “ Good-night, old 
fellow! ” 

I walked home in the moonlight, and thought as my latch-key 
turned in the door that / should not wake my Mother. 



ClIAPTEK XXV 1 1 


How Joe’s Father had been matchmaking, and how ho exceeded hifl allowance. 
How good adanght(.r-in-law would bo for him Joo is not in lovt wiih tho 
flat Jane. How he wioto who she was to LosHit, a toolish littii Of tho 
Spherical Engine. How he met flat Jane again at the reiift’s. And got 
dangoioiisly conhdcntial. 

I w\s vory lato lU'xt morning, naturallv, snid m\ Kallicr 
going loiiiul to tli(j VVotks m a liuir^, so 1 liad no Idlk x\illi him 
until tho oxoning at dinner. 

“^ou aiii^t ttlliid mo about tho ’ansum gak Xippor de ir/^ su'd 
he. You might tell your old Daddy sonioUiiu’ about .\our goin’s- 
on.” 

“How did you eoinc to know about Miss McCiiiskin, Dad?’' I 
askod. 

^‘Lot mo siH' — how did T oomo to know about Ikt? TI must 
have boon win ii I \\.is talking to whatVhis-uaino- at tho Foundry 
— clmrchvard ^ort of a nanio.” 

^^PauU” I ooiijeotiirod. And T think tho giic-s did mo erc'dit. 

“Kight you are, Nipporl Well, it was his Aunt or Sl(‘i>- 
mothor-in-law, old Goody Scratcliett, was turnin' ovfT young gaD 
at cli'ico like for her nophtw, and out slv* Ids aliont a vory < n- 
gagin' young lass — a regular plummy otk' to inako your mouth 
water. And it don’t foller, says she, that a girl is pimply bi'causo 
her father is, nor yet oiio tooth a-stiokin’ out in front. And tin n 
young Churoliyard ho says of course (vorybody knows rTcannio 
McGaskin — but she’s engaged! And tho old Goody sIk' says 
JV'alker, and engagements don’t count ” 

“Were they talking like that in Ratchett & Paul’s oHiof* in 
business hours,” said L ** There can’t ho much doing tlun*” 

‘‘Well — ^you see, tho old cat happened in. And it w.is mo sot 
^em all off by remarking that I didn’t put much cash on any young 
man if ho hadn’t got a gurl. So we had it all round up and down. 
What’s this here young beauty like to look at?” 

I hope I did Jeannio justice. I tried to. And my Father mur- 
mured occasionally that was my sort I 

“ But she is engaged. Dad — ^and really engaged,” 

"Quite sure, Joey boy? She ain’t married yet, anyhow! 'And 
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gals are gals.*^ My Eathor had got such a fixed idea (on no 
grounds whatever) of the desirability of Jeannie for his son, that 
it was cruel not to lot him indulge it. But he remembered, when 
I told him, about Macallistcr, and the great turn-up, and appeared 
to consider that that altered the case. Nevertheless, he showed 
that his df»ar affectionate heart had built a little castle in the air 
for his son, in so short a time that he ought to have known as a 
prof(‘ssi(>niil man that if wouldn’t stand after removing the scaf- 
fold. lie seemed distinctly dejected, and (exceeded his allowance 
of whisk(\y. But then T am sorry to say he often did this, and the 
limit laid down was a more tribute to Temperance en ya'^sanl. As 
in the case of croi)s that are always below the average, statistics 
had lost caste and goii(‘ mouldy. Still, I used to try to hold him 
to tlu* tiction of an allowance. It had liad its origin when Los- 
Bie’s letter came from India in answer to mine, shortly after her 
departure'. Miss Tj()ssu‘’s quite right, Joey bov,” said he. 

W( ’ll uiiiko ii an allowance and stick to it.” He called her Miss 
Lossie to the day of his death. 

What was so painful about this whiskey bane, and my Ealher’s 
constant c'ffort to keep it under, was that at the <‘iid of every year 
he was visibly a very little worse than at the beginning, in spite 
of his ha\ing turned over a new leaf every six weeks or so. How- 
ever trenchant an<l decisive these reformations were, it seemed to 
coiiK' to the same thing in the end. It reminded me of the dread- 
ful >oar pri ceding my Mother’s death, when, however many times 
her cough ^^as better than yesterday, ii was always a little worse 
than la^t month. And however much she gained flesh, she always 
grew thinner. I wondered in my heart at the infliamcc Lossie 
had (‘xcreised — for from the day she wrote that letter about him to 
Barita, till tlu* ehainpagiie incident at her wedding, he had hardly 
sinned at all. And even now it was chiefly her influence by letter 
from India that produced these spasmodic reformations. 

1 communed with myself a good deal (I discussed it with Joo 
, Vance, so to speak) whether if 1 were married it would not act 
as a check on this propensity of my Father. Was it not possible 
that the great strength of Lossio’a influence lay in the fact of her 
being a woman, and was it certain another inferior woman (that 
is, another woman) would not do ns well, or proportionately so? 
Joe Vance became a convert to this view, and pointed out to me 
that his trifling outbreak of susceptibility to Miss McGaskin, 
showed at least that the question was still open. “ Can’t you look 
about you, you booby,” said be, “ for some girl who will do equally 
well for me? ” And he proceeded to give specifications. I noticed 



JOSEPgt VAl5rCE SI 7 

that he stipulated for a head of auburn hair, item two eyes a shade 
green, item two rows perfect teeth, item two white arms with 
ditto hands, filbert nails on same, item several other items circa 
sixty-seven inches long all told. And I replied to him, '^You 
vulgar-minded blockhead, can't you see that you are not includ- 
ing either a heart or a mind in your specification, and if this Mrs. 
V. of yours has either it will be a gross unfaith to go on nursing 
my memory of Lossic, making disparaging comparisons, tn'ating 
her ill short as just a eonvoniont li(‘linuect — a sop to th(» mc'chaii- 
ical demands of life. While if she has neither, what good will 
she be as a whiskey check?” “Well, then,” said Joe, can’t you 
make a comproinise ? There are other sympathetic tit's than tlioM) 
of the heart. Bo content with a mind only, and only givt' a mind 
in return. Find a pleasant reasonable sensible companion — she 
and I shall get very fond of one anotht'r in time williout Ix'ing 
ever exactly in love; and she will exercise a most iKsicficoiit in- 
fluence in tlio homo circle, and all that sort of thing.” 

Had T known all T know now about ni('n and wointsi 1 should 
have ropli(‘(l: “ Blasphemer I How dare you siigg(*st a profanation 
of the sacred name of l^ovc? Do you not know that noiu' caii 
tamper safely with a plant whose roots are in the very depths of 
Nature, wliosc branches may shoot up into the highest Heaven! 
Shut up, sliort-sigliled idiot! Either be silent, or if you insist 
on boring me with tlio suggestions of your own inexperi(’ti(*e, don’t 
say what I know you have in contemplation, that I should ilo well 
to oiler civility and friendship, coupled with the cares of a house- 
hold and possible children, to that very nice and amiable and 
sensible girl whom you positively refused to kiss on any terms, 
when neither she nor 1 had asked you to do so,” 

However, I was very inexperienced myself, rather ohildish in 
some ways; so I let him run on, and he did in point of fact make 
me an offer of Jane Spencer then and there, taking for granted 
IB the most impertinent way that sho would bo quite ready to 
order her trousseau. 

I say, Joe,” said I, " you're not letting her have her voice in 
the matter.” — “Are youV* said he. 

I wasn't hypocrite enough to make out that I was quite un- 
concerned about meeting Jane Spencer again, but 1 wasn’t alto- 
gether honest about it either. For I admitted that T shouldn’t 
mind having another look at her on high public grounds, such as 
the possible benefit of my Father if I made a reasonable and pru- 
j^ent marriage, or the injustice of not letting her have another 
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look at me if she wanted one. That sslio <Ud ao was an entirely 
gratuitous supposition on my part — ^nierely the result of too much 
Holf-oxamiualion. T chose to shut my eyes tight to what may have 
boon the tcmI cause* of lh(*re being any sclf-c^ainination at all, the 
fact that when Jeannio broke up the* B-sofa scan(*e, 1 felt 1 could 
easily have* borm* anotlicr quarter of an hour. !My vanity of 
course* suggested that Jane also felt a little ni]>pc'd in the bud. I 
think what the (/hineso call the Feng-Hhui of the sofa-back had a 
good deal to answer for. T have since then learned that if you 
want SI young lady and gc'iitk'man not to think about each oUior, 
you will do well not to mn.irk that both th(*ir nani(*s bc'gin with 
the same letb'r, or that both the ir heads wMiit brushing, or that 
both are standing on the same ]>a\ing-stono. ll is saler on the 
wlioli* luwer to say holh or mil fur to tin in. Xow if an S-sofa 
could sfieak if would ccTt.iiiily say sojin thing begiuTiiiig willi one 
or other of tin sc words. All the same, ha<l 1 falKsi out with Mr 
!Me(laslvin o\cr the Spin rival Kngino, and ne\(*r met Jane at 1 
house again, I shouldn’t have gi\(*n her aik)Lh(*r thonght. And 
] had se(*n Ik r death in ihi* pap(*rs I sliouldu’l have tell called a 
to fiH't about it. Am 1 wrong in sup])()sing that young men an 
V(‘ry offisx ready to fc'cl vavrr^ wlien tlu'y bear of the engagement 
elsewliere of girls whoso death would scarcely move tlum? 

As it turned out, cv(‘ry day that passed made me l(*ss sensible \ 
of the advantages of a prudent marriage, and in about a w(‘ek I 
had deeidi d that I wouldn’t c*\ainino mysf*lf any more until I 
' heard from Lossie iu answer to a long letter 1 wrote her a'^king her 
advice*. It contained a f\dl and tnu* (*oufession of all my alarms 
and excur'^ions on tirst seeing Jeaiink', on which 1 laid a great 
deal of stre ss iu order that J-.os^.ie should not fidget about having 
made uu* unhappy— sui)pnsiug that she ever did so. I finished 
with the* inte'rvicw with Jane Spencer, f reallv think that my 
broad anel bold exaggeration gave* as good a version of tho facts 
as all the' rhodomontaele 1 have been inllieling on somebody un- 
known. Vou’ve no id(*a,” I wrote, “what an extremely beautiful 
girl Miss Mc(l. turnc'd out to be in spite* of her papa! And so 
jedly! T was liteTally heael over oars in lo\o” — and tlieii followed 
an account of my re'cognitiou of llony, and then how “I had to 
give he*r up and wear the willow, and who do you suppose I con-i 
Bole*d myself with? Why, Gri/zle! ! ! We got stuck on a sofa, 
anel talked all the evening. She’s not half bad, considering!” I 
then went on, after more particulars of my recognition of Grizzle, 
to ask Lossie whether she thought it w’as really necessary to 
married happiness to be romantically in love at first go-off. I 
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novor saw that this was tho last quustion I ought to have 
abloJI 

All lottcr-wriliru^ lakes a \ovy early answer for gnnitfd. If the 
writer were .always stopjiing lo think how long Ik* would lia\e to 
I)iin‘‘e for a rei)1y, lh('r(* would he* .an end oi all free inteivourso 
by post, I wrote to Los^ie and r(‘solved to he gnich d hy jii*r ad- 
vice. But it was over three months hefon* law replv e.anie. And 
in the meanwhile events trjx\elled rapidlv, second class. By this 
I nieaii that their jonruey was a sort of respect able nnddh^-cl.afls 
hiisinosg, not th(' Irinmphal progress of wadl-to-do oecairrenees siieli 
as belong lo a pea-fret ly w'hole-hearte d courtship. How fast they 
travelled may be inferred ironi the fact that when Pheeinw 
brought Lo sie’s wdlh others into the sitting-roenn at my 

father’s, slie llmnghl it c-onsiderate to knock. And indeed it was 
perfeetiv true* that I uifhdreav te) the* other eaiel of the se)la e>n 
which daiie^ Si)eau*e'r anel I vM*re sillina, te) call ont “ (\>nie* in!” 
If this were a reed story for piihlieMlion, this wav of tedling it 
would s})oil it. But I am so adiamesl of tlie^ e*ouf(Ssion 1 have to 
jnake% that T dem't much e-are how I make» it. 

For, .>ou s((', J got eacMgeel” to Jane' Spene»er without really 
earing inueh ala^ut her. I eare'd somrUnnq for her e)f eonrse, T 
c.-^reel enoimli for her to he veay mu<*h ooueeTueel about Ikt future 
liai)plue''s; to swear to luysedf again and again that ceune what 
might lie) power shonlel ever wring from me an admisdon of — of 
foniclhing ahe>nt mv own fe'olings tow.ards i)e»or Jane' that I <lid 
not eare te) think alenul .about. Be'siele*s, it we)ulel liave heeai jnst 
the same .ahe)ut any other girl! Even if it hael Ix'cn Je*annie 
AIcHadvin, 1 adele*d — \nd oh me! T ne*v(*r saw, in that worel 
*^even ” the revelation it conveyed of the degre'o of iny injustice to 
Jane Spencer. 

Aftea* ]>osting my letter to 3.ossie T fairly forgot all about 
Jeannie anel Janey, all about my Father’s w'hiskew pe^ril, .all .about 
everything, in short, except tho fascinations of tlie recipre>cating 
movement that was just going to rcciproc.ate\ and the cnmulativi* 
energy that was just ge>ing to bo developed. As the Engine ap- 
proached completion, Pring began casting about for a new Plat- 
form from which he might proclaim to tho Universe* tho large 
share he had had in its inauguration, the care and w.atehfulncss 
with which he h.ad averted disaster during its construction, and 
the gracious influence he proposed to exercise on its maturity. 

Pm going to see this job safe through,” said he. " ITad ray eye 
on it ever since we first got the idear, and I ain’t the man to take 
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it off now" Ho laid claim to having aufi:/rrstcd a courso of in- 
vention to my inoxiiorienecs and nouriuhod ori^rinality Iti the soil 
of an infant inin<l wldi-h Imt for his t‘are would have lain fallow. 

Th(* #*(»jj‘(tru<*tion <d the Splu rieul may be saM to liavo 

gone smoolldy. It might luxvi' gone iven hmootlnr, if il had not 
been l>lo<'ke<l by resolute <>p()r»^it ion en Pring^ pari, and llnvnrb'd 
by his ii( \U ruuH ( vasion^. 'J in I(‘>>s c Ifort and luiilinehing hiiigle- 
n« ‘^s of pnrpo-i* on fii\ were vieloriini') in llu* uid, and the 

in.ire^t approiieh to a b( Ih'f in his own fallibililv was prtxliieed in 
Piin;'\ luind, whtn tlie ^tiaai was jnit on. and, aftir a snort of 
doubt nbouf its own folIov\(rl b> an imwarrantabli buoy- 

aney, tin* gnat nuuhiiu Ijiean to reeiprneale, jnsi at llu‘ moment 
wlicii I*ring uf tired Iim Ia4 jnedHiion of unrpialidMl disastiT. 
lie sln*wnl Ininsilf a true di eiple of Poikv Owls at this point, for 
he ntracttd nothing, and ‘-liowid a tf ndc ney to d( nounee ►suecess 
as na K K a form (»f f.nliin. ‘‘ U’s l<dl( riii’ on what .\ou might 
cxpiet.’* Slid lu , vaguely. Hut it don’t do to dron* any eoii- 
eliHions on dial, Ki mils are what lee go by/* Pring thus 
TiMr\eil f'*r liimsilf an indi finite fntun*. in whieli lie miglit settle 
down eomfortably and await the fuliilnient of Ids propla eii s. 

'flu Iliigine heiMine ’^o vioh ntly i xeit<‘(l mving to its not being 
yet littid with a governor that it had to lx* stoppcsl. (’ongratula- 
tioii-. lollowed, sul'jeet to rest rves. and then Mr. Medaskin asked 
the invi'Tilor lo tlinner. “And that >i* maumia he dool, Mr, 
yanee/’ saitl he, “Jcannie shall ask u lassie for ye. I camia 
promise ye Nh^s Sinneer. But thmi’s aye a gndi' eolb'etlon roond 
iil)ot)t, and da'll do .ve justice,^’ Ctmld I in titcciuy siy l(»^s than 
lluit I lumped Miss Spenerr would he aehiivtd. I then eoiit‘i*aled 
from m,v^tlf the fact that 1 did so hopf‘, Inkt'wwmlv, hv remark- 
ing that slu‘ was tpiite an oltl friend. It brought a riatonie chill 
in, and I felt safer from mi >comvption. 

“ I hail Au, /t ft fright, Mr. Vance” said Jeannie, whoso aocoiit 
I coTitimie to tight sh> of spelling— it was so vi ry silverv and 
tender. “We thought we shouldn't get Janey SiKUicer! But I 
made An hie go up to Hampstead and tell her .vou were coining 
and come .shi' must. There she is!” But it wasn't J mey. It 
W'lis Archie back without her. lie Ind left a note, in the hope that < 
at any rate ahe would come after dinner. 

Seven was dinmr-time in the sixths; at Circus Road at least. 
And at half-past aovtn Mr. McOaskiu th >ught it wa-- timt‘ to stop 
waiting any longer. “Yi'U have to geive her up, Joninh*” said 
he— and the family. Archie and nivself, and two casuals all gave 
her up. Jen No, 2 accused me of being disappointed ; and I 
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denied it. But just as wo prepared to go, wheels slopped at iho 
l?ate and Jenunic said, ‘‘There now! there she is after all — 
This was rorrect; and a pause was conmlcd, to allow of sh(»winj? 
into the draniiiff-room and start iiifr fair. 

1 had been a litlU^ afrahl that «laney mip^ht prove dow<ly on 
re-inspteiion, anti ft It distinctly better when, on eomiiip: into tin* 
room at (he 1 ij^-( nd of a turmoil (»f recent ha^tc, alis^htly tlu'^lu'd 
and exphiniiii? that she would have been earlier onh she wa^i't 
able to lind hir eorals, she really did l(u*k ciiiitc' niee — alnio'^t 
pretiv, floe Vance >s(). 2 express'd so much Kutisfaction at this, 
that 1 was fain to iMiiind him lint neither his opinion nor mine 
had h('(‘n ii^k< d tor. 

“Is lliat Mr. Vanee aprain?” said daney. “ Tm afraid we med 
lip all our rdniniM'i iie< s last time. Wo shall have to talk about 
the Ito\al Aeadtun.”- in (ho'^e days people used tt> do so, c vm 
after ihe Kxjjilutu ii w'lis ov« r, as was the ease now\ For w'o liad 
got wdl on (owanl^ (1iii4mas. 

Jeannie •-iid ‘>he was ^i(»k and linxl of Arehio, and wms proinpr to 
have ita' lor a elianer*. and took me down to diiUK'r aec()rdiru*'ly. 
Archie took d<’iwn tin* she-e isual, and Miss Sp(‘ne< r our h^>^t, 
The he-easual and Mrs. Mellaskin n)i«ht have* l)c*ni forprotten ami 
left upstair--, for anv inlen'st hit in either by tia* rt“-t of the 
company. Ihit the v ‘-lu>w«d indipemk*nce of chara(*t(*r and eaim^ 
dow’iistairs toc(*llier on their own aceount. 

As all hosts know but too well, four males and four females 
cannot sit alternately at table with the ho■^t and ho'-less at e .leh 
end. As soon as, after the usual wTaniflo, we suhmittefl to Jea nnii* 
next to hew mother and Archie next to (he* he-(*aseial, I 
found invself between Je'annie and Taney and quite unable b) 
see eithe^r w’ithout loolJm^ round. I made somej remark al)*>ut flic 
great advantage s a parrot would have in this r»\spee*t. “ (hdy he 
^wouldn't be- able to u^e his knife and fork,’* said deannie. Anel 
"i/lien that wicked veuiiig minx w’^ent on to impro\e the* occasion. 

“I tell >ou whar would be a lot bejtter,” said she. “Ifaie a 
long S-sofa and a table on each side. J mean a sofa like Jamy 
and "Mr. V.im'e’s sofa nj»slairs.” 

“Oh, how kind vou are, doannie dear,” said Taney. “Do you 
hear that, !^^r. Vanee ^ Tliat’s onr sof.i — Tcannie’s made* im a 
present of it.” T was ver^' glad of the proinptitudo of this i)iet»o 
of intrepidity, as if a murmur of remonstrance fr(»m Mrs. (Jrundy 
had come off it w'ould have been embarrassing. As it was, laugh- 
ter prevented my catching the exact drift of some further chaff of 
^eannie^H, but it turned on there being another similar sofa up- 



*' f JOSEPH TANGE 

Bttairs with the wiprglo the other way round. You look a deal 
better on thu haul (he uu on hie one, jn an imcUrtoiio 

aoruH=) iTK . And it you wml oiil (In jtn>l I m >()u \iill fin* that a 
true S- 'll I It in np n ii<ln hiinl ^id to < lU h othi r, and 

ilmt [ \v i*< no^\ <»ii Iuu\* J It <)l toiii » I IooKmI riuiid, to 
eniilj!(n OP c ntndi/i, oid I »on<l d m< hid no in trk m dde this 
u i\ round In tmll, \* iiinw p'Oimd on nn willi I lu u , \ou 
h( t , M i V nu < ihiid -i (I I ) I * 

ITs wotidolid \iliit I hr id r dloWMl (> a ^pt iImI heiut^, 
I^rohod\ f In ( ( « d \I i M hi 1 n’ (1 o| In li pin!'. U ifn lUO- 
iin nt, llioii,* h f liiink In i Mothei im ion It it d I'nrwiuN. Tn 
iiU (, Imiiiv tol<l tix oiiK (itiit 1 lit 1 ih it I< inn. I ^>'*1 an 

.(hoiit it, hilt <U t ndt d lu i tli •>n (Ik -^iok o( //?»/ having 

intiodiiMd per ondrtv Iv inv iniKMini k ni uk tho it ihi IMriol. 
And, I i(( r still If VI ill I I hi I l« un n li id idnm i dll il In i ohji et 

had hii a “jn^i to Imu th‘ in t* hi i. ind li^c tin in i stait ” 

Sh('fiitmd\ \K\^ III mol lutui \Min \ mn ni 1 liuoiver 
known, liioH I I DIM Sli(nt ol m nl hn Mi '^p lui i and 

in\ <ir, ind|iiMHin^ it n In did < vi in ihiii ihitMi M hi done 

(o nnki iM |<<l niK intoilihl 'I Ik tinlh w h t ninfiluial 

Tiiliin di tpi ilniid Ik 1 foi mtt<hitnkin hlx w i I ii too iTank 
«ind dtiMt Winn von wi h to tk v< 1 >p i llnl tun i ipidK, \ou 

will do nnwi » Iv to n itt \om (wo oiivin loni Uii i(st 

ol till' ooinji iiiv mil lh( ii o i hltk w i oil \oni ill nid Miunl ten. 
Till-. \vM ipjMiiiilK till Ik>oI J< mnn li id Imu hn)! hi up in. 
niid sill wi I noMM In (Ik « iint(<i dt In u\ i Init tho halt lo, 

'Pill 11 ^nh wi lint tin \ n i "(inn ", an I i tt nduu v to nm 

in ( ID k T n tar apai t i po ihh 

Ihit whin .inks ai« it nn t » d mm’ k mill ipiit Ii11ii("s(m 

(\Tk ipt to dn I iiitniil di ilh 'I hn i n« i ini to ni » nd owing 

toilS"uh'iii ,viilinn, Ol piopu iuis iwhowiu^ I nppoM, t<k, 
itiK elhi 1 { IK il . io nn\ in ) h i) pi mn n to " i n li otht i just k - 

hind (In noinl S -ol i with fli \\i ^k thi otJ 1 1 v n I laught 

tliiiii > » i\is. Did \\« hoth hi nl oitt 1 iiuhim. dk p "ition was 
too ndii'nknn ind tlu n w i nothin* ti>p it hiP to tiv ilm ono. 

You know wi'k to lii\o wlinliivit i hki* lu"’. Mi Vaiior/’ 
said in\ eomomion Ot * mni "h \ i \ « ood d^ d inort* Mdf- 

poM"t"sod o\« r till littU in nk nt ihm I \\ i . “ ^ on imnln’t 

jnmd Joannii’** tlull, Mr Vaim \it, i 11 k *s Uttk* more than 
a thild -“onl\ whin alP" "iid ind dom I 

“1 tllOUaht \(M1 WllO ll out tlu OlK l-< ’ 

** Oh <K at, iiol 3 * an older ^ ou <. in •’•ui s my a^^v fi’om 
Saritii' 
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^ I knOw« You Vo s< ycar<j >ouugor tluin sho is. You always 
uoro So you'io six ^eirs younger thiu J\Irs Dtspn/* \ouVo 
exactly my ago ” 

“IVs quite t\ t oujf kIoikc. liut then 1 ^\ is \()ui a^< \v]i ii ^ u 
came lo II iinpsttael all lint loiu time ago, and I mud Ium k\pt 
so 'ill aloii^r ” 

“ U w IS (oini)uKun on linlli 1 siy,^!! s Spniur^'’ 

What «lo \ou si>. Ml Vijui ” 

r should lik< to eoiiu nul sn sou in tla 1 du i!\ igiin It 
would be SC) lunn\ ^ Just llunk whit i lon^ tuiu it is*” 

^M)(> (onu l*ipi would l( so pi id to sie \ou Mi ()li\cr 
Thoipt IS m Pipi\ OlIiK'— \ou know, ol eeuusi ' nul wi 11 isk 
him to < onu too PII s( ud ^ou a note. IIa\e" ^oll an\ putieulir 
da>s >ou ir< < rign < d ^ 

No, I liidn t So lint w n all pliin snhii,* “ And now sud 
Miss SpiiKci, (in p) md tdk d on! the Ae id( nii llow 

flat "s HI I»»oIv Mi \ mec * Whit’s tint (oi^” 

Joi No Jnmlf<*(d iindti Ins I k ilh tint this i Iwi ) hipp 
pill I told inni I toniid h i nut ind 1 1 n in nil thd I In iild 
t ikc \ l< it d ol hei hook ind si\ (xullv wild 1 tho i ht lie* 
inndit liul ut) 

“11 « iiist I dcin’l wild lo tdk about tin Uo\ d A( ul< irn I 
want to ^,o ( n wJk i( v\( b It ( 11 ’ 

“ W h( n (iuf w< l( »\( olH ()h, «it e\iutly th( -.nn u,.ct ^ — 
J(aniii< isn’t tlu n is sin 

“Oh not ^Sh( s 1 nid< off Nt’id mind U uniii 
“ I WISH t thinkinp ol thit^ Ilowevfi, of <oni < An doi s twist 
things round to siuff iiid non^t use Not [ nit tint I w is old 
enoiipli to hi f1( iiinn’s inotlui, ik u 1> t” 

“Another ten \c irs wenild do it Jiisi about is loiip is from 
whin I siw vou in tin I ibriiy it llinii) l( uj ” 

“It set nis a Jihtinn of touisc, il Ins lx ( a hdf of nnia — 
and ^ )ur'. ” I hktd tin s( lint I (ms wlnri tin v lot kt d pi i\n 
over the lap>t ot tnnt “Shall wt hi\( inotlu i Idtttn, I won- 
der^ ’ 

I wonchred Tlun Jane Spduer kept on lookiiip prm, ami I 
began to In afraid our tonvtrsaimn was pomp tt^ spoil tht > are 
sensitive things, et)n\t rsations* But it didn’t, for my tornpimon 
Biiddeuly biought to^nthcr the dispersing iivultfs of elut, and 
made them flow in a steady «frcani 

“Shall T tfll >ou what I should like? Only you miislnV think 

my iTiqmsituemcss ** 

course I won’t t What is 
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"I fihould lik^^ if yon would teU mo something about all those 
ton you A/' 

Nuithor I nor Joo No. 2 oonld o!)jret to this, for wo woi** both 
humnn, nnd likod t.'illdnpr about oiirM-lvos. So I told about St. 
Wilhold, .ujd nlwuit Ihdliol, all in a vory bald way, till I caiiio to 
r^-fi nl tliiu^'--,, and tin n I fruinrl my iiarrativo lingoring for no 
|)ai ticiilar na^.oii ov< r tlio r* .idiiig party in 1)< \<ui'-hin‘. “Isn’t 
liVnriKMifh a vory d«ingoroiH bathing r(*ast^” said !Mis'^ Sponoor. I 
roplnd that it wa-> “ not worM* than otlwTs. Ono of us was noarly 
droutud tlinugh/’ I forgot that I was noarly drowiu'd myself as 
well a-k Ma^lf r »Iot‘V. I saw th(‘ h*u(d (‘>c whi<*h were v<^ry cx- 
pre'--,iv(‘ (I began to uotiue), ii\(‘d oil nu* with an addcnl interest, 
wliieb I inisinterpn'terh 

“J know, AIjs< Spein‘<*r, >ou think I’m stifking over all this 
heeause rni adiaitud to l<ll you what a had place 1 look in 
lionoiiri -- ” She made no n plv, but left her eo^-^id^*rillg 

me. while la r fing<‘rs did and undid soint* I'hi-p or biiekb' at her 
waiit. I vv( ut on: 

“Of eoiirM* I WMS hound io do well in S«'ieneo lu (*a'w* that’s my 
line, ]jut in (’1 i>^ies I didn’t eonie uj» to what wa'» r \p( lUc'd of mo.’^ 

“Yoi pullid him out of tlu' water,” sai<l Jan(,>, with .smbleii 
iueoii«.( rut In t ru'ss, 

“ Who^ liitlle Joey. Oh yes! 1 was lucky and got hold of him. 
Hut ve all di\('d, Oarvalho dived thru* tinn AVlio tiJd you 
about that turn-out^” 

**\Vb\. bis brother of eour^^e! lie often eona to ^'peud the 
evuiiie, j’t llaiujislead. lie aid vou were nearlv drow msl. Iliad 
forgoHt n it till >i)ii reiniudiMl im\” 

“And I Imd forgot (< n all about Nolly. Of course you know 
him <iuib' well. I’m such a slow coaeh. Jhit wluil wms I saying^ 
Oh, about ‘be Degree! You know I was aw’fully cut up about it — 
because Loss- -that's ]\Ira. DeikprCiS, you know — hail hct her heart 
on lu.N doing well/* 

“ Vou and she have always been 

“ Ves. Siiu'i^ I was <dght. Bui I don’t know that brother and 
bisti'r dc’-erihos it. Ih*eause brothers - brothers are 

“1 know, Mr. Vanee. of eours<' they are! I’ve no pati<Tice with 
brothers. But J iu\er said brothers. What I was going to say 
was tiuit her going away io India mud have been a gnat blow 
to her friends,” 

“It was a great blow to me,” said T. 

At this point the eonversation was interrupted by Mrs. Me- 
Chuskin bringing me the he-cusiml fur special eomniunien. Ho 
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had (I think) invrntf'il a cork wow, and was certain I should bo 
interested in it. 1 Wiintod to say ‘‘Devil take* eoiksonnv! 
but only thoiiglii it. To the outside world J hope 1 api)oart d n ady 
to cherish that cork‘=erow as the apple of my e>o. 

“I'll send you the note/' said Jane Spiueer. 

But even as I exeerated that corkbcri*\v 1 was alst> inr’lined to 
quarrel with myself for not having patience to wait until Janey 
should ask ni(‘ naturally to her father’s, of Iht own nccord. Sho 
would liave done* so, and would have remained perfet'tlv oool and 
detached; quite fn^e from an> responsibility; while K as I w'a^kt‘d 
homo frtjni Konaldbay, w’as feeling that 1 had made a iduugt'- -had 
implied an initiative from which J could not in lionour n treat. 

If T had not had anv attraetioii at all tow^ards Jaiu*v 1 coidd 
have asked mv-^elf to Mr. R]K*ncer\s, and felt that nollung was 
involv<*d. Tt was hecausr T f{*H a 0 (‘r 1 aiii lukew.irm infU/tnuont 
(was it so lukewarm, though ^ —cvmsidi r that eorks<Tcw) that I 
regard<‘d my action as a pledge. If I h.'id undt*rstood girls lK'ti(‘r 
— been more of a man of th*‘ w'orld. a^ the phras<* is - I should 
have looked at tlie jn*Ul(r (piite diffemillv. Is no halfway house 
botwt'on ail Fgolist and a JMau-about-Town pobsihlo to the uu- 
marrhd niiiKW 

I felt all the wdiile that I w’as doing wrong, to Janey at any 
rate, perhaps to myself, in cultivating what I believed tlx n w’ould 
alw’ays be a half-lu'arted attachment, in order that the aacred cult 
of l.ossio in iny innermost heart should not be tampi red with. 
If ] could have believed tliat such a fc'chlo scMHlIing of a passion 
could strike root and spread and gradually oust all other veg(*ta- 
tion, I should not have been so wrong. But the feeble seedling 
was to be allowed only a humble corner of th<* ganlen, in ord(*r 
that niy great rose-treo in the centre should flourish undisfurhed. 
And I had the hypocrisy to utili/o my wish(‘3 for my Patlicr’s 
benefit, as a justification of what I knew must be a wrong to the 
Iierson by whom that benefit was to be brought al>ouU 
* »I had no doubt that all I claimed of marriage* would he pro- 
vided, and I called it by a variety of plausible names — synipath(*tic 
companionship in all my aims and endeavours; friend diip of a 
rare and choice nature not otherwise attainable; the constant 
Bolaeo of homo life, community of interest, and so forth. But 
whether 1 talked to Joe Vance No. 2, or whether he talked to me, 
the word Love never came into our counsels. And I difi not 
iiscern in my exasperation against tho inventor of the corks^Tcw 
my sulficiont grounds for a comparison between the feelings T 
vas allowing to entangle mo with an amiable and really very 

I"; 
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‘wagrreable f?irl, nnd the impulse which had made the small new 
' jBoul of a dozen years ago fall prostrate before the vision lliat burst 
^Vpon it, nnd utter, if it spolui at all, tlicj one word Yours, and 
, accept its future hi fdlenee. For my v(*rdid, if you please, about 
-fJaney Spencer as I wulkf <l Ikuuo was that she was, no doubt, an 
amiable and very agreeable girl. 
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Joe hcRT'? fiom fl it Jino Hois hm I ithi r smelt a rit IIov\ f u f,pt nt nnc ii- 
ing dt ll it ) itit a f itht 1 an 1 1 tok i bouU to Itti latt r Ot tlu < Id It 1 1 in . 
Juno gets at Joe But bh I'l \uvni <. 8 h) cl nrs bo a mini u]) itlv 

Joo iH a not bo fnemU/ lie talks AMtU l)i lluipi who luthci 

lo\es Jano by report Joo perhaps lo\cs her too, and is i 1 oi U} un 

Or com si \oll> Thorpe \\ is in ihc Ofliie'ol Spiiiur Milniljji, 
Aleliui^e iiiil SjHTieei, nid n< Ih lu would hue bun iiiiin nituril 
than ioi mi to uinii i in it Ifinipste id in In (oinpnu I m 
tainl^ w is \ci^ slow ihoul soiid ])oinls, ioi 1 hid loiiiplitiK foi- 
gotten till ll ^ d sid( ot A ilK’s hi* ind lo itdid Inm ininJv is i 
ernketer, doiiiuut or iitue neurliu'' lo thi si isi n It 1 h iil 
been i re il M in ot tlu \VoiId I sh »iild hue sun Ihit tin point 
was ol no nnpiitinii iiid niideistoul tint *I ini > would iKuh no 
wcitrht to I ^(lull Til 111 of niv vi i 1 m lo iKionie i m il ir to her 
iamilv I, who lint ilwns iigndid thi sin lift t iiuplie ilion of 
a pl<<U< 1 niv Act lud Died, toeik quiti inothei \uw, and held 
that I hid dine somelhin^^ F w is hound to “follow up ^ 

Whit \ ti4it ht 1 lit would he if ill ils ohli^ itioii-* vmti luel 
down l)> exile mily eoiisc u iitious xouu^? nuut 

Tho little nok pioini id c iiiii' in duo ooiirsi ft j^ot burned 
later, but 1 can rciiiemhor it woid for word IIi n it is 

* IiiF Inrrs, 1 ? nous An TIamismad, 

N \ IH 

“Pr\R TITr Vaxce Would Inesdiy smt jou for tlinner? Papa ih only at 
home in the e \ t ning S( \ n n c 1 k k 

“I am afiiid Sari} will bo iwiv all next week Rlie would hi\ like 1 so 
imoh to 80L >ou ig un Shi aa) a slu lia i ninavs loid cd on >t»i ih i hi rt < f brothi r 
fMra Dcspri z -bnt slu cun 1 1 member >011 'invwln le cxeept that unco With 
Kind regards and hoping to boo >ou on luesdi}, 1 ilu \ 1 me, 

Youra Biiiccrdy 

** Jank fii rxe rn ” 

Ps your Io\p letter thio morning, Nipper?^' siid my J'athe’r 
15 we sate it bioikf 1 st 

"Will I dme on Tuesday^ Sec it if you like, D leldv ’ There's 
lothing voii want mo for on Tuesday?" And T pissed the k tti r 
iver to him 11*' was rather slow o\er rcaduig, though he had 
mprovtd immensely of late years. 

227 
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Jan© Spcncor,” said Le, taking tlio name first — Widow lady, 

I iirofloom.” 

Not a }>it of it! Whv sh(*nld .slu be a widow?” 

“Thon^bt if lookruJ tlko sort of name a Widow would have. 
Janr Spciioor — Jano Spf‘nf(‘r — ” And my l’’allior rcp(*at(*d Iho 
iiaino as though lu* w(*r<‘ trying it on a Widow and found it a good * 
fit. 

‘SSln‘’s a vory nh'o giil ah<iUl iny own 11140. Who's ihi^ from. I 

W'ondor^ ()}i, it's <*npi)\ Im jif)u‘rslonoh.in<»li- in town till tho 

fiflo(‘ii 11 i — iMii’t 1 dino Tuc'sdny? fluinmiims— go to OjKTa — 

I’aiisl ainl Alargii<'rit( ” 

“Who’s sho^” inlMjM-fid in> iMllior, bnf I look no notioo. 

“Lilllo Tript'> t(» be nnuried -sc«rns nlj^iird! — No, 

1 ean’l ! not 'I'uesdny - isn’t th(* «illu‘r on(‘ 'I’m '*d.u' ^ ” 

“ 'I’ho very nhu* girl your o\mi age? She’s 'J'uesday. J>ut who's 
Marguerite i ” 

“Sin’s nothing. She’s in T'.iusf. rm sorry :d)Oiit Ciup — ^but 
it can't 1)0 Iif'lp(<l. We must gr*! anollu r d.iy ” 

“ Won’t tli(' very nice girl do another da\ —not oven for tho 
lloarperer?” I didn’t rise to this, mid /iiy Failnn*, aft(‘r an in- 
efTc'idual att(‘inpt to nuitiTiali/.o Margiu’rite, gave her up, and went 
back to a st4irling ]>oint. 

“ ResiK'oting of this liere young Whlow lady ’’ 

“She*; 7 U)t ii Widow” said I, emphatlenlly. 

“W(‘ll, Nipper dear, keep your hair on! Anvliow, you’d think 
from luT naiiK* slie would eoine in and do room? out. Course I 
know Nolhiu’! I’ln ordv a .sooperannnntod old (huernor ” 

“You’re my dear old Dad. liowoviT, I'll tell you all about 
her” And I did so, and by tlie time I’d got to tlie fourth or 
Jifth ri’asoii why I pref('rrod to elniek th(‘ Opc ra and go to Ilamp- 
sleail, iny l‘\*ithor w’as ohoosing Jane's AV('<h]mg dross. 

“Sorry slu» ain’t a beauty, Jofy! J^ook well in a sort of groy 
tool, p(*rhaps? Dues slu* w^'ar mittens?” 

I wasn’t till' least rcspoiisiblo for the iuingc my Father was con- 
structing of Jane Spencer. 

“ Not that I know of. Daddy. And she really is a very nice- 
looking girl, with hazel eyes and a much better figure than her, 
sister. Of course she’s not a Deauty, like that beastly little 
monkey Jeannie!” And then, as tliis epithet W’as certainly a 
strung one, I narrated Miss ^reOaskiii’s escapades of tho other 
evi'uing. I understood my Father to take exception to Jeannie’s 
shovelling me off on a dow'dy because she couldn’t ha\e mo her- 
self; this was quite an unjust summing-up of the position, and I 
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protested that tibough JTeannic was awfully pretty, she was child- 
ish and a romp and a tomboy, while Janoy Spenoor wasn't a dowdy 
at all, if you came to that, and was particularly eliarniiug and 
attractive in other points than mere apijcaranco. 1 liknl the 
sound of niv own voice wIkmi I praised her. 1 did not analyze niy 
satibfaolion. But reflecting that I might indulge it at the i>rico 
of too iiuu'li inisconci'ption on my Father’s p.irt, 1 discountid all 
this by alleging an entire ab'^ence of motivi* of any ‘-ort for pre- 
ferring IFampsft.ul to tlu' (Fpera next Tue‘?day. My Father didn't 
seem impress d by tho^' assurances, and said — Oh ah ! h(» saw. I 
did not pursue the subjc'et. 

Nothing happened cju tliat Tnc^lay visit to Hampstead, wliich 
duly came off as appointdl, to mak(* it the least lu'ei^ssary that I 
should enrry Miss Ausieii’^ “ Fridi‘ and lVf‘jndice’^ up there two 
or tlireo d.us l.iU'r. Jane luul certainly mentioned that she hadn’t 
got the l)()«)k and would like to nsid it again — but it could havo 
waited a few ebus, or evoi gone' by P. I). (\ But 1 must needs 
travel up Ihete in a sTum-torin on llie pn t(*xt of taking Iut a 
novel \\]u<‘li Ili(‘ loe.il Libiary could Jiave supplied. The snow- 
fall bfg.m tlie bn » pi m'J (lu iio\v i xliiuM Wait rwt>rks in Jl.imj)- 
stead Road. I>v lht‘ lime 1 re.Klicd 'PIk' Limes I was in a wbito 
world. 

Only Jam* w.is \ isiblr— 'Miss Spencer was away. Mra. 

Speneer was confim d to her I'ooin; and as 1 forget what was iho 
matter with lu r 1 suppose I didn't care. Mr. S[)(‘ucer wasn't 
home j('t, and niiglit 1)0 \( ry late. I affect(‘d perjilevity, but (‘ruled 
by d(‘eidnig that iiiuler the exei*ptional eireunistanei‘s Miss Jano 
would do to Mpn^eiit the Fanily. Tlu' servant might hiv(* re- 
plied, “ (\)iisidt ring til it lh(* olh(*r <*M*ning wb(*n you dim'd hero 
you oiil> s])ok(* to Miss Jane and hardly looki'd at Miss Aldridgo 
pnd Iv.ite Aldruli'e. who arc* both pi'rHonable, I should ratlu r 

think slu* xrould do.” Ihit she w’as a discricd M'rvant, and niendy 
asked if I would be pleased to walk into the Library. J felt that 
1 should. 

/ A canary-bird was in the Library, perhaps a deseendanl of tlio 
former one — but he wasn't singing. If 1 understood a twitter 
rightly, h(‘ made a remark about the snow outside, and then re- 
tired from public life. On the labl(3 was tlic same mirror; in tho 
bookcase w^as “Peter 8iraplo.'' I eould havo got it out and gono 
on reading about flapdoodle in the same armchair. But then, 
thought I, all would go on very nearly as before till the time eamo 
for Lossie’s return; and then no knock would coim* at the d<jor, 
and the house would not as then Ixjconie suddenly all aglow with 
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lossio. I ttimod sjVfc at heart, and forjirot the years betwoon. I 
turned a little physically dizzy too, for when J aney Spencer came 
in she found me Ritlini? in the ebair with my head in my hands 
and my elbows on the table. 

She must h.ue opened tb<‘ door and lookc'd in without mv hear- 
infr her, tor iho lirst Ihiiii? I did hear was her voice outside, 
bpeakin^? to the h< rvant. 

“Would you please come, Kli/a! Come at ouee— T am afraid 
Mr. Vaiu'(» is ill.” I luard Kli/a liurryinf? up the kitchen stairs 
as I ran to thi* door. 

“Oh, Tiiy dear Miss J.in<‘v — do forfcive mi^! I’m not ill at all, 
not the loasi- it’s only a wav 1 have ot piiUiii{>f m> taee iii my 
hands. And >ou eairu* so (piidlv I didn’t liear vou.” Of course 
it was a Ik* about iniltui^^ iiiy face in my bauds— hut it w^as a 
ease of f\1nrn(* jircssiin*. I had to pn m nt Eli/a lliinkincc I was 
druiilc -I wasn’t alraid of daiiey. Jlo\vov( r, I was so ansious Jor 
a perfectly cl< ir euns(*Ruce that as soon as Kli/a had ftono, I con- 
fes<«ed up in tint sense*. 

“ #Ve;;;?e//nne/ was the matter though,” said Janey, and nailed 
me to V('rae*ily with her candid Iwel e^ye. 

“ Y<*s— soiiK'lliing’. Jlut 1 elein’t know that I enn exactly 
d(se*ril)(» it. Something connected with my having been here so 
long ago.” 

“ And Mrs. Despre / i ” 

Wlial a ve*ry stupid hov I must have boon at twesity-oiie to think 
this sharpness phe ne*TrK ual ! 1 got ceuiluseel ami ''luttereel, 

“Yes -no- \(*s! Well, I su]>])Ose >os — in a ee rlaiii sen^o, yes. 
"We*!! tlusi, //cs\^” This ln->( >(s w js a hauling down of ee)le)ur8 
ill T<*plv te) an aiiticipiite'el hreiaelside*. Peer Jane hael not spoken. 
Neither did she spe'ak till she had stirred the tire and made a 
bla/e'. Then slie closed the dror, anel after a eollaleral remark 
about how imbody over cMine tussiug into the Tiibrary and one 
coiilel ehiit ill quie’t, sat down before the tire and brought up the 
Pill for a seH'oiid Heading. 

“T call remeuiihor Lossie Thorpe — that is, Mrs. Despre/ — coming 
in here and sitting in this chair with her bemnet in her 
lap and he*r Ihiir loose.” So could L “ You wore very 
fond of her?” 

“V(*Ty. Rut she isn’t deael, j'ou know. Now, is she?” 

“ No! Rut she’s — welD — sb(*’s mirried.” 

“ And gone to India,” said I, softening it, and evading tho 
treml of the eonnr^aliem. “ It is almost iho same tiling as dead 
to us. — that is to her fatlicT, and her biotlicrs and myself.” But 
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Janey n6t 1)A put oft mih this moan Siift, Her htothcrs, 
indeed! Not that she said ihh — she only thought it ahuost 
audildy. I felt it iioee«isary to improve in.v prosit ion. 

“You sec, of courho, it was like this. Lo‘»sie 1’h*>rpe took m(* up 
when T was the merest kid — used to sit on her lap aud that 
sort of thing — and I us< d to tp4'nd luo-^t of my timi* vvluu I vvasn^t 
at school at li(*r father's. E almost beeame an inmate. And so, 

naturally, wlieii we lost her, it was ’’ E stopped d(Md. 

“Naturally it was,” said Janev. “Hut E ilaresav lur brothers 
are not iueousolahle. Mr, <)li\(r Tbf>ri)(» Ixars it with n'dirnation. 
The joiing one, Joey, of eour^e must feel the loss dreadfully — his 

Bister was quite a mother to him 

“Joey IS ^omlg. Bojs are like that.” 

“ Like v\hal^” 

“Well — tlay take things eoolly — sometimes ” 

“And voii have nnf taken things eoolK 

“ Not altogether. Her father and I, don^t >ou see, ari' ” 

“ No— T don’t see ” 

“By the In<‘, Miss Spencer, J brought vem up tint hoeik — 
^Priele and I^re Iu(li(»e yeui said von would like» t«) re ael it again. 
1 think it far lier deven'st Novil. I ele>u't e.ui' nearly so much 

for ‘ Mansfield Park’ ” Jane interruptevl me\ 

“No— Mr. Vanee* — J w’on’t he* put eilT with M’ridc' and IVe*iu- 
dice’- iie^r even Mfansfielel Paik.’ E wanl to know what her* 
father and you eloo’l von s<e are?” 

“ Why, it’s elillieult ! I mean it’s a difheiilt sort of thing to 
talk about. It’s not Eiudid. Of eourse her ee>mg awav wasn’t 
the same thing to her fatluT and to ine-lhiro eouKl he no 
eomparison ” 

“ Anel if she had staved in England ?” 

“It would have made the whole ditfereuce to him. Since she 
has been gone it has not been like the* same house. Eff* kept up 
wonderfully, and said ho was not going to be a dtiniper on his 
daughter’s hap])iness. Hut as soon as she was gone he* broke* down. 
,Aik 1 he has never seemed the same sinee” It was eurions what 
a relief T fenind it to turn the conversation in tliis way entire'ly to 
Dr. Thorpe. All T «aid of him I was at lil)(*rlv to me* in about 
myself, only it was so infinitely easier to say it of him. Hut this 
way of treating the matter wasn’t fair to »Tane Rpen(*or, who saw 
thes subje*ct being wheedled into another channel. However, sho 
let me run on for a w»hilo, until T escap(*d altogether into a region 
of no interest. I tliink I made use of sleeplessness Hr. Thorpo 
had suffered from in the past six months as a sb pping-stono to 
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dyspepsia; an interesting subject, but not 'the one the candid 
hazel eyes bad nailed me up to talk about. 

^^Mr. Vance,” said their owner, never mind light diets and 
little and of ton. 1 want you to toll me something! ’’ 

“ I will — if 1 can.” But I was frightened all the same. 

Why is it a man can never be, frankly and hom'stly, friends 
with a woman, and talk to her without reserve as ho would to a 
man like himself? ” 

«Can^t he?” 

“No — ^lio can’t! At least you can’t talk to me so. Oh yes — 
know what any one would say! We’vo only mot three times; two 
wiffgly sofas, and one dinner up here. But then just think! Z 
was the little girl »1an(\y you saw in the glass, as you told me last 
week. And I found you there nine years ago waiting for Lossio 
Thorpe. And just now I found you again in the same place, and 
all so <*haiiged. And then you make reserves, and keep this back 
and keep lliat back; and 1 want to be so sorry for you, and you 
won’t let mo.” 

How iiiee il would have boon to have a sister like this to go 
to — in my half-delirious time at Oxford, for instance! “A sister 
or cousin or middle-aged relative of some sort,” murmured Joo 
Vance No. 2, and then added, “whom I shouldn’t have any partic- 
ular IcnJrrsso for.” But T put him aside, feeding thoroughly 
-ashamed of him. “Oh, do forgive me,” [ cried to Jancy, “I 
won’t humbug any more. Indeed, I’ll tcdl you the whole truth. 
Only ns T said, it’s not altogether easy to tell.” 

“ You would find it much easier to tell if you knew how easy I 
should find it to understand — or any woman, for that matter. 
Why, 1 believe 1 could hdl you tlic whole story without troubling 
you to say a word. You were and always have been, and are still, 
so fond of Lobsie Thorpe that you cannot bear to lose her. Where 
is ihe dillicully of talking about it?” 

“There is none — to you.” And Jancy’s free speech and direct 
treatmeui of the subject came to me almost as a kind of revela- 
tion, Also it put me on such perfectly easy terms with her that 
when, ns T was taking loavo at the door and Mr. Spcnccr camo 
struggling in through the thickening snow, and remarked that it 
would be quite contra pacem Domini Regis for me to think of 
going all the way to Olapham on such a night, I accepted the sug- 
gestion gratefully, and without mental complications, and Janey 
said I should sleep in “ ray old room.” 


Why did I not accept Janey’s frank interpretation of the posi- 
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tion? Why could I not soe that her pcrsiatonco ia goiting at tho 
truth about Lobsio was due to her wish to dciinc' the toruis of her 
friendship with me, and to preclude philnmh»rint; ^ She umv just 
the sort of girl to bo able to be friends with a man and no more, 
provided he would be content to reciprocate. Hut I must needs 
aneak in a siih-inleiit to the effect that the position might be 
reconsidered, and I really only made iise of IIk' Ireatv ns a 
stepping-stone to its reconsideration. Poor .Taney had sqmire(t it 
all up witli me m) truthfully and courageously. For how ecuild 
better security lia\o hotn given for good behaviour than the con- 
fesbioii of ail andiorage elsewhere? Surely I was to ht^ on 

to keep niy affections to mybclf. Hut in any case of this ^ort, 
howe\er truthful may be a girFs wish to fraterni/o but not to 
^marry, the man’s restless vanity is sure to ho at w^ork suggi'sling 
that her version of lur sentiments is probably uni rue, and lhal it 
is rcallv quite imposbihlo she shouldn’t care for him a little more 
than that! 

So when (as mav he imagirud) it came to the foolish declara- 
tion, that should not tin u ha\e he on made, of a ]>assion (Int f was 
not ab<‘olut('l\ eirtnin T filt, Janev llinw out lu r hands with a 
sort of g^stuic of despair, aJid cried, ‘M)h, Mr. Van(<., Mr. Vance, 
we were so jolly and now ^ol^^e spoiled it all!” And v) 1 had, 
and had doiu* it very stupidly too. For a n\<‘lation of what I 
was pleased to call my feelings, which would have Ixhh (diu-*il)I(» 
to mysedf, or maNhe more than mc^rely plausible, a .>ear .Mfbr mv 
confession about Losbie, was a mistake at th(» end of a couple of 
months. 

My Father, who had been watching my proceedings with deep 
•interest, was rather di'^gusbd when F told him tlic widow lady 
said bhe wouldn’t have me*. For he persisted in < onsid< ring .Jaiy\y 
as Cfesonlially a relict; although by misenrri igc* of circunistau m'S 
she had ne‘\(*r breu nuirried. lie edieered up, lioweve f, wlien 1 
gave him a few more particulars. “It’s only her himbiig, .loe,” 
was his coiiedubion. “The land warn’t riiie for building! You 
turned on the w^aicT before it bilod, and just spoiled all the lea. 
1 should ’ark back to the startin’-post if I wms in your slockiiia, 
and light a new cigar, as tho sayin’ is.” I did not identify the 
Saying, but I saw that my Father’s mixture of allegories (*ontained 
the truth. 

I had half informed T)r. Thorpe of all my goings-on, and liad 
described my visit to the McOaskins and so forth. T noticed 
that whenever T went on my weekly Saturday (\ cuing visit to 
Poplar Villa, which Lad become a sacred usage, the Doctor’s first 
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prrretinff at tha grate was always: Well— Joe— any ncwe?” And 
he (‘xpcctfJ some, anxiously — and his disappointment was always 
visible when there was no news. No doubt casual intimations 
reached him through Nolly, who was just capable of a very ^ 
languid interest in a love-mateh when there was no Cricket- 
mat eh on the lapis. 1 st'lllcil in my iniud that i would take the 
Doetor into jny eonrid(*ne<* at the next opportunity. One came 
qiiiekly enough, for when 1 walked into his Library the first time 
aft(T what I had rtpnscntrd to my Father as my rojeetion 
(though, indeed, it hardly aniouriled to tliat) the Doetor met me 
with, “ (joriie, Joe, .some news this time, f hope!” J jslioiild have 
liked to be able lo say yes, for ho lookcul frrey jiiul tdd, and as if he 
sadly WMiiUtl a lil'e-briclitf ner. Dul I had to shake my head. 

Notliinft, so far, Doetor.” ^ 

“Hut somethinf?, some time— <'h, Joe? You’ll tell me when 
there is any news, <lenr Imy, won’t you?” 

“ 1ju1(hh 1 I will. Or suppose T loll you now — ^Nolly havS told 
about me and Jaiiey Spencer — isn’t it?” 

‘^That’s tlie ticket. You shall tell me about it all dinner-time, 
'riie Ja‘snl JMind and the Poet arc^ both away and we shall have it 
all to ourselv(*s.” The Lei?al Mind, of course, was Nolly; and the 
Po(‘t, Joey. lie had ecTtninly a faculty for vcrsc-writing. But 
we hjnt‘ notliing to do with him at present. 

Now, Joe, old boy!” <-aid Dr. Thorpe, wdicn wo came to the 
port wine and walnut fitag(' — ^“tell mo all about you and Jane 
Speru'er.” 

“ 'riiere isn’t much to tell. It comes substantially to Ibis — 
hav(» told Jam' Ibal I like her very mueli (wliicli is perfeeily true) 
and that I think slu' w^oukl be an ideal wife for any man, and tbat^ 
if she agrees I will try to makt* lier an equally good husband 

‘‘Was tliat the way you put it?” 

“Well — very nearly 1” 

“And wbat did shr say?” T imitated Janey’s action and man- 
ner in replying, giving her words as T have given them above. 

“Slie must ho a particularly nice girl,” said the Doctor, his 
face rippling all over w’ith ainusenMuit. 

“ Indeed she is,” said I, and broke into a panegyric of Janey 
with real pleasure. 

“ And you really mean, Joe,” said he', when T had <lone, “ that 
you felt all that and couldn’t put any more steam on than what I 
gather you did — from what you say?” 

“ T put on all the st('am T was capable of.” 

About two pounds to the inch?” 
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^Motq than ihair—say, twenty.’^ 

" Wliat pressure is wanted to make your other Engine, tlio Great 
Invention, redproeuto i ” 

works best at high pressures/' 

Ah, Joe dear, that’s whore it is! Tln' Ilvuuiin engine works 
best at hifdj pressures. Janey would rei iproealt', I h.jvi' no doubt, 
at two hundred to tlie inch. What does >our h\iih(‘r si>— yuu’vo 
told him ? ” 

\es—rVe told him. ITe croc's on the same sn>s T 

turned on the water before it Ivoiled, and speubd all lea.” 

metaphor is better than mine. We wiin to run into 
metaphors over this job! Ot eourse the urn oii^-bt to spit and 
fizzle befor(‘ you turn the handle down — also the pot oiij'lit to he 
warm! It’s a pretty allegory. Now you’ll liavi' .>our tinoke/' 
And T sat and puffed before tlie fire. 

. 23ut, as all roads lead to Homo, so for me in tht‘sc' days all roads 
led to Lnssle, who was my Rome. Even the alh gorv of th(» urn 
and the lea brou/dit bark to me one of the thousaml pietun's of 
Lossio which hue the walls of inv gallery of Meinorus. 1 could 
see her plaudv kissing Sarry on both sidi s; as ] ])rcsuni( d, to ke(*p 
her isoseek ^ !—and could again hear the urn in the breaklast-room 
at The Limes pi oU sting against being k ft boiling so long. Now 
if you skipped the* place where ] told of this you won’t know what 
I mean. Skij) this too 

"Cheer up, Joe! Don’t look so aad, old man. Tlu* fly-wheej 
will keep the engine running till you put the stcMin on again. 
She’ll he all right!” 

" Janey Spencer^ Oh yes — T daresay that may come all riglit — 
one mustn’t be in too great a hurry.” 

But the Doctor looked unhappy and discouec^rted as ho stood 
there on the hearthrug rubbing his chin. Them he made a turn up 
and down tho room, stopping to take snuff. Them he enmo bac'k 
and let himself down into his armchair again with "Ah — ^well!” 
Each of us knew what the other was thinking of. 

"TA3avo it all in God’s hands, Joey,” said he. And we left it — 
loft it alone, at any rate, until the servant having provided a tray 
and a kettle and lemons ed alfrt (jonori, m Italian shops say, 
wanted to know if there was anything el^^c*. Being informed that 
with that exception (whatever it was) the Universe was emipty, 
imd there teas nothing else, she retired with benedictions. Then 
.1 returned to the subject. 

"But the que«5tion is, is it right?” 

"Is what right? ” 
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Ooing hammering on at Janey Spencer, when she’s said flatly, 
that she would much rather not think of marriage at all, that she 
does not believe that she would be happy nor make me happy, and 
that for all that she doesn’t want to lose mo — says why can’t she 
have mo without marrying mo?” 

‘‘That sounds like an Advancod American idea! But of course 
I know what the girl nwans — ^Idoss her heart!” 

“Of course. Well, is it right?” 

“ The question is — are wo really fond enough of Janey Spencer? 
Well — are we?” 

1 couldn’t answer. I felt that Joe Vanco No. 2 was trying to 
got hh word in, but I snubbed him, as I did not approve of his 
tone of tliouglit on the subject. The Doctor continued: 

“ It docs sc ('m to me very odd, Joe, that any young man should 
speak as you do of a girl and not bo able to marry her; twice over, 
for that matti^r.” 

1 broke into a perfectly genuine laugh. “Marry Jane Spen- 
cer ! ” [ cried ; “ why, I’d marry her to-morrow I Any fellow 
would.” 

“Th(‘n what’s the botheration?” said the Doctor, looking 
amused again. I felt I must clinch my meaning. 

“I know she will never marry me unless I cfin give her some 
satisfactory assurance that 1 — well! some kind of satisfactory 
credentials ” 

“ Pi'rluips,” answered ho, very gravely, “ if you were to tell her 
all about yourself — all, I mean, about things of this sort — ^how 
would that be ? ” 

“ r hav(' told her everything,” said I. 

Dr. Thorpe’s puzzled look came ba<*k again worse than before, 
lEe took more snutT, and in the sound of Iiis taking it I almost 
thought I heard a kind of a sob. Then he said again, “ Ah — 
well! ’’ and after a pause, “ You must leave it all in God’s hands, 
Joe.” Ho got up and took another turn about the room, and 
then resumed his chair and his speech at the same time. 

“ When I say that, Joe, you know what I moan. Wo can’t take 
anything out of God’s hands — not the biggest among us. But 
^ we can all do our best in patience, and bo ready to accept the end 
when it conies. That’s my meaning, or most of it.” 

“You were afraid I should get into a Capstickian Complicated 
Mixture over it?” said I. For really, it seemed to me we were 
on the edge of a Metaphysical morass. 

“That sort of thing certainly! ” said he. And we both laughed, 
with a little tribute to old times, somehow, in our laugh. “ But X 
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don’t see the tide of Anthropomorphism at all^ nnless it stands by 
us at a crisis 1 However^ if I can’t get a gleam, I shall just be 
patient in the dark. But it would have boon \ery nice, <bMr boy, 
to know that you wore happy— No! I wa-^u'L building on it. And 
you mustn’t allow a wish to make my mind easy inlluonoo you. It 
woiild be wrong to Miss Sponcfr. If jou try again, after \\liat 
ahe has said, she will probably believe what you say— wliieli slio 
evidently dhlu’t, last try! — Jcx>!’’ — My name came from the 
Doctor by itself, in serious appeal, lie laid bib foutingtr on my 
hand, that hebl my empty pipe on the tabic b(*Md(‘ nu\ “ Ves — 
Doctor ! ” said T. 

I ‘‘Are you quite sure you know bow miieli you care about berJ” 
f " I’m sure I could ” 

‘‘Marry Iut? Yes — of c*our''c! But, I niGaii, arc you sure you 
don’t care morc^ than \ou think 

“No,’’ said I, af(« r a moment’s rcflectbui. “I’m not” And I 
wasn’t. And 1 tried again, and Jauey behtved ubut I said. So 
did L 



CHAPTER XXIX 


How two fiaiic(5a road Mrs. Luoilla Deaproz’s answer to Joo’s letter. Of per- 
turbatiou thereat. Of how Joe's Father found and lead it too. IIo will not 
bo an onoumbiunco. Of another letter from Jane. Joe is broken quite off. 

WiiUN, tlicrefore, Phcoiior knocked at the door of the sitting- 
room at my Pathor^ (as per my ilisjointod statement some chap- 
ters ago) it was an Engaged Couple llut c.ilh'd out “ Coint* in,” 
after establishing a respectabJo <]istaiie(‘ betw(‘('n its moieties. 
And Pliceiior came in and brought many Idlers, on one of which I 
pounced. T liad reasons for wishim* to read it b(*forc I sho^^ed 
it to Janey. Hut Janey was loo sli.irp. 

‘‘Oh, Josiqili — that^s not fair! After reading all my hitters tho 
other day, and mo hitting you ! I know who it’s from — it’s Losaio 
llcsprcz. llowtwer, keep it — keep it, I shall sec all her letters to 
Barry, and it will do just as well. So go your own way, Master 
Joseph.” 

Tho exact reason why Janey was at Clapham is not indispen- 
sable, but I may as well give it. She had boon to pay a Christmas 
visit to an Aunt at Streatharn, and I had been all day at work on 
Engineering Drawings in a little sanctum I had made for myself 
at my Eather’s. This Aunt was peculiar. She ol)jc‘eted to nieces 
being engaged, and after much discussion it had been decided 
that it would be on tho whole safer not to take mo to see her. 

Ship’ll bo all right when we’re married, Joseph,” said Janey, 

Can any one explain why it is that Aunts have always to be 
treated with sueh tact and discretion? It is certainly my own 
experience that the Iluraaii Race appears to be always taking care 
not to give olTonei' to its Aunts, and avoiding subjects which are 
likely to hurt the feelings of its Aunts, and wondering what Aunt 
This will say when she hears of That, or Aunt That will think 
when she sees T’other — and generally entrenching itself against 
serried ranks of Aunts, paternal and maternal. Is not each man’s 
Mother some other man’s Aunt i and many men’s Aunts (however 
painful the fact may be) several other persons’ Mothers? I should 
like to pursue this curious subject some other time — at present I 
have to got on with my narrative. 

This particular Aunt of Janey’s then, being bristly, and dif*'* 
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«£ctilt of approach by half-flcdgod nephews, had thrown obstacles in 
the way of my calling for Jaiioy to Ukc lur back to UampKioad, 
but at the samo time had been ktH^nly ali\e U> the penU ot the 
wilds of bub\»rbs, and had giaeiously pruvubd ilu carnage to gi\o 
her u lift to ni’y FatherV. Wt» \\< re ttaing togc tlu r gu atlv to oiir 
satisfaction \\h(n Phcciior knocked. And th.it brings luo back 
to the letter again. 

‘‘No, d<ar girl — .\ou shall have the letter all to yourself and 
read it first if you lik(*.” 

was only joking, dear Joseph. I>o a good bo\ and eomo 
back hero and wc'll read it together” And I have no duubt if 
you eoiild have looked in at th< window von vvonlil Ijive runaikul 
that W(^ well a ni(t looking >oung couple ot spoonevs on a sdlio 
reading a h tti r. 

As oiir last h tiers had fontaiiud ])1< iity to answer theii‘ w is not 
much about Indi.i. 'I'lu n was a good il« al about iny Katlw r, and 
I was a little sonv Jam > should »<< il. J iu n J ^\\\\ glaming 
ahead of onr d<ciph(iiug, tint the li tti r wint on to an'»\vir luy 
qiKStion .ibout lu ing “ loiuantu illy in lo\c.” I wms appn In nsivo 
that som< thing might ei'-ily grate on the « xUting ordi r of things, 
which had all come about since niy Utter w.is written. 1 eslah- 
lishid a fiinnr liold on Jamv’s loose hand, to provide agaiu->t 
contiiigcncu s. On went tiu' Udter: 

“ Iliigli and I wcr( so amn*»f d with joiir \i it to tho Scotch rngim ( i’h. Can’t 
yonr frn ml Bonv ho iiidiu < d to gi\c up tho lo\i iv Jt aiime ? ^ on h( t in to havo 
been lu a vciy hc noiiH pliglit about hr i But fAnr^ you happf inii^ im tlio otiu r 
Jam at tho a am houHc Tho uha of its he ini; .ill the v^hilc, nnd y« ur 

not kzioi^ing it' But *iiot halt b.id, considf iiiig’ ' Let iiio fill von, you .ito 
a most iiupcrtim lit yoim^^ mm iitd Jamy is quite ono of tho luoHt ihaiining 
and dclightliil titatuo a I know ” 

“Very well, "Master Joseph” said .T iiiey, sternly, vvllhdi iwlng 
her hand from mine. “You shanH June it haek agiin— von lion’t 
deserve it! ‘Not Inlf bad, consuleriug! ^ Well. I like Ih.itl 
And tln^n yon h.avo the impudence* to ask me to marry yon — after 
laying I wasn’t half had, coiiside ringt ” 

“ Please, it wasn’t me,” said 1. “ Please*, it was a clerical error. 
Please, it was a lap^u^ calami?^ 

“Yes, that’s all very fine! But considering wlial^ Tlnt\ what 
I want to know! Now do you di*sor\e it back? — ‘Of e*oursc not/ 
~Wcll Fm glad you plead guilty I Now leave alone and let mo 
get on with the letter.” 

“ And now, dear Joe. yon aak me whether it is * roally necessary to married 
bappi&esB to be romantically in love at first go oil.* Bo try and think of what I 
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wntd afllf I were itpoaking toyon, and tpdakmg very Hanonsly, My idea is tlii^ that 
hap[iinc 80 may result Irom any marriage however lucongruoiw, and howexrr little 
the patties <ltHei vc it * But no one h is a i ight to run any nsks Anctthi r human 
enatnre’H liappliKss is too soiions to tanipei with, c\tn if jon have a light (and X 
don't bcln vo it) to inakt due ks and diakcs of your own It what ^oii t, \y points to 
an itiitnlion to apply foi ('mzisk, and moans that yow don't fed quite sure you 
oaro about lior, wail UH you, do * You aio only a boy of t\\crily two— what do you 
want with marrying* Go to the Zoological Gard( ns with Gii/zle~go to the 
Play—go to iieuloy on Thames ' go anywhere, but don't go to the altar of 
ll^mui \Vhon 1 think of what a dtai boy you aio and wlut a dt ii gul Guz- 
zle is, 1 shudder at ibo idea of your impoiilling each olhti's iiappiiKss bv lush- 
ing into u stupid iindt rtaking, with possibly hoiriblo coiH(.qm nccs. Why can't 
you bo contented as you an f " 

‘‘Why <*an’t ‘'.aid Jaiicy, btopping shoit and lurning 

the lttt(r o\tr im her kiioos. 

“Never iruiid- I ean’t. Thar*! enough for now. liu-jinoss is 
Lusinoss. (Jo on with lh< htUr!” 

“ Yis--hijl L want to know why you can’t” 

“Why 1 oairt what''” 

“ 1^0 contcntid as you aio 

“1 am coute'iitod. r\o got you hero, and what more do I 
want?” 

“ Joseph 1 Bo good enough not to prevaricate,” Bui thoro was 
a o(*rtain tone of balisf action in her voice, and I felt that I had 
made a hit. 

But why <lo T put it in that way? Why should thoro have been 
any quoation of scoring^ 

“ (hit along, Oiiz/le* darling! h’iro away with the letter.” 

“ Now, my dear old boy, I don't think I nhoidd write so carnestU about it, only 
that I riuspiit fiom otlui things ynu nay thit you have nnotlier moti\e m 
wiinting to many. You always ht cats out of bugs when you ante letters, 
althougli you do know how to keep yuui mouth shut m ’* ^ ** 

“ — What’s that word?” 

‘“Ill Natun.* That man that painted Vi, you know, said tbs 
mouth v\a8 bmall ‘in Nature’ ” 

* in Nutnio,' and I can’t help thinking yon h.ivo got an idea that a daugh* 
fer-in-law and nhoubthold would bo good foi your Father, and would keep him 
from the VVhiskoy-bottk " 

“Oriz/lo dearest — Lossie has quite miMinderstood something I 
said. Oh, do— oh, don’t— I mean don’t go on reading, because 
Lo'^sio can’t have meant any one but me to read it ” 

Jauey folckd up the loiter and sat turning it over with the 
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my dearest — don’t you misundor^^tand njo tool — I kiiow^^ 
^Ite well what i?ave Lo'^sie that notion — il wa^ in a Ictlor I wioto 
lefore — ^you know 1 began *5cnding olT li‘ttor‘% Kion after she ^ 
went. It was befoiv o\or wo mot at Circus Road — iiidood» it 
was!” Blit JaiK^y only (urncd the letter over, and her hand was 
very cold in mine. 

Never mind, dear Joseph” said she at Iasi. *‘Tt was right 

and good of \ou to (bink about joiir Father. But 

But Janos’s lips eknclud and her face wrinkled up as though 
a burst of tears wire coming. It stopped in an early stage before 
reaching tlic' sob or gasp, and only spoiled her face for a second 
or so. “Never mind,” slid ‘^ho, coiiragi'ously. “We must be off 
— we shall never got to Hampstead in tune for tlinner.” Janev*a 
face vvasii’t at its best when she began !«> cry, and F was glad 
when she ch arofi up. 

She did not cpiite char up thougb— there vias a ehill all tho 
way to Hampstead, a somr thing iiJU»om tort able. She was sweet 
and nice, ss die alwavs was; Imt warmth and eomfort had gone, 

1 could su* that Mr. Spdiccr’s legal acumen pcreeiveil that some- 
thing was wiong, but his ]>rofessional r<*«erve forbade Ins asking 
quest ion«». As tor Mrs. Sixncor, J don’t know whether she over 
percHivcd aii'v thing at all on this or an> otlu r subjoet. Besides, 
th<re were gu< sis 

I did not stnv tho night, as my room was bespoken by a country 
cou&in. I f<uind rny way back through a gale and sh'ct to (dap- 
ham about two in tho morning, and wemt to bc'd diseouragivl 
. T had arranged to slay nt home next ovcuiing «iid dine with my 
Father. I hnd been neglecting the old boy lati Iv, and whenever 
I did this I fancy he took a little extra, to halanco. Ifo wemed to 
me peevish and sleepy. IIo niadi* an unusual parade of allow- 
ancing himsflf two small glasses of whiskey, and tven dir<‘cted 
Pheoner to take away the dam bottle. 

“if I do go the hngth of another ’arf-a-glass,” said he, “it *11 
be quite independent of this here allowance — aerost another bar 
as you might say. hay, Nipper This was his favourite method 
of combining a eloar conscience with the profits of transgression, 
and tho smile under Pheencr’s skin cam(» through to the* Hurfaco, 
“What’s little Cdeniontina a-grinnin’ at?” said lie. 

At this the smile beenme a giggle or splutter, and vanished into 
tho passage with Pheener and a tray. Provided witli inort* eheer- 
fulncss of tone by this little incident, my Father wont on: 
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♦^But you haven’t any tall to fret, dear Sfipper. Tour old Dad 
isn’t #?oing to he a burden on two joung folk starting in life. 
Youll bo all f i^ht ” 

« Daddy 

Just prfcjsdy a? J ‘‘ly, 'to I stick to^ You and this 
li( rc. iii(< \oiiTi#, lady, Mrs ISipprr is is to be, lie going to start 
imi without ciKuinhi in<cs \<m’ll Invf to provide your own en- 
curnbi in(( s ” hcK e iiia lu itiui ui joculirity, which expanded 
as iny J Uhrr pnudlid 1) nu^hskftih in ad\ ei tiboment, an- 
nouiu the ini\ il ol m < iily indsoii 

“ Hut 1) dd> it ivould '>pmI it all il you wck not there” 
“Would it flK>' lint I txptti Miss Los',i{’s right She 
mostly IS Slu •» n.,ht ihuit thi dun bottli, iiul I expect she’s 
Tight iboiil >iii” Jh put on i i)ui of gold iininiod sincticles, 
uhuh hid (i\(d two fxiiposcs, oiu to give a huidiing touch to 
«olvciK\ lud it^p(t t il ilitv th( other to iiouiish a hetion thit the 
wiUHi h id ilw ij*> hid i tuin 1 )i le idiUt,, but hid been bifllid by 
blioit si^ ht Ih tb( n pulh d out i in \ssi\l iiockctbook, m which he 
Ind utnilK l( iiiud To wuh \(iv lu me moi snd i and drew 
iroin i sidi slij) i k t(i whidi I it once idcutilud isLossic’slct- 
tci ol >( ‘^t< id VN 1 I hid 1 )ok(d I II it when I re tn uud, theu bung 
a luuaiiuh i uiiie id, and lud lun npsit it not linding it, but h*id 
thought possibly Juuy lud t ikui il, iiid forgotten to give it 
baik He Ti w IS I mu nu ss^ 

“Wdl I did IK Oult 1 hue’s my letter, after all I 
hiintid fi i it il! 1 1 t lu ht ’ 

“ Nippus h uildii 1 11 iM thui httus about Wlien tluy do, 
then Dids huds un uid ii ids \in When tluy k id^ ’<m their 
condiisioii in (push om i the hutv to ni\ suh ) — is follows” — 
This i( ouui ol ihdoiK luoniid tlu luhting of \ pipe before 
conliiiiiiiig “An s lollows miu shut up, Joey, iiid lit me do 
tlu poll pun Itin in is fellows Whin Nippirs' Dnds are 
adduhd to unihiiig (whiski\ 1 ir instniei) it don’t do ’em any 
harm to he wdl blown up — o'-puiillv if "Miss Lossio So I say 
nothing ih lilt tint lUit T do si\ this ,Toi\” ind mv Father’s 
niiUTiu dlul^^^l IS hi ioisook tlu oUiqua oinho, “T do say a 
young gal’s uititlid to U eoiibultid ind hue hir hiigir m the pie, 
and not to lu\e lur hoo/v old lithu m law chucked lound her 
noelv like a nullstom from bdiiud ” 

“T know what \ou mi in l)idd> dcirl But though I have 
iic\cr Slid im thing to Juuy alioiit it, I told Mr Spencer what 
yon said about thi le buni» i noni h snd more than enough, even if 
1 didn’t Slue (id in n\ pi dc'* ion, md that you said there would 



tomfs. VANO^ 

be this home, anyhow— of couree he understood yoix^ 

wouldn’t bo turned info tho strcetr- — 

*^lIow do you know that, Nipper? Didn’t the Prodigal 
heave his Grandfather out of a fourth stoiy, or honuthmgl 
Idaybo IVe got it wrongs— or the lleveniid (\ipstick had^ But it 
all comes loiind to tlu same thing in the end Instead of olftr- 
ing your ’and and ’ait to ^flss Jaiuv, \ou should hi\e saul, 
am your devoUd lo\cr. Will ^ou eomo ( litt r Oluiuli, ot course) 
and li\c with mo and inv sukiiim’ old gin’noi, unl loik up tho 
\\hiskf\ botllc wild! ht s \is,ihl> hid too nuuli^’ ’ 

Oh, DkI, Did, Did, deu old Dad — I bfluM \ou’n 1 nibbing 
all tin ^ ^^h\, om of the \iiv liist tlimi^s J iiu \ s ud to me 

was tint I ni\ci could k iv< inv Fitlui "IIkh mm ^ ” 

On whuh account inatiimony be blowttD Ihit \\ h whit Miss 
Janey hidn’t quite the ’nt to or slnM liaii ''lul it, \os she 
me mt it But it’s all nght, Nipptr d« ii ^ \s I sud iton , sootes 
ot Clnnibfis are s )ot< •> of OlMinbi is— oi it not, IIuh’s an\ luiiu-' 
her of ( li-,ibk ii sub uc(s within i ridius '^Iluo ^ (Ik Post” 

WluruMi th( J’ost IS lu ikI coiiMr^itioii suspi mis ilsdf 
nntunlK until tin sud Post oi whit it bd uubindimd its (on- 
scicme ot, is biou.ht in Wiikmss ^ml ImpituuM Mum times 
run out to imM it, and soim turns come buk cuslfdbn tui (iml- 
ing it w IS only for tin cook, m a luculai In llni i I'^e, duiiug 
the panst , I pn kt d up Jaissu ’s Uttc r, and n id tlu n m iirnb i. 

“ wr>uM 1)0 go< 1 foi voui rubfi, aiul would koep liiia fiointlic 
bottlo I)( ir To I know liow ln?d it must pcini to j<m ( > pluro my tiding 
above your lo\o for yom latlui tor I know liow biM him UntnRk your- 
self what \ou owe to thi wonitn who given hii8 If md her lift* rwii\ to \oii 
without riHcnc think of tin. riHks hIio rmiH foi your siki — think Jiow her 
^hole futnro dopendn on it Ac roidiiig to my idr n tin 6ii htc nt tuiut of hargain- 
mukiiigon tho part of citliei is ttiotig oven when pioniptcd by lovo for a jmr* 
ont fliuh a motive, of conise, la better than ptopi i iy-nioiigc ring it w with- 
out the viilgaritioa of hard rash nnd title dom -but it s wrong in primiih and 
fact, and noih\n<jcan malt \* nqhf lb member, I write all thm woridc ring how 
«on earth, if you love Janoy at all, von ran atop ahoit of loving her outiight 
^It must he like tiding to stop running down a steep hill 
^ I could go oil writing ever so long about it, but ouo niiiat draw a lino Do 
think of what I aav I know you will be a deer boy anyhow, even if 30U do 
get a bit puzzled — Onl> apace on the pnpci for Hugh s love with mine 

*‘Your affect 

‘ Loshib, ** 

*^Two Ic'ttc'rs for you,” said my Father, anulv/ing the Post. 
^*Pour for me One for ’Ickman. One for Clementins— hrre’a 
your young man wrote round to say he’s got another gurl and 



/(3.on't want you, Catclt it! Tours looks lifeo Sp®e^s ^and^' 
Tou catch it !'" — ^and my Father threw the letter across the table;!! 
to me. 

Hullo ! said I. Why, I saw her at eleven o'clock last night.”'*'' 
T. opened the letter in trepidation, feeling things had gone wrong.-i;; 


The first two words made mo think I must bo mistaken, and then 
reading on I saw I wasn't. 


** Dearest Joseph : I fool I ought to lose no time in tolling you the con- 
clusion I have come to about oar engagement. No marriage ought to take place 
when either party doubts its being for the happiness of both. Are you con- 
fident of yours and inino ? lam confident of neither. It Bcoms to mo that we 
havo been misiakon, and that aU wo can do now is to lot bygones bo bygones, I " 
cannot toU you how I blame myself— for I feel I am the one to blame— 'iior how ' 
humbly I ask your forgiveness. 

*♦ Do not BuppoKO that it is only Mrs. Desprez's letter that has done this— least 
of all that I should be hurt by thinking that your affection for your Father, and 
your wish to add to liis comforts, had had an infliionco over yoii. I sliould only 
love you the bettor for your love of him. But it is impossiblo for mo to write 
exactly tho reasons why I fool I am right in breaking faith with you and refus- 
ing to become your wife. I am not sure that I rosily know them myself. I do 
know that 1 am acting with a thought for your welfare, as well as iniuo. 

will not justify myself lost you should answer me with arguments, and 
persuade mo to marry you against my own conviction of what is best for us 
both. Do not come to see mo. Although 1 am forced to behave in this way, I ' 
hope and pray that you will always think of mo as your most affectionate friend, 

*‘Jane Sfencbb.*' 


Anything disagreed, Joey?” said my Father, looking up from 
. ft letUjr he was anticipating llickraaii over, with occasional grunts, 
‘Hlot the stunnnick-achc ? Have a little drop of the Objection- ' 
able? Put that dam bottle back on the tabic, Oclestiiia.” 

Oh no ! It's all riglit — at least it will be all right. It's noth- ; 
ing.” On which iny Father, after looking attentively at me for a 
few seconds, poured out a glass from the recovered bottle. I took 
it, partly with a vain idea of preventing his drinking it himself; 
whereupon he poured himself out another, and what I took of mine^ 
certainly did me no good — it never did. 

I wanted very much to conceal things from him; at any rate 
until I had seen Janey. But it was no use, for next day camO;. 
another letter manifestly directed by Janey; and it was impossi-'^ 
bio to hide the facts, as it came by registered post and my Father*,* 
signed for it It contained tho engagement ring T had 
Janey, eiiclose<l in a paper on which was written With the IovckI 
; of a dear Friend.” Nothing else. , 

I did not feel on tho receipt of this letter anything rcsemblingt 
what I had felt when i)r. Thorpe told me Lossio was engaged, 




else; but more with my self than with Janey. 

No, 2 who perceived that Janey was not Iho only sihg^ 
! "Ifirl in creation, and that there were more fish in the sea than ever* 
came out of it. I resented this piece of irritability though T for* 
%ave Joe No. 2 for expressing his feelings ou th(^ ground of his 
having been taken hy suri^rise. I found tliis quite coiKsistojit wilh 
loving Janey more than ever, and even allowing that she was 
perfectly right. I refused to myself to give up seeing her again 
With a view to her conversion. 

I did succeed in doing so after imporhinity. Ilut poor J.uiey, 
though she went as white as a shwt, refused coueession. And 
when I broke into a final appeal in which 1 exhausted all my 
powers of persuasion, she gave way to a flood of tears and cried 
out, “Oh, Mt. Vance, Mr, Vaiicc, you have no right to pri'ss mo 
so — you have no riglit.” And then hearing lier Father’s fool slop 
outside at tliis moment she called to him. “Vajia — Papa! Do 
come in and help me!” and in reply to his “What is it, dear? — 
tell me whaPs the matter.” threiv herself into his arms and be- 
tween her sobs said, “ Thdp me to tell him I cannot marry him, 
and make hiiri Ix'lic^ve it.” 

“If over Janey changes,” said Mr. Spencer, “or seems to, I 
will let you know. But she seems to me quite in earnest. My 
! -poor boy,” added ho kindly, “I ean^t tell you liow sorry T am about 
. it all, T think \ve had better say good-bye now.” 

And I walked home all the way from Hampstead to Clapham— 
in fact, I went a long way romid quite neetllossly. And all 
, through that long walk my mind went ou concocting and reciting 
/ the. account of all these things that I meant to write out by the 
jnext mail — to Lossiel 



CHAPTER XXX 


; Joe could boar to lose Janoy. Of the Spherical Engine and his new Pi*ovis* 
ional. And Tring. How Joe’s Father will build him an Engineering work- . 
shop. The Macallistor llopcuter, and Joe's partnership with Bony. Mrs, 
Bony’s baby. Mr. Bony on engagements, and how he did it. Of a con-' 
fession of Pheener’s. And how old Vanco got very drunk. Eheu! Joe 
goes to Neck solace from l)r. Thorpe. 

I FiobT (hviid fully — (Ireadfiilly—aBhaTncfl of myself in the days 
V that followed. I began slowly to sec that 1 had really never con-/ 
fiidered Jaiiey at all, all through 1 I was still too young to know ' 

: that my fellow-viTmin very rarely show any consideration what- 
ever for tlioir females under like circum'danccs. 

.It was very odd that I had gone on for so many years consider- ,, 
ing Lossio everything, and my Self only a casual Planetoid or 
SahilUle of no importjinco; and hero in a little three months, T had ; 
must('r(',(l the presumption to ask Janey Spencer for what I should *; 
hardly linvt'. dared to think of asking of Lossic. For indeed/ 
Janey’s own dosorii)tion of my attitude of mind about Lossic was 
the true one; I simply ‘‘could not boar” to lose her. Now, I ' 

, found it very bard, at first, to lose Janey — but still, I could bear it. ; 
I speeiilaied on theses i)oints until I became quite alive to tho 
fact that Janey was getting dim. Just as when one leaves behind : 
tho lights of another ship tlmt for the moment liavo obscured the 
lighthouse that saw us out of port, just so Janey died away and 
. Lossie’s illumination boame<i out steadily into tho darkness-y^* 
M’oniorics of J^ossio came back to me and found mo a sadder and a. - 


wiser man. 


Howovor, T consoled myself with the Spherical Engine, and 
, writing letters to Lossie. By the time my Provisional had eip- 
' pired, and T had to render a complete specification to go with the 
application for a full Patent, I had added many improvementSi^i 
^“^and it was n»H;cssnry to make an application for each of thcnii 
. aeparatoly or for all together, but under no oireiimstances couldt; 
. they be included as a portion of tho original invention in 


; Patent. I was, however, at liberty to make a new Provision^ 
’Application for the whole thing. There was a disadvantage. 

24a 



one By 

the, :Provisional period and registered it, hu Provisional woixld4 
held to have antedated mine, and I should lose everjiliing, 
decided to run the risk involved. 

I got by this procedure nine months clear to incorporate ray 
fresh developments. According to Pring, these were all bis own • . 
: 6tiggestion, and indeed I must say he showed an alacrity in claim- J 
ing paternity that was almost as good as the real thing. 

“Just iny idcar!” was his invariable remark whi?n(Wor I an- 
nounced any new and important variation. “ Wot Tve b(U'n say- ' 
ing all along.” And I am certain that Pring was honestly unable 
to distingnisli between the reception of a new idea and re^ 
vival of an old one. lie was like tbo boy 8o(^rates converted to a 
belief in his own pre-knowledge of Geometry. ' 

Not that he adhered to his claims of paternity w}u*n tlie birth 
turned ont an abortiv<* one. lie tlien asktd what did ho U‘11 mo 
all along? And liadirt he said there was sure to he a back-lash t 
And it wasn’t his fault if aftr*r all we got hing up hy overheating 
in that bearing. He’d made himself Viarso talking about it,— and 
80 fortli. Hut the net outcome of it all was that Iho Krigiuc made 


Xirogress. 

What did not make progress was my atdcction of a profession, , 
The obvious thing would have bmi for me to become a partner in 
my Father^s busiiu^ss. But 1 was very lukewarm about tins, and 
ho positively obj(‘<*tod to it. “The Nipper wonLl spoil it all” 
said he, “with Ids uleas and notions,” lie looked upon invention 
and origination as likely to bo fatal to tbo const rnetion of build- 
ings. According to him any builder who trujd anything un- 
common was already duo in bankruptcy. “Beeos, see what 
happens if you so much as ask a carpenter to ]mt in an extra brad. 

. TouVo a thousand pounds outside your contract that miiiuto, 

. afore ever you know where you are. Tn buildia’ n<‘vor you let any 
^man do any job he basnet done before — he’ll make a ’ash of itt 
tAny man presoomin’ to <lo anything for the lirst tirn<' in bis life; 
"ought to go before tho Beak and bo 1>ound over.” And of courao* 
’my Father thought my ideas and notions would foster such pre- 
sumption. Tn reply to my remonstrance that there must be a firatf, 

’ time to everything, he merely remarked, “On another Job” — and 
seemed satisfied with his position. 
i One evening when my father and I were sitting with Dr, 
s^^Thorpe, after dining at Poplar Villa, tho latter spoke plainly out , 
about his own views on the subject of my profession. “Why 
J,' can’t you go in, in earnest, Joe, for the thing you’re always 



;d^bling iii, and spending your FaUiSp’s money on? , Take up: 

’ Engineering and hammer away at it like mad.” 

"Well — of course that’s what I should like to do. Only I: 
thought a Profession ought to be a Bore — ^not a Pleasure.” 

"Greatest mistake in the world, Joe.” ?- 

" Then there’s another dilficuliy, Doctor — can’t get any one to 
teach me anything.” 

" (Jan’t they teach you anything at McGaskin and Flack’s?” / 

"JMcGaskin and Flack’s,” I echoed with tremendous scorn — 
"why, they know nothing themselves. T have to tell them every • 
ihiny, and then they do it wrong.” I proceeded to give a sketch 
of this Finn, to wliicli I ascribed abnormal ignorance and very 
inferior plant. 1 had been in eollisioji with Pririg that morning 
on the subject of screwing lathes: on whom I had discharged all 
the kuowle<lgo T had lately got from a paper read before the Insti- 
tute by a very advanced German, who, if 1 remember rightly, could 
make a screw tliat only travelled one way, rendering lock-nuts 
things of the past. 

" GouldiiT you iiud him out and get him to take a pupil? ” said 
the Doctor. " JTowsomever, Joe, if nobody can teach you any- 
tliing until ho knows how to make a screw like that, you must be 
uotty well informed. Now^ why can’t you do this way? Most 
ikely there’s some corner at the works your Father could spare 
•oom in ” 

My Father was adjusting a bandana handkerchief over his 
head to go sleep \iiider. " There isn’t,” said he, " elbow-room for 
^ a one-armed man to blow his nose in at present.” Dr. Thorpe 
.^looked thwarted. "But 1 might make an ’andy shop for you,” 
went on my Father, "by jackin’ up the roof on the main buildin’, 

^ and addin’ a story. There wouldn’t be any great tronhk' go with 
' that.” Dr. Thorpe looked greatly relieved, and my Father drew . 
the bandana over his head and wont balmily to sleep. 

"There, yon see, Joel And your Father was saying he’d got 
\inoTe Power than he could use. So yon would have nothing to do 
but find a clever foreman, who would understand about paying 
. wages.” : 

" I could pay wages.” 

"You can do DilTorcutial Calculus, Joe, I’ve no doubt. But 
don’t run away vnih the idea that you can pay men wages. It’a 
the last acquisition of human experience.” And my Father 
mured in his sleep, " Never you do anything yourself.” 

The foregoing fragntent of after-dinner chat at the Rotor’s 
dcetchcs out very nearly what did happen. La fact, my Father^ 
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'ing on my own account, and though I spent a great deal of money; 

inventions, still with my Father’s shrewdness to baek mo 1 was 
'able to make a fair show of covering the outlay and oven clearing 
ilmall profit. I3ut these were merely inveiitions-by-lhe-way, as 
'Jhey may be called. They belonged to a contemptiblo class of oou- 
'jWvanccs, and their objects w^ero to sift and grind, to pro<Iuco 
tcloanness and comfort, or to save m^edless labour. A new device 
was on the road having a nobler obje^et, that of tlestroying buinan 
life at a small c-\peiise and a great distance. This was the source 
:of ;a good deal of cmoluineut, and the development of it to the 
Tiighest degree of perfection that any Ih^peating Kille bad then 
attained gave the keenest pleasure to its joint Inventors, neither of 
whom was capable of murder, though each felt satisfaction at the 
^existence of foreigners as raisons-d' Hrc. for arms of j)rccisioii, 
without whom wo should have had to resort to Civil War, a shock- 
ing expedient. 

Did I mention that Bony Macallistor was also in the Enginoi^r- 
ing>line, or was I too busy with other matters when I wrote of 
him? I think the latter. Anyliow% Bony and I wito gr(*at cluiins, 
and ended by going into partnership over th<) AIacullisti*r lie- 
peater — as I insisted on its being called, afUT liini. It is for- 
gotten now, and a living sentinel can be sniped, and his thoughts 
about his home cut short, nearly two miles farther olT. For wo 
live in a great Ago. But while it lasted the run on the Macallister 
Bepeater was phenomenal. 

The first of these horrors was completed by us on my twenty- 
fourth birthday. It was not brought to the notice (or, at least, 
drjiven home to the notice) of the War Office till General Dosproz’a 
:!eturn from India some time after. But there it was, a highly 
, finished and perfect instrument, for us to gloat over, as Nolly used 
to. gloat over his bat. And there was I, one November afternoon I 
; 2 ^member well, gloating over it in a rocking-chair in my Father’s 
!f;’S6uggery, while Bony poured out the tea. 

'^^'^en’s that tea coming. Bony?” said I. “Look alive!” 

; Stop a minute,” said Bony. “ Fly in the milk.” 

yS- “ I tell you what, Bony. I’m sure that oval ought to be decimal 

.^Int nought one less on the short diameter 

1 will kick so confoundedly, or I could get him out. Isn’t 

a good deal?” 

Well— say ought nine nine* Why don’t you take the handle 
:|if the spoon ? ” 

got him! But he’s brought a long striggic of cream out 





Si ' 

vftB liiin-^iie^i tied up in it. I dbu^t ti^Sipe can tell anythinj^ ;* 
about it until it’s been properly tested at the Butts. Ill put a ,, 
little lukewarm water over him, and that 11 got him clear.’^ 

** Not too hot, you booby. When can Kawlings meet us at the"' 
Scrubs?” \ 

“There’s a letter from him — ^you open it. I say, look herel/'. 

The beggar’s all free except one log ” 

“Ifm — bin — hml Not before Thursday— what a bore! When’s 
that tea coming, Bony?” 

“ Don’t bo in a liurry ! You’re such a hard-hearted chap. Give 
the i)Oor beggar time to get bis leg out.” 

“ You’ve no need to Hti<‘k there looking at him. You pour the"' 
tea — I’ll see he’s all right. 

And two young men drank two cups of tea as th(;y watched 
with animation thci return of that tly to tlio active duties of life. 
As soon as the eonvaleswmt had drunk the milk off his person, 
and liown away clcair, their attention was undividiidly given to the 
iinpkanent of Hell which luul absorl)ed it for more than a year; 
But <wen that ilagged. and another topic dawned. 

“ What arc you going to christen tliat Baby, Bony? ” 

“ ]Mr.s. Macallister’a Baby?” For Bony was iaarri(*d! Ilis very 
long engag<uTiont had terminated some months before, and the . 
young couple had availed themselves of their power to add to theli^; 
number like a Committee, and the new member was ('xp(*cted very 
shortly. Bony had the meanness to try to shufllo tlic whole re- . 
spoTisibility on his wife, always speaking of the expected article 
as Airs. Macal lister’s Baby. 

“/ want it to be Jeannio,” said he. “»Tonnnio wants it to be 

Archi(»- ” X' 

“You’ll have to make some concession about the sex.” ^ 

“Hint’s where it is! Wc don’t want the same sex. She wants' 
n he — T want a her. I expect sIk^’II get her way. Women always 
do!” T contributed a remark that Time would show, and felt 
sagacious. 

“ I say, Joseph,” said Bony, with the tone of one who is really ,' 
approaching a subject, “whatever possessed you to make such/% 
fool of yourself about Janey Spencer two years ago?” 

“ I didn’t make a fool of myself, my dear boy. ATy Creator haj® 
anticipated mo. You see I was left in his hands (as the Doctof/ 
says) when I was non-existent and couldn’t speiik for myself. B^J 
sides, is one a fool asking such a nice girl as Janey to ma|^! 
one?” 



“ You know perfectly well what I mean.” 





josi^ vANo?” m 

No-^-rArclubald/ T do not 1 hatren'i tho fllighteat idea whtil 
you mean.” 

*^May 1 take away, Sir?” This of cours<‘ was I'lu^Mior l'*»r the 
toa-tliingd. Neminc conlradlcente, she culmiuatctl uiul sub'^Ldiul, 
dosing the door on more or le«s tobaoco binoke as she retired. 

“Yes — ^you have,” resumed Archibald. “You kjiow 1 mean 
why on earth di<l you make such a muddle of the whole thing? 
Tiecauso you did. A most disgraceful muddle. Y'ou know quito 
well you were very sorry wlun she <‘hiu*ki‘d ytm.” 

“ir<)W do you know anything about it?” 

“Why, of course, Janey told deaimie, and Jeaimie told me. 
Of course r |)roniis(d not to Ulk” 

“And of eourse told! Jhit what does your wife tliink 

was Miss Speiieer’s reason for breaking it off?” 

“l-Jeeause \ou didn’t go about it the right way.” 

“Which is the right way t What dnl jj tu say?” 

“Wliat <lid I s.iv '' Nothing at all! ''I'hat’s juat tlie point. I 
expect you jiakuc n d too mueh,” 

“Jlut, Hoiiv ! You must luive said hometlibnj — or piTliaps you 
wrote a I<4t< r ? ” 

“The idea! A iiabidl iIowev(‘r, if you w*aiit to know\ 

1^11 tell you. W(»‘d been ha\iiig gnat fun at her Fatlu*r’s that 
evening- you enme at the end of Hepteinlxr, wasn’t it? Well! 
This was ^lidsninnur full nioon 1 know. .IcMiinii^ (Mim* down the 
garden path to siv me oiT tla premis»‘s--vou know the tialli outride 
that eoiiservatory passage Tilace — and wdien we g<)t to tlu' gat(» 
Jeannie gather(‘d a rose to stick in my bnttoidiok* am! gf>l ratluT 
close because it didn’t work in easy, and J — ” The* iiarrafivo 
liitehe<l very slightly and T supplusl the hiatus. 

“You’d better eonft'ss it all wliile you’re about il, ( Id elinp. 
Now, on your honour! ITow often did you kiss .leaniiic*?” 

“I didn’t count ’<‘rn, old hoy,” said llony^ looking rather guilty. 
“P’Faps Jeaimie recolh'cts. Wo hoard my present Mother in- 
jaw coming after us, and T got away. But it <'stahlish<*d a mutual 
understand] ing, and made explanations only neef‘ssary to by- 
standers. Old Mao WMS rather in a rage and said he eouldn’t lM*ar 
anything underhand. 1 can’t see that there was anything unfler- 
hand about it. Jeannie was there, and T was then', and w’hut 
more could yon w^ant ? ” 

, “ What, indeed ! But you know. Bony dear, people are difTercnt, 
For one thing Janey was twenty, and Jeannie was ” 

“Seventeen. But I don’t believe it was that, Joseph. I don’t 
Ndieve you were quite in earnest.” 





JOSEPH VAlffOSr; 
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I think I <sras though, ^ said I, weakly. And Bony riposted 


incisively — Stuff and nonsense 1 Ko one thinkn he’s in earnest, 
lie knows he is, or he knows he isn’t.” 

“You tliink that I ought to have gone about it the way you 


did.” 

“ r don’t kuow that. 13ut 1 do think you oaglit to have been 
quil(‘ iJiiabio to h(dp going about it that way under the same 
eirounistaii(*< s, and I’m afraid jou woroi’t. Hookey, how late it 
is! Jeannio expects luc homo early to dress for dinner at 
riiillipsc 1 .” 

I s.it in thi* half-dark ulun Bony had gone, wondering how far 
his belief was right. 1 could jiieture to myself tlie sunmior night, 
Ihe leafy husli of th(‘ still gardtii, the snudl of the roses, and the 
lovely fate tint tli<' ei>ing nonl for one in his buttonhole had 
brought so near to his own — and the natural eoriseciuciuvs! How 
could it have been othtrwise? Bui change the characters! It 
stsimd disloyal- in feeling —to try such an oxperirmnt of im- 
agination on poor daiity. But how should 1 lia\c behaved ^ Let 
iu<* shut my (\os and think — Well! honestly now, 1 btlicve, as a 
matti'r of fart, I might have done the very selfsame thing. 

“ But,” eri(d Joe No. 2, breaking a long siI(*neo, could you not 
have slhiktu hinds dieonnisly, lik^' a well-behaved >oung gentle- 
man ^ If .vou had tiitd, mind you, if you had tried ^ ” 1 owned I 
thought 1 might, with solf-rostiaint. 

“ l>ul then,” (*riod he again, and I iliiichcd at what was coming, 
“how if it had Iwen L«)ssie?’' 

Yes, that was the quoslion! How if it had been Lossie? 


T B!it on in th<» twilight, forgetting everything, even the Mac- 
all ister Be])<‘ator, dreaming of a past that for the moment becamo 
more real tlnin my surroundings — more real than myself, for that 
matter. 

T was brought to by a rocnulesocnce of Pheoner with the lamp, 
I was not grateful, for lliough T was aware of the necessity for 
the e\isl< nei^ of a sad voung man in the dark (to do the recollect- 
ing), still the things he remembered wore happiiu'ss such as ho 
could not make Hope beckon out of the future; and for the 
moment the whole of tlio present had slij)pcd away. 

“Cook sayKS, 8ir,” said Pheener, when she had established th^ 
Lamp, “ shall she put the soles down to do, or wait any longer for ' 
Master?” 

T remembered that my Father had said something abouc Iniingf 
late because ho was on an Arbitration job and he was acting j’inil^ 
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with a couple of other characktors '"m tho Building: Hno^ and ho 
couldn’t be sure how lonf? they mightn’t go (ui fooling. ITo im- 
plied that* if alone, he would make short work of aii,> tleoiston as 
dinner-time approached. In fact, ho hud an infallible guide for 
all Ecfer<*cs. “Jle as unfair as you can to Vm all! M.ike Vin 
awoar at you, one same as t’olhor! In six weeks tluy’ll be saying 
give mo Wanev for an Arbitrator! ” 

“Let’s see what o’clock it is now, Phccner,” a.ai<l J. And it had 
actually gone (*ighf. “ I hud no idea it was so late. Jiut there's 
nothing that will spoil ^ ” 

“Oh law, no, j\laster Joseph. It’s only soles and riinipsteak.” 

“Suppose we wait till half-past and give him a ehanei*.” And 
Pheener cleparb'd to tell the cook. 

Wo gave him tho olianee, and as he did not return 1 <h von red 
one of th(» b()lc*«, ainl disfigured tho rnmpstenk. under the inspec- 
tion of Pheener, Nolhing is more hatt ful linn gorniandi/ing 
under a supervision which you know U taking sto(*k of >oiir 
gencrobity or atinginess, in grabbing the best bil-^ for yourself or 
leaving them for later eoniers. Of ooursi^ one hopivs tlu'v have 
another pi(‘<*o of bl(‘jik nil to tlwmselves in tlie kitchen — l)iit tho 
prinoipk* is the same. I tried to keep down the Socialisms that 
boiled up within me, urging me to nsk Pluvner to sharo tho 
batuiuot, by chatting amiably with her ahoul tho state of lrad(» and 
60 forth. It softened th<» invidious incuinality. 

“I hope the Soles are chc*aper than they were, Phermer?” 
For, with nobody to countenance mo, I felt 1 was Lncullns. 

' “Indeed they’re not, Master Jos(»ph. Tin sc were two and 
three*,” 1 thought I would change tho subject. 

“What’s become of that chap that had to be taken to the Police 
Eltation very carefully bceauM' he’d cut his throat and they were 
afraid the bandages wouldn’t hold?” 

“Oh — ^that Henderson chap? Tho magistrate C'mlionrd him, 
, and he promised not to do it again. But ho was back at tin* (\mrt 
r three days after for feloniously intermarrying Mrs. llender-jon, 
his first wife being still alive.” 

“Gracious, Pheener! You don’t mean to say he went and got 
jnairicKl with his throat in that blato! ” 

“Law no. Master ♦foseph, of course not! Tie’s been Tnarrj<*d 
^Ijwenty-two years and got fourteen children. And thi* fir-.t party 
Ae turned up intoxicated, and said she’d have his liver out. Be 
he tried to cut his throat.” 

“ I don’t see that any other course was open to him.” 

®Beg pardon. Master Joseph?” 
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'Don’t SCO what else the poor ohap couM do. But there was 
' a Ifoiidcrfton who did p]umber\s work for the Governor — he a 
rolalion?” 

; *n)li yts- -lie’s his brother. But that’s no rule!” And then 
PhcciuT went ou without solving uu (* 111^0111 that forced itself into 
my mind. eull it all a fii^s about nothing — I .should look her 
up!” I h*t the enipina alom* in fa\our of a qncbtion [ wanted to 
ask I’h(‘ener. I was eoiiviiuMd uiy fc’alher liad dined out some- 
where, and would he la((‘, and J thoii^'ht it a n><>d opiKjrtunity. 

“ 1 say, Pli(‘eiK‘r! 'riie ollar day — you know what 1 mean — was 
your jMaster ?” I lH^ifat<<l. 

“ Yes. Mash r .Jo^t‘])Ii - {’ui aira*d lie was. Xot mueh, you know, 
bnl a Iiltl(‘,” 

“ I know. Bill, l‘heeri(*r, do tell me! What was it making you 
all liuiph in tlu* Kili'lien^” 

IMv'iaa rV. manner change d, and she stood looking at the pattern 
on the earix't, and winding and unwinding an apron-tax)o oil her 
tiiieer. 

Did you liear us, Master Joseph?” 

“Yes, IMiemier- ilo tdl me!” 

“You nmsln't lx* angry ” 

“ Angry with ,yon ? Indecxl 1 w'on’t ! ” 

“1 didn’t mean me. T meant the Master.” 

“Willi my Father'? 1 promise yon I w'oii’t. Only tell me!” 
Pluu'UtM* h('si(aU*f| still a little, and then •«aid: “Tie had only said 
wliat lie’s saal befon‘ — onee or twice. — WheiieitT Ik* gets — like 
that, yon Know', Ik* w'anls me to marry him. Do please not bo 
angry. Master Joseph.” 

I w'on’t disgni.se that T was a little shoeked — but T do hope I 
didn’t show It too jdainly. 

“What did yon say to him, rhe<‘iier?” said ] after a pause — 
rath**r a Imig one. 

“ 1 sai<l Ik* wasn’t sober, and be said be was all right, as far as, 
that wont. Hut be wasn’t, and be ne\cr is when be says things. 
And then Ik* waiih'd to know* what I .should have said if he had 
been sober,” 

T roallv oouhl hardly keep hack s\ smile. My poor dear old 
Dad 1 “ 1 say, PheeiK’r,” said T. “ Tell me the truth now and 
I won’t bo angry. Wliat would you have said ? ” 

“Oh, Master Jo.sopli. do only think how 1 nursed the Missis— 
and bow Fve seen to his linen all these years — and how I’ve tried.; 

(and [ have tru‘d) to put away the Whiskey-bottle ” and Phee-^ 

ner burst into tears. 
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*^jBubbubiit,^ ftiiid fihe, tiirough her sobs^ wpuwoulclii?t sny ' 
yes, and 1 wowon’t say yos, as long as bo's the least — like that I 
he’ll never say it when bo’s sober, said slio, clearini^ up. 
^DO where’s the use of talking i ” 

And PluKTu'r wij)ed her eyes and brought (he pudding. 

I couldii’l bC(‘ du' us«» of talking ehluT. So I merely said a 
word (»r two of absolution to Ihe poor girl — it was no fault of 
hers!— and Jit a eigar .is '-lie brought in (he eotb e. 

I was so iKMi* having to dry iiiv <»wii eves <»uee or twiee as I 
bat there thiiikiug, that 1 '-hould uol have been sorr.v for a visitor. 
However, iKUie <*:iuie, so llu're I sah‘, and to take jnv mind <»!! 
more painful tin uk"*., womb red what Afrs. Maealli'^tl r's Haby 
would be like! I also vvomk nd r.ither timorously wlial Lossie’s 
little boy was like. h»r Lossi« bid one, now a ,\<‘ar and a half old. 
She had written of him, at (he date of his dibiil. “ He is so 
exactly like Hugh — lu' I'.illy only wrints a uniiorrn to be put on 
tho statT at onee. Only the Kegul.itions are *-0 slri«*( about si/e!” 
au<l lab r that hi- lik< lu .s to his Kitlier had goiu' olF and he was 
getting like In'- I'nek .ro<\. Tlan I made nn-ill unite midle sly 
iinmnfortabl(' bv tlnnkiiig, suppo-e I am ivir gi\«u llu» Ikiby to 
ploy with, and ae<‘i<k ntallv drop it 111(0 n sewer.or sit upon it a long 
time witliout tlnding it out aiul sniotlar it, how '•ball I faei‘ Ikuiv^ 

I got so wr('t<*li((l ov<r tills gratuitous idFort helf-ti>rtur<‘ that 
to shake it off 1 vvnit out and liiii-hed my eiv.ir in ilu* strut. 

As I r< turmd from a short saunter I t-aw a hau-om <‘.ib <‘oniing 
in the oppo'-ite direetioii. Hu* ban* was <omniiini<Mliiig through 
his lid, and the driver aeeepting his sugge-,tKMis after <*lieilmg 
confirmation; as his last remark, Xot if you don’t sppnk plain,” 
S'cnicd lo show. He then jublul that h( wasn't diimk, lor one! 
This St‘enu’<l to <*arrv an impliealion, and I quielo ned mv steps. 
T was just ill lime lo lu Ij) my ba(h«*r np, for hi . foot appi ared to 
catch as he got out, and lie stumhk*d on tlie pavenu‘nl. 

"Tie’s all right.” said the cabby, with a kind of gratified nir, 
hue w’ho had aeqniivd an interest in a patient. And then 
^aldcd in ex])Iauati<»n that another half-pint would do it, showing 
that by ** all right ” ho really meant all wrong. If he had b(*eii a 
cabman of good f<*cHng lie would have driven away on ri*e<‘ipt of a 
shilling too much, instead of standing at the <loor as if his part 
was to begin again ‘'oon, like the drum in an orchestra. 

^ I got mv Fatlu'r into tho house, and hcanl 2002 and his horse, 
a polieeraan and his bull’s-eye, comparing notes for several 
Joainutes after. Then (hoy di.speTsed with raisod voices of fare- 
well, and wheels rolled one way and boots tramped the other. 
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My p6hr Dad waa very nearly (if net quite) quite drunfc-^e 
was, in fact, worse than I rcnscmbcpod seeing him since one or 
two horrible r^'eol lections of b«ibylioocL lie evidently did not be- 
lieve he hful (iiuibled down, but h<» thought bomebody else had, 
Sind w.mN d to go ba(*k ond pick them up. With his usual candour 
lie a<lniilfed his sluimcful condition, but bconiod consoled by re- 
flecting Hint his fellow Arbitrators, with whom ho had dined, 
were a Homething siglit worse* than he. JTo said I should have 
set n ihc'in, and w»is nsdly sorry I had lost iho opportunity. I 
got him to |)( d and locked him into his room, and went to rest 
rnywdf humiliated and heartbroken. 

Whelbcr T was wise' to talk about it to Pheeiier next day, I 
don’t know. Hut I felt so lonesome that T conld not resist seeking 
for SMnpatbv; c'-fx'ciallv in n quarter where the ice was already 
hruk<*n, and no turtlu'r harm seemed likcdy to be done. She mado; 
na' mndi more cheerful liv making light of tlie occurrence. I 
take il to be a mark of the tacit respect men really have fo^ 
wonun’s id(M of right and wrong, that wheni‘vcr a man feels 
ashnnied of himself or others, nothing is so consolatory to him as 
to be j)0()h-poohe(l by female authority. 

^^Only think now,” said she, ^‘of the Master tumbling down on* 
tli(» pavement and never knowing it. But they never will believe 
il, not if it’s ever so!” And I thought I remembered more than 
one exactly similar occuiTcnce in fiction. There was something 
soothing to ini' about rhi’oncv’s analysis of drunkenness; although 
T have no idea why I di ferred to a kind of claim on her part, of 
knowing more about it thnii I did iny‘=!elf. Was it akin to Pring’s 
parade of his mathematical ignorance as a vantage ground for the 
refutation of sclent ifii* conclusions? I don’t believe she know 
more about drunkenness from personal experience than Pring did 
about matheniaties. But both took a superior tone with me. 

T had also another motive than want of sympathy in talking to 
Pheener. She had gone up very high in my estimation from her 
resolution not to accept my Father unless ho offered her a sober 
hand and heart. ITow many young women in her position would 
have surrendered at discretion! Consider tho worldly improve-^ 
ment to a girl like Plu*enor! And vet, solely from her regard for 
him and his deail wife, she refused to jump at an offer made in au^ 
irresponsible condition, although she knew perfectly well that ofier^ 
would bo held binding. Do many women resist temptation on 
those linos? Do any men? 

I felt I was making some return for this good conduct 



the tlublGct that intoreatod ns both. 

} ^*1 shan't stop and seo him, PhtfHmer,'' said 1; “IM not, 

fl should go out, anyhow; <!o I shall go out. I’m not going to 
jtJhnrch — 1 shall go for a walk.” Which looks as if my birthday 
^ell on a Saturday. I suppose* it did, for, drunk or sober over- 
knight, my Fathtr would not have lain in h(‘d lat<* anv day but 
Sunday. “T shall for a walk, and just .\oii do as I ttll \ou — 
X know 1 can trust you. Don’t give him the Whiskey when Iio 
asks for it, aiul say I’ve taken it awav. 1 shnnl take it away, 
because it wouldn’t he any use. Jlc’d get niort*. Hut 1 want hha 
to know what 1 think.” 

All right, Masic'r Josiph,” h.»id Pla'ener. And 1 wtud h'r a 
walk towards Wimbledon Donimon, and utter a rcfieshing couple 
of hours came back through Upper I'ooting and atopiied at IViiLir 

Villa. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 


But Br. Thorpe was in trouble himself, for that Beppino is in disgrace. Noll^g 
opiuion about Bcpplno’s friends. How lloppino was thrashed. A passidn- 
ate admiration. Bup really vain of it. How Joe was unfeeling to hittL 
How riieorior took away the bottle. 


WuKN one ffoes to a friend for sympathy, it is always safer, to 
hear a little iib(»ut his affairs before one begins to air one’s own 
grievance, as he may be worse off than oneself. Luckily, I kct)t 
mine back wlujii 1 first entered the Library at Poplar Villa, where 
i found Nolly and his father evidently very much depressed; and.\ 
llifui, wlien I had licard the cause of tlicir depression, decided that 
1 would keep my Jeremiads about my own miseries for a future ^ 
occasioTi. 1 selected a gonial manner to say “Nothing wrong,^:!. 
liope?” in; and felt that it was successful, as far as concealmeiit : 
of iny own “ soriiothiiig wrong” went. Nolly and the Doctor, 
looked at one another, and gave a variety of doubtful hums and. 
grunts, mostly interrogative. The latter postponed a pinch of; 
snuff, and wait(‘d for responses from Nolly, who scratched his . 
left temple slowly, and replied with a question. “What ought 
to say ? ” , ; t 

“ I shouldn’t say anythiug, only it’s Joe,” said the Doctor# 

“ Reing Joe, perhaps the fairest thing to say is that Joey has 
making an ass of hiitjscJf. No! I don’t think it’s worse thaif 
that.” This was in reply to anticipated exception taken by Nolly/ 
wlio thereon evidently locked up an opinion that, wliatever it wis,\ 
it 7vas worse; but was none the loss not sorry to lock it up, as hiav 
father took the responsibility. 

“What’s the Poet been doing?” I asked. 


“Making love to his friends’ wives,” grunted Nolly. 
gave a very short whew, with a very long gamut. 

“ Only one, Nolly, only one ! ” said his father. “ Let’s 
even to Parnassus.” 

“ Only one at a time,” said Nolly. “ We shall 
anon ! ” ^adc 

“No, no, Noll! You’re too hard on your brother. fbi . 

SiifHcicnt for tlie day is the evil thereof, and I ^ 
wiggings also. Mrs. Tripey may be exceptional.” ^ 
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By tikis time tibe "disloguo had tok! me the whole story, hcihg*. 
helped by previous information. Beppino, as f always called him* 
because his sister called him so, had betu constantly at the houise 
of Thornberry, with whom he had been on intimate terms binev the 
bathing adventure at Lyumouih. Thornberry had married; hut 
not the young la<ly of the < ntozoid, which hi^* vitals Imd snrvivinL 
The Poet had been n <*onbtant \ifcitor at his friend’s Imnse, almost 
an inmate; and I unritrsiood was writing a poem winch was to bo 
a kind of diary of llclcu of Troy, in Spenserian Slan/as. It was 
neeobbary to have reeonrsc to a modtl for Thdeii, to siinnilate hia 
ideal. As long ns the model didn’t try to be like the origm.d, this 
was no doubt all right enough; hut a little too iniieh «hamalio 
fervour might e\id(‘ntly c*rea1e a dani^erous position. 1 have never 
been very fond of saying f told you so.” bi'causi* evorv oii(» elso 
always do(‘s, and has spoken first; but on this ocoabioii 1 did bo, 
just for once. 

^^What on earth did you expcctf” 1 asked. Dr. Thorpe took 
his loijg-poslpom d pimh of ainifl, and Nolly siid, F\aetl> ! ’’ 

^^Wliy,” 1 continiK'd, “thire was Ikppino going about with that 
silly, pretty goos^ (slu’s jirvtty <nongh, but s]io /\ a goos(*), taking 
her to the play and Alarshali \ Smlgiove’s, and all the tune mak- 
ing believe she was Helen of Troy! What was Meinlaus about 
all the w hile ? ” 

^^What was he about at iSparta? However, thank (3od tho 
imitation of tho original stot»pcd short in time. lli*li*n .still 
adorns the luartli of ’Menelaus.” And th( n Dr, Thorfie got a well- 
deservcnl biiee/e, which it would have becui rude to talk into, so wo 
left him to rcbume his observations. “No — tlio real truth is 
simply that Joey has been aii Ass, and the girl has been 
a goose.” 

Nolly looked inerediilous. “If so,” said he, “T don’t s<‘e how 
you justify Thornberry — there could have beem no sufficient 

ground for thrashing an old friend ” T intcTjccted, “ Did 

‘Thornberry thrash Bep^ ” and Nolly nodded briefly, and went on — 
^‘an old friend whom he was allowing his wife to go about with 

mce this, unless ” And Nolly pulled up sharp. 

/ Unless Paris?” said his father oxprossividy. And Nolly again 
]aaid, “Exactly.” I began asking what was Beppino’a own v<Thion 
Krf tbo facts; but stopped, as the Doctor’s next remarks seemed to 
to cover the ground. 

think, Noll, some weight ought to be attached to Joey’s own 
^gtetement. 1 think you are inclined to be hard upon him. Re- 
^Dranber that ho indignantly rosents any accusation— of a Parisian 
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ItjKiakffr, satisfaction at the discovery of a tcIHtig adjtv 
' darofiay. Fhit ilic*n in the sumo hreath bo says thi 
it trms i1 wunhl l )0 his duty to resent it indignantly.” 

■ ** So it would, lint. wh(‘n w(‘ rocolloct that TIolou and a^'^Ienelaus 
arc still al DnUvioh (it ir//s Sparta — now itM Dulwich) \ ^ think 
wo ought to lu* sati'<li<‘d. Wo have practically the word oi,^all 
three*. That should rximcralc.** 

And I ho Doeior walkod ahout iho Library nnc*:isily. I oouhl^ 
see ho was vory mi-.i'rahlo and uncoinfortahlo, and I n'solvod t 
would say nothing lo lutn about my ini-'lciiioauaiit. It would^ 
cepially we-ll arioihe*r time. Lo^ide?-. il was only for crui'^olation^o 
iny-^olf •'! did jiot, aniioipaU*. his being ablti to giv(^ any di^f" 
h(‘lp in my own diOioulty. Aftor ono or two tuni-^ up and dd 
tin* room, during v.hioh I oiidoavoured lo givo an oxonifiatory f 
liopofnl loiio to the eon vor.^ation, lie stojiped and asked if Ik'fy- 
was in his don. Vos, ho was. Very wedl, thori! Ih* would go, up 
and have a loe^k at him; and presently wo iicard his voice and tlie 
dolinipK'nl’s from afar. 

“ If llio (Jovonior gives him a good blowing ut>, it may do hitg 
gooil, even at hi.s ])r('>ont ag«*. Hut it'.s a pity lu^ hasn’t done 
ofloju'r, lo my thinking.” Thus Nolly, who thi*!! went on to 
improve the oix^asiori in the smiso which some rathm* one-sided 
views Tnsiiire<l. “ You st‘0 what <*ome.s of Musii^ and Poetry, 
They’n* all alik<x IloAs gx)t iu with a gang of artists, as they cal) 
themselves. I slwuild call soiiu* of ihein Authors and Musician.*?; , 
but they all talk of themselves ns Arti?^ts, and say they mustn^t ' 
bo inlorforod with. It’s no use tolling thorn tlu*yh-i‘ hH»L.” 

Ahoul the same usti as telling other iii(*n they are hiols, isn’t 
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‘*()h no! !Miioh less. They are comuvied witli the Press,'- 
When Ihoy an' told they’re fools, tlu-y get a friend to insert 
paragraph in a iiowspapiT to say thoy’ro not.” 

" Ihit liMVi u’t llwy plenty of eneniies who write opposition ,, 
paragrardis, lo say ih(\v are'F” ^ 

“That’s exactly what thtw want I As long the .shuttlecock ia J 
struck at both emls, it keeps up. It’s ns I' say — Painters and.; 
Poets ami Musicians are all alike.” And Nolly growled indig- 
nantly and lit a cigar, 

“ Come, T say now, Noll,\% all Painters and Musicians 
make love to their friends’ wives.” Nolly wasn’t quite prepared 
admit this, but when prossctl allowed that there were occaSiona’^:' 
exceptions. Even then he wouldn’t let^ them off altogetb(^i 
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^^Some of them,” said he, “bohavo thcui^^olvo'^ with cf^ininoa, 
decency because it’s good taato, but none IxcrUiw^ itV rjidn.*' 

‘‘I know a lot of most hard-working nuai, ^^hom 1 >h(>uld in> '^oU 
call great painters and sculptors, whoso lives are bbineU < uough 
to pleabc Alls, (iriiiidy liei-Mlf.” 

“Ah yc'i — but tliobo chaps of Doppiiu/s an» .lr//s/N -real 
*ArlisL ^ — who do precious little work. Wlun the^ d.> it\ inspired, 
and nobody can see the beauty of it outsidi tin ir own eirele. 
The cli.ips .\ou iiuaii are alw'ajs pegging :iwa>, and aien't in- 
spired at all.” 

“Well — never iiiiTid them! T<U me more about this husiiu'-^/* 

“T expected it all, ,\ou know, and wasn’t surprised. You 
wouldn’t liue‘ belli if \ouM seen Hum at TbornbenvV I wi nt 
there once twice', 'llure' was IV)i))nio plaviug and .suining <dd 
songs to Airs. Tri]M \ and lu'r sist. rs. rgli!" 

“ Well - hut IImI v a'> ne^ harm, am how.” 

“A^ot if Ihi V h uln’l ^poom d ami fawmd ovjt the cub as fh<*y 
did. And then the \ nude* liuu riMd Jus Iranis! Fauch!” 

“WJut did lu II i(H” 

, “DoiJt ,M»ii know hi-t he isiU pe>ein, ^ A Tri!o<rv '>r Fair Women/ 
— Je'rdwd, Mi'-salina, auti Mary Magdah n, 1 think Iluv we i< i lie 
V might at le.ist liave softened Muuc <d’ tlie* Se riptural e vjin ^sions.” 
; From W’hicll it wdl he* ^es n that \e>lly i>hit*e*teel n» Al.irlo-S.iM)!! 
, aulliuris(.d \(r'*ious of Ormutal iJew, as miuh a-» Lo ic hid 
done\ 

“But,” I jy^lveMl liiin, “what brought about the* sjdit hedween 
'Ment'laiis and Aiul heiw’ dj«l it gt I to llnadiing point 

“Well! All VC know i*' that >esterel,iv we* came* hack fivan 
.tow''n— I hael called at the Aluse um in .Fenny n Slrce*t for tho 
fjovernor— and whm we* got te) the* houses wc heard a greMl row 
genug em; and tin* (lovirnor said, MVliv, that’s .Jof\\ frimnl 
Thornlicrrv 's \oice’ Anel so jt was. IIis veiiev* ami my pnedous 
l^jttle brother’', in gnal Ircpielatieui.” 

“What was Tripe y saying 

“As near as I caught if, it was, ‘You mihorable little* sne-akl 
you dare to pay that. I’ll thrash yeai again.’—* Say wh.it ^avs 
f'^oey. — * Say Kmily enenurnged you,’ ki\s Thornherrv. * Yeai 
ii-^now it’s a lie as well as T do.’ — diel — elieln’t Tne*an to sjy llmt,’ 
Isavs Joey, humbly, *1 only m-inennt to sav it’s wasn’t all nu*.’ — 
iJThaFs cyory hit as had,’ sa>s Trip(*y, flashing out at him,’ — ^*()h 
^:3p.o — pl<*ase, no/ sji.\h Joey. We* hcanl all this on lh» olhu* -ido 

t f the fe*nee‘ — inveilunlary rave'sdropiHjrd. Then wi‘ came in, and 
out, ‘What’s tho row?’” 
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“ And what was the row? At least, what was the explanation!**.^; 

^^Jooy gavp Ins to tho Oov<rnor, who took him away, into tho ^ 
honsp. 1 walked away wilh Thornborry. T quite s>mpathi2ed^t 
with hiin, and 1 think In liis position 1 bliould have done exactly-; 
wind he <1 id.” ,l\ 

J nnderstan<l that he chastised Master Joey, who of course;^; 
couldn’t <lo anytlun^ in the way of sol f-d( fence. Wasn't that it?” ' 
Weill It was, rallur. I’m sorry to say. It wasn't like that at 
my school . Nor yours 

“ I'ar from it! Too far, [ should say. No matter how small > 
you were, * IJit hark first, aiul think about it aft(*r’ was the rule at 
St, Witliold's. W< acf<pt(d the injunction to off? r the othi'r cheek 
to the siruter, as in(<miuK that we ou^^ht to ri\<' him aiiolhi r op- 
portunitv of proxokiupr us hi hind the (doislers wh(*re the fh<htS‘ 
were. Hut what v^as 'Inpcv’s aciouiit ot the liiisiru'ss ^ ” 

“Miuh wli.d \ou iriif^ht siippost*! Jlis wif(‘ came to him and 
coinpl.uiK'd of l><p hivini,C * loi#:^oitfn hiius(‘lf/ whahver that 
means, and said it Ins duty to spe^ak seriously. Of course 
Trijiev wouldn’t allow that IfOen had bun leading l^aris on. Oh 
dotr, no! — ” * 

I like him for that ” “ 

So do 1. Not a had bov, Tripevl All the same she had led l 
him on, keeping lu‘rsi If quite within the letter of the law, of. ,; 
cours(». And thin the* stupid little idiot — I'm half borry for him ^ 
all tho whik'- biing human mvsclf ” !' 

** Atul then tho stupid little idiot ?” 

‘‘ Well! As he e\press« <1 it to his father — he gets * overtaken by 
a ])assionato admiration’ for the minx— that’s not the' go\ernor’a['*;. 
cxpri'ssion, <»f ciniise— and tlu'ii the Apslcy Packets suddenly? 
entered an fond du Ihtnirr, and there w'as a tableau! ” 

“If tlu* Apsloy i^aekels had come in fi\o minutes sooner Bep!,- 
would have Ihh^ti silting on a chair at a respectful flistanee nursingj? 
his hat and <*ane, an<l Unng a real visitor. If they hadn’t come in-v 
at ail Mrs. T. wouldn't luue rushed away to complain.” ,9/; 

“T tlon’t think we can wonder at h« r. Old Mrs. Apsloy Packet^i 
was there. It wasn’t only 1lio \oung ones. Tho old lady wa$^ 
Mrs. (’niidouT in this perfonnanei'. Hut I tell you seriousljr^l 
Joe, that I think it was a good j’ob Mrs. Candour came in — J 
weakness itself in this dm'ction. llowocr, he shouldn’t hav#s 
paid that about * eneourageinent ' to the lad>’s husband. That wail 
what inndo ’rriT)e> fliro up. I must bo off! I pliall be late atT 
Hampstead.” And Nolly departed, begging that I would softett^ 
things for hia father as much as possible. I thought he miiiM^ 
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jhdvc done so more hjinsc^K. But had ho a still worse view of tho * 
imbroglio than ho had actually admitted? 

As I said noihing <o Dr. Thor]>e about my own atTairs on tho 
top of iho Ilcppino s<*aTi<lal, and hwtuuatrly li<» had h.ul no tiino 
to notice iny own dcpnssioii Ix-foro ho told in»' iho cuum' of his, 
he ronmiiicd (piitc ignorant of iny Faihor'^^ st'riiujs lapsi*; imd 
when 1 parh'd from him Into in tlu' cvtuiing, 1 liad, I hopo, imulo 
his Sunday aftoriioon lo-s miM'rahlo than it \\4)iild 4»thor\siso liavo 
been. \o1I.v went away to tho Spcncirs’ at l!ainp‘^ltM<l, lo say 
good-b,\o to the Alison Kaniuharsons. Thoy ha<l hiiai hack from 
hi« cotfeo plantations for a holi<lay, an<l wcti* jus| start ing again 
for Ceylon. You rcincmlwr pcrh.aps that this was Sarita Sptai- 
cor’g married name? As for Master Hcppiiio, he kept oat 4»f tho 
way. Ann reporh^l that he W'os writing in his room — writing a 
few lines on to Ihdmi of Tro\\ [ suppose! 

‘^What do y<ni make 4»f th(‘ Doetor?*^ .‘■aid I, as wq ysnt in 

tho Tjihrary together after liincb. 

^‘Tm nf>t liappy about him, d4»c. Can'l pnHend I am. Ho 
doesn't se< in to iiu* prop(‘rly adiam<‘d of biniH^lf. He* disi-lalma 
any real oth'iiei' widi indignation; but eondantly K-ts out au 
implication that a man d<« s no real wrong if he malv*‘s lov(* to 
his frifuds' wiv(s uudi'r reservation. 1 can't make out (piilo 
wU(‘th<T ho considers this sort of thing as a privihgo to wliieh 
poets and artists and persons of f/cis( are to he a<lmitled, on tho 
ground that gc'od tabt<* would never break the sc veuili e<nninand- 
nnmt. l\‘rliaps ho does.” 

** Tm not a person of fjdsf, so T'm no jiidg<*. 1 f I had been tho 
little brother of a child I found weeping in flu' street (bis iimrning, 

I should have done, exactly what lie did. Tie had Iw'i n lent a Iialf- 
auckod poar-<lrop on eomlitiou tliat he should only take one suck 
and give it baek, atid as soon as lie'd fairly got it in his mouth 
ho ran away. But then I don’t want o1h(*r little hoys’ pear-drojjs.'^ 

^ sec the application of tlie story, f^et ns hope* .loey will got 
a new pear-drop all to himself, 1 find a sort of satisfaction iii 
talking as if bo was a baby. In fact, Tm grateful for your 
comparison/’ 

Tho Doctor dwelt a good deal on this idea; and th<*n we <*hatted[ 
of other matters. He never alluded now to the t<*rmi'ia1ion of my 
engagement to «rane Spmieer. I had* of eonrse* talke*! it to him 
at the time; but wo had both steered elear of tlie real underlying 
reason, though eaeh saw the other’s mind. All tho same, 1 know 
perfectly well that in his lit*art he had luiped for ti new p(*ar-drop 
'Jpr me, all to mystdf, as well as for the Poet. J a^kt'd him wludher 
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‘WtL<)ngfetTtfony was in tic way to anything of that sorf, and ho 
replied, ^‘Well — I shouldn't likf to sav-'lhin^rs arc always goings 
\ on. Nothing at tliin niorncnt though, I raucy.” ^ 

So I did not <'a1(M‘hi/c him, and ]irf‘Sf*ntIy he said ho had got 
till* wrong ‘-i)ootaolos, and would go and got the others. Ilo could 
find tin ni b< hirnsolf. 

I Ji<‘ard a furtive fooKUp ontddt'. It was Master Beppino, who 
had seized the o[)f»ortiinilv c»f his fatlior’s absence — not bring, I 
fiupf)ose, very ke'e ti for pnhlirity — to come* and gather th(» opinions 
of Jiluropr ah«iul his iscMjiaele. 1 Hhouldn’t word if this way; only 
that 1 found he'hjrr he Inul hetn two minute's in the room with me, 
that he‘ WMiH really \e ry vain of it. 

“(^ane* in atid diow your face, Be*p/' said T; “I hoar youVo 
hcfn distluamslnug venirstdf ? ” 

‘‘Oil iie>, .hie* V.ince','' said he. I can’t yiretend to spell or 
drserilie^ liis luimwiig and el raw ling ace*eiit; hut it may give some 
clno to it lli.it he dislini'tly calle^d iiu» Juvfnro, You mustn't 
quite* say that I Von .**he)nhln’t he so severe on a peior e*hap — not 
for this saw I eif thing!" I c'xpresse'd unceTtninty about wdut the 
sort of tiling was, ami found that the poeir chap" was deriving 
nmeli Maii.,lHrtioii frenn h'‘a\ing it in eleuibt. lie evidently was 
hanging lomriugly em the* outskirts of Deui Juan, so to speak, and 
was re’luctaiit to give* up sue*h honours as he fedt e‘ntill(*(l to, 

, Wlu u a gvnirl like* Kinilv 'rUornberry — — ” said Beppino, and 
then w'ciP oIT at a taugesit ITowe*ver, Tin re*ely not qualified to 
Wiy auv thing about Tiipey. Ih’s an exeedhud ftdlow and all that 
aort of thing. Hut a g>airl like Binily asks for more ” 

** Vnu diehrt ask for more yestonlay wlieu you had your lieiking, 
i anyhow, Ikp^" 

‘M)<)- J live nee*! llenv ean you Ik* so — hroo/7r/" 

** VVYll ! " saiel k pe'rhnps 1 am ratlmr brutal. \Miy, h(*’s double 
your si/r!” It really wa^ impe>ssible to wash one’s mind of the 
• idea of the extreme youth of the delinquent, llis fuvtlwr apolo- 
gi<*s (e)r M If-gratulations) were cut short b> T)r. Thorpe's return. 

^ stayed to ])ut my boots on, JeK*" said lie. “I’ll walk back a 
bit of the way with you." 

And ho acoomiianie'd me ns far as Olapham Common, and then 
turned back, luittiiig up his uinlmdhi in a drizzle that had begun. 

I made my way home chilled and dejeetod. 

My Father had md gon(» to Ix'd. lie was in a heavy snoring 
; deep in the hig leather armchair in the Snuggery, with h?s silk 
: handkerchief over liis head as u^uak Thm-e was no bottle on the 
tftblo beside him, and T inferred that the faithful Pheener had bcea^ 

^ M 
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mavo than true to hrr trust 1 thoixi?ht il best to roiiso tho 6looi>ori^ 
**lt’s all right Nipper dear/' said he, all T’jui 

^ . ashamed of mysolf — don’t you f ret I ” 

1 could have cri(‘d outright like a child. Oh, Dnddv, Paddy/' 
said T, don't talk nf il — l<'t it alone. What dots it mat tor 

But my Fiithop wan not going to accept a^'^i‘'tani‘o from prc\ari- 
ration. “J’’r\ips noliiing nuittcrs,” said ho. “ Ihit it mhuus to 
me this matlors as much as anything oKo. Vvi not going to 
occur again, tlioimh—not if 1 can hedp it! J'\o m.ido a In gin- 
ning straight off. Little C^lt ni< ntina’s took away tho IjoIUoI” 

I couldn’t holp laughing at this nntl foil almost choorful-lho 
first time tlial <lay. “Nivor mind, Pad/’ said I, ‘‘we'Jl git it 
all right somehow.'’ 

He oideiilly thought that ho had made enmigh oonf<“-^ion to 
justify a nviow i»t o\t< iiiiatlng cirmmistauoi's. “ Champ.u'uo,'’ 
aaid ho ‘‘is ]»ison, iwn Voo\e ('luk-whal, ami a man oan’l chock 
. whal ho swallir.. 1 wasn’t Miigin’ though, NippiT, w’as I ?”— 1 
; eaid ot‘rtaiTdv iiol ! 

' “Not ‘a lauidlaelv of Franco ‘^ho Io\<*d an OITicit, ’(is said/ nor 
; ^stick \ in up ag-aiii in iIjo mieldlo of a throe oeait pioV ” 

!? Nidtlur e»f thoin— epiilt' cortain.” My Fathi r w enu'd rrassnrisL 
I'^'Thiit’s somdhinq, ansliow/’ said ho. “Tho o(hor Arhilralors 
/wa.s siiigin’ both. Liki'wi^o ‘Rule llritannui.’ Woal:-hoadid 
cards, llu' two on Vnil ’’ 

‘‘I’m afrani 5011 w’oi/t got any change out of tlial. Pad,” said 
v'^I, “boeaino \oii newer do sing.’’ !My Father ignorid tho ok ncluis, 
“One of thovso oareL,’' pur'^ued ho, apparently with a \iew of 
;;jBbow'iiig the unmusical charac'tor of liis cemipanion, “was a ship- 
J^uilder — t'othor's a housobroakorl " T niaele* a ceaninent. “Ne»t 


professional ’and. It’s a business, is liou^cbreaking’, ami a pny- 
-'^ng efti(‘ at that. lie gi\es you a cstimatci anel juills you de»wn 
'^yand carts you aw'ay off tiu' ground nt so mneh a loael, or pa>s >e)u 
inueh down for your carea’^o. Then when >ou rebuild he* se*lla 
your stock brick hae*k at a pound a thou^-anel (emk as the*y 
’‘•TOO bats and all, and you chargc‘8 them on ns noo if tlie (‘Icrk of 
4 Works don’t cut in or won’t take a fiver to holel his tongue.” 

'If? “ That doesn’t sound honest — to an oiitaieier.” 

'W **IVa honest if you says as I do to the customers, ‘TTere»’s mo 
iilld Ooxeter & Bulstrodo (that’s his firm — his name’s Sims) — aro 
^>ing to lie and cheat and ewadc our obligations as hard as avor we 
— so just you sec that it’.s allowed for in tho schedule or con- 
as tho case may be ” 

^iJTI»ese revelations paused on the entrance of Pheencr with a 
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tray on I pcrccivcrl a whiskoy-bottlo wilh hot water and 

lemons. 

I did liko you Paid, Muster ifoseph,” said sho. wasnfc 
goin^ to let intii liuve it, and be <li<lii*t ha\e it. But 1 told him 
1 \\ brifif^ it in wlieji .\im < .inu back. Thov <Io say it’s btst not to . 
cut ’em off flier.” 

Phceiier hji<l tlil'i a* oiu* \\ht) liad been in the ^\.ly of pfood , 
auiliorit n*^ , I took lu r word for il, i‘'p(ei.dlv as I tlioup^ht I ■ 
hud MuiKwlur*' hisird flu ‘'.niu tluiiir ni\nli, aii'l rni\(d a riuson- 
al)i(» inabte.ip for iriv Katlu r. l^luMur nuiuAul the bottlo 
ri‘iip?iously a-> ^jon n <Nir I ba I pound out a wlin ala^'^ful. My 
poor Daddy sil bulking on, with a rather ridi(‘uk>us hilf-ruoful 
exprtssiou on bi ■» tne*'. “All ri^bt,” saul lu , “>on earry it off 
and lock it up. / won’t rnarrv .>ou if >oii don’t,” whieli was a 
funny w ly of landin;^ sueh an import int sul)j( el suddenly on 
the t:i]us. INim lu r’s wmv of r(<‘ci\nipr il \va-» orndnal, and did 
her endii, to iu> tbinkirv^ “If” -.he paid, “I hive to carry 
away tlu' wbiskev from all tlu' p»'( iilb men that ain’t ^fiiintc to iiuirry 
me, I ball lia\e iny h iiuK full, Masti r doMpb,” and disappeared = 
with il, wi-^blui.; us p?ood nipdit with perfect p'raviu. 

“ liittb* (’b UK 111 111 * 1 ’-. a niee p;ir],” said itiv Father, banging 
over bis i:n>g as tluu'e w'*\s no more' eoming, and making the most 
of it. “What’s ,>our opinion, Xippi*ri” 

My opinion \\ fav<uirable ai far as if w'onl; Imt awaited v 
de\ol(>pnienl of lli<' adject. It eame, 

“ I shouldn't \i\c tin ’art to luarrv amiin, after your niolhor, 
doey I’m a M)rt of male wblder by nature. Ibit if [ wasn’t I . 
might do woTM' tbnn little (’k inentin,a,” and inv Father lighted . 
his pipe and pau^d for oneourngement - whi<*li was not forth- s 
coming. 1'he f.aet is, I luid gone to Dr. Thorpe hoping for ' 
guidunei' on tills \erv fioint, wbieh was impending; ,and now fdt 
fio Biek with the ditlieultios of life, that 1 lit liim smoke his pipo j 
out without saying anything, and thin announei d that 1 had H ' 
licadaehe and sliould go to bMl, It y\as ]Mst one oVloek before 1 ; 
turned in, afti'r four-aiid-twonly of tlio most unsatisfaolory hoursi’^, 
1 over spi'iit in my life. ^^5 

The hubjeet may be ''aul to lia\e r«‘niainod on the tapis 
common consent, without anv one pursuing it, or embarking on it,*® 
or trenching on it, or doing anything one (bx‘s y\ith subjects except J 
aY(»idlng it. Next Sunday T went agiin to Dr. Thorpe and founfl^ 
him alone. Xollv had yanishcil to a great cricket nirilcli sorae^ t 
wdicre in the country, and Reppino had sluiyvn a judicious delicacy;'^; 
going awav to his rooms at Oxford, 
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i ‘kite’s somcwhoro else, at any rate,^' eaid the Doctor, ^'and for , 
the present I can^t say I’m sorry How’s >our father? ” 

*‘I wanted to talk about him. Doctor llt's been giviuK tiouljlo 
again. Poor old Dad^” 

*‘Poor old Joo” ‘'Ud the Doctor, looking nt ino wi'JtfiilH, 
^'Walk round tin girdcn and till im ill \1 out it 

The p( irs imto a poor ind liti crop thib yin Tor today 
must hav( been iIk twtntv ‘4i\tli, is in\ biithdiv w is llu i uht* 
eonth, and the fiuit whs not n< ir picking >t t \\t lutiuil this 
with a common t nstiousmss of old imniorus md tin n 1 ut 
hack lo m> 1 itlu r I nniittd tlu ocfuriciut of m u kIhv wmK. 
''But,” Slid 1, “it IS II )s\ihh tliil he w is n illy niisl ikc n about 
how miuh champ vm lu (OuJd sif<ly tike is lu rinl\ dunks 
anything but vvlii-^kcv lie w is nps(t u \ i s v^uldin' i)tii w is 
very good for 1 mg limi ifUr ’ I ilw ijs sjokc tf it as Vl’s 
wedding — never F )sv.u •> 

"Lets nuke tin m(»st \\( cm of it in /bow gnc» good fortuiio 
the bcmfit td tin douot Hut \ou siv Siripbirii I)o\vd( well (it 
tickles nn so tint n line tbit I al\vi\s sjy il wlnri I i hh)— 
Soraphmi I)ow<I< swill h irds (In lion in lus den and c irrus aw ly 
his win k< \ 1 dill ^ ” 

This bd nit 11 il]> lo a nirriti\c of mv lOUMi^iiion with 
Thee IK r oil tin hituidn it diniici ind ot Iiow ni\ I itinr hid 
angled for mv smction siiui " I shouldn’t liki ” sud I, “to »iy 

anything to influence, one wiy or the otbci, unless ” 

“ Unb ss wb it ^ ’ 

“Unless >ou advised mo to” 

“Go along with vnu, Joe’ Putting tbo responsibility off on 
me’ However, J 11 think about it” We sud nothing further 
then, but when we were sitting together thit evening In resumed 
the subjeet 

* “Pvo been thinking it well over, Joe, and Pm of opinion —now 
yon mustn’t bo sliookod — ” I sml I wouldn’t and he took i very 
fong pinch of snufT lie fore proceeding — “ I’ve reime lo the e»on- 
clusion — th it the v’d belle r-be married ” The middle of this re- 
tnark w is filled with i sin ore worthv of iK piovoe ition, uni tin 
last worels came witli a run Ihc* Doctor tlnii shut cloven the Iid 
his snuffbox rstlor as if he had mimed the ooupb and shut 
£faem both in, and gave two taps on the hd to rce ord tin nnnibe r 
mside. 

^ “ Pm only thinking of my Af other,” « ud T 

i “I’ll be answer ible for that Your Af other would be eertun to 
piitilr first of your Father’s welfare. Besides, yon may be pretty 
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Buu thorcV a sflti<tfartory arrani^t uncut on iho other side. You may 
Icavi il ill lu (jimI s IujkK” 

ffis ‘'poiil luou (C«ifi(ltnrc iii a Jicroaftor co stronji: that it 
olUn l)iil>lil(d lip 1 ik( tins nid (oiild not lx kept down T 5 nt ho 
would tfi<u d< 1 < r sluhflv to whit In t ilK <1 ()i tliodoukt, apologiz- 
line IS it wnt to '•oiiK s ipi) '-ilitious Mr-> (jrund> in who^c c.>ca 
HU I) < onfidt IK (uinitMl i ind(((iKy 

* ()l <0111 ( ’ Ji( coiilirniMl, ‘ ! shouldn’t si\ so if Vi w is horo. 
l>ul wIkii it’s only ^ou nui iik \v( mu lx is iinjiiojici as we like. 

Jt a Vfiv iinniv linn ihoUf h wlun -vou < onu to think of it, 
lint ono *^hould hiu mu s i louth shut on thu ^uhj<ft by the 
1 luniK Ih pn intitui of Udieun^ It’ i cmioiis Xcinc'.is of 
th< ( 01 n < t itu i( ’ 

“ \Mi< 11 I 111 \ iih \ou T)o({< r, I ilwnv'' Ihink ss \ou do When 
1 m lion I Lit 1 1 uditi IK d 

“ \\ h\ h uid \ III It livhtMud nu d( n ho\ \ft(r dl, it’s a 
c|ii ti n ( t (11 s u of huiiu ir tt T w< k to < itdi in\s(lf 
nou<\i‘-tni ifiti d( ilh I ^h uld snnplv du ot Iniditii It 

would t( dU 1 t il lid if tin ihin »• thil dul llu knowing 

yiopjx d, iiid lh( Inown vv is h It miIiuK to iN < wii d( \i( r > But 

^oll ttlwus ^i\ \ou dMi’t uiidnst md tint nlr i So Id’s talk 

«dout^oln I ith( i lud I t M(ti|hv us nloju W li d do ’\ou lodly 
think \oMs(ll puttin’^ ^olll M dui out ol llu (puslion till wo 
nil M * in Cos ^ 

' I thinl nu 1 ithd’^ (hiuMS of tiditinn- hn ( lu my would bo 
ut( 1 V ith in dh 

“ \nd MU! think (ItniMitiiu — no ^ S(.riphiiix — Oowdcswcll 
would I < 1 ; o( d div ^ 

“Slu s tl« onK oiu tint olhi P*rlnp 3 il isn’t fur to say 
Hu's* ‘hud l>ut sin would icdpt ’ 

“ ^ on (( nu l>o^ it IS m (lod’s h inds dust \oii h uc it there 

I d ii’t know h )w f 11 I wi t ikuH'* it out of tlu hmds of the 
AlnnjkhtN Iw siMiv t> TIumim, is 1 thd it (lu lu \t ojiport unity, 
tlml n«\t tiuu III latliii w uitnl 1 > nni i\ lu r shi nu In I ask my 
Iciue riuMiu imrch sml ‘‘\(s M ish 1 Jfsiph think >ou!’^ 
and the luuisi hold wi nt on n-> usn d 11 it 1 ft It 1 iw ind cold and 
thin, and that all (lit p isl 1 li id kimwii w is slulinir aw i\ from mo, h* 
and no fuluio was lomuig to t ik its jd \n ronsolalion had to 
iNtiidod from tiu' (utuitus ot litc , md I tl dU believe that my*^ 
(lundiin Ang<h or sonio otk r luiufuont uns((n uremv often' 
at u«d off a too jfn it oppusNun ol imlnuhoh wliidi might have 
rnd«d in i ri/or, h^ s, nio suddiii swut suggestion ot composite 
tliftii ntiil intudian^iiig nio\oinuit‘> ot axes of \ ibration— 
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paving put it togctbor at ran»loin; but moohnnioin-ii *>f an t*quaUy 
wrocixig nature wore often shot down from \ho hUie to ore v»p\ uiv 
Penind and avert suicide. 1 know of nothing like iu\entioii to uiako 
?Jifo palalahlo. 

f\ But e\cn in tliM lu l<] unpk a^^antno^s cropped up. For oni' elay 
frnniiing niv e\es throimh the ad\ortiM'nients in llu' Ihinumr L 
j^nie sud^knl^ on eme with a beautiful pietiiri' tint striuk mv 
^mind as \erv finnliar. Aiul iIk^ text de Milked it .w MtCfadviii 
'&Fki(k\ Spin lied I nirine^ with Dei ible* lueipioeily Movement! 
And amiiAe el tei tint text wei«‘ te^tiinenUlU (ei llie e lie e t th*lt it 
'dcvelopcel 4i <*ir< ii'^-t nil e>l hor->e*A^ power em tlu‘ l>riike‘ nioie ih vn 
4Vtt» iiremiiMel, tint it liael run n Ihoiisanei hours witlnml In iliiec 
anel wenilel oMele nd\ h.i\( 1 un a themsanel niore^ emK !eir tlw St » ike*; 
th.it <*on luinptiein of eiil w.i*. so mii.iII lli.it \onr lillle* hedfle \<mi 
B cnt with it was stdl iieailv full and so loith. I jiiu-l sav 1 was 
in a prc.it rage, anel it et rt.indv dnl nn* gejod. 

; “What elei ce»n think i»t ///'//, llon^ s m) J dire»\\iie* him tlnj 
Journal. Ami He>n\ g<ive‘ on* e>f Jus lom•e*^l whl^lle «. em iceord. 

: “Think,’' s.iiil liex “Mint did I tell \eui, .!<» X.ime ^ Tleit’s 
the man lli.it exdled me nnderlnmD 1 diould like te» kiuav why 
it’s iiiiilerlniid t<» kD-> an tngin<ei\ eDugliter when die* hi e •> it. 
*An\h(Av, itN inue li more* umk rliainl to pir.ile* an iiuenlion'* 

“Of cejiP < I eould lll'-ullde* Jlioce i eling>,’’ h “I'll «e 
B solicitor ai'oul it.” 

f “No, you wem’t, okl ehap, T know you teio well” And then 
BOracthing oevurrtd to nie\ “ Wliv, of cour'^e*.” 1 ■^liel, “hee.iuse* of 
Jlirs, ^lae alli^'le r and Mrs. ^laralhste h.ihv. ff <‘onrM‘ I 

^jshoiildn'l— I didn’t rceolke't she was the' eild liuinhui»\ danglit* r.” 

“Now, you see what a eloiil)!e-d\ed old **nc ak iny re 'pi ctahk* 
Jather-In-law is. He knows pe rfretly wedl .\on won't ae*t, heeniiM' 
fhf upsc'tting Je aiiiue. Anel ho ealled mr unde rliaml, hecauM* f 
mssod, ete ami Ijemy enlarged at some length on his griewariee, 
|f)T/inting out th.it if ho had askee! J<»aniiie to promise te3 rn.iriw liini 
|ii would have he<*ii ditFercnt. “But,” sale! 1, “,\on e*on‘*ieIe n el 
^^ouTself boiuiel te3 her?” He replied of e'emrse he* diel, aeMing, 
I* But then it was 7 diel the kissing! If sh(‘M kisses! me I diould 
Imve considered it a preuni^e.” 

“ Wlienever is that blessed baby coming, Bony?” 
g' “It’s been due ever so long. And the nurse* has another engage- 
ij^ent next montli. So if it doesn’t arrive in a fortnight there’ll 
1^ the Boose’s own Dc^light.” 

& Satan missed this little gratidcation, for Archie junior ap- 
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.pcarea tout ciays after the conversation. He in due course an- 
, nounccd, through his a/yenta, his desire to enter the Christian' 
.Church as Archibald St.(‘i)hens«m !MacalIistcr, and invited mo to 
bo prese nt on llie occasion of his induction. 

T wasn’t at all sorry to have something to look forward to, aft 
the plot continued to thicki n at homo — if there was a plot. I 
should have said that the author of the drama — if it was a drama I . 
— was very unskilful, and lacked constructive power. For the 
approiudi of the climax was only shown by an increase of my- 
Had’s cfTronlc ry in representing Aliss Dowdeswcll as yearning for 
wedlock. Y<iu kerp your ryt s on thtan boots, little Clementina, 
and see Cook iloesi^t put ’tuii ti)o near th(j tin*, or 1 won’t marry 
you,” and You tel] Cook ibe soup was all p(‘pper — and blow her 
lip sky-high, or I won’t marry you,” and Shut that door when 
you go out, or 1 won’t marry you, little Oloimmtina,” are examples 
of the, way iu wliich he strove to envedo]) himself and T’hwnor in a 


sort of halo of Matrimony, with a vicjw, as I ilioiight, to make 
me tlio originator of a serious discussion on the subject This 
<!onjc<^tuiv |>rov(‘(l tnu\ for on my saying to him one clay after 
<liuner that 1 should really like to know how far ho was merely 
joking, and wlietljo.r lie was not a little in cannj.st, ho replied with 
a mueli noanT approach to seriousness, tliat she was a nice girl 
nn<l one might do mwvh worse than little Olomcritina. “Very 
easily,” saiil I, but would you lie more comfortable if you ivere 
to marry her i ” 


“ Well, Nii)p(*r <lear,” said he, afttT smoking a long time beside 
lus nllowaiuv, eoneetli'd from a bottle Fhocmer bad carried away, 

‘‘ 1 won’t marry little t?lenii*ntina nor anybody else ” He 

jtopf>ud without a full stop — perhaps with a comma — and waited 


for me to supply something be miglit contradict T supplied it' 
rather too late for <lniniatic effect, as T was watihing a beautiful 
fimoke ring T had d(‘spatchod across the table. When it died away 
I merely said, “ W(dl, Paddy dear, I shan’t run aw'ay from here 
till you do ” 


“ Don’t you bo iu such a burry, Nipper,” said he. “ I was going 
io say (only you must be interrupting) that I wouldn’t marry lit- 
tle Clomeiitiua or any one else, not without first consulting th^'! 
Doctor.” ^ 


“ Good Gracious, Pad,” said T. ** Are you afraid of your lungi^ 
or your heart, or what’s the matter?” $ 

A certain i)]acitl satisfaction on my Father’s face showed mo. 
that he would soon find materials for a distinct statement in th^; 
opportunities for contradiction he was creating for himself* 
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Then I asked him why on earth did he wauf t»» consult the Do««toT^ 
He replied with another question, and nii air of injtiry. Di<l P 
ever know^him consiill a Doctor iil>out lus luulth? Jf lie had any* 
tbinp: wroii" with his wifals> wasn't a diM*(or the very last ptTson 
should consult — if 1 eaiiu' to that, the only person in the world 
he shfiiildii’i consult? A li^ht broke upon me, and 1 iierceived 
that Dr. Thorpe was tluj inteinled arbiter. 

“Why, of <'oiirst‘, Nipp(*r! And 1 was ti‘lliii* you so, only yoa 
interru))ted me. The idea of me eonmillin’ a doetorin’ doctor!” 

But it slruek me v«‘ry strongly that, boweviT complimentary 
such 11 n fcM-enei' mip;bt be, it would hardly l)e fair, al'ler my lalo 
0 ouvcr'^a 1 ioll witii Dr. 'riior]K>, to tbrtiw Mieh a responsibility on 
him. Father cogitated a little, and admitted it. “ Maybi^ 

you’re ridit.” said lie. And he remained silent ami relkrtivo 
Ihrou^rh a whoU* pip< . 

1 nev<‘r was surprised at an\ tiling iiiv” Fatlu r did. So when 
Pheeuer came in with the accustomed qiiC'^t Ion- - was then* any- 
thin^r <he? -I was scandy taken ahaek at his repl.viiif/, “Yes, 
lilth' ('I<‘men(iiia. You can marry na' if ymi like/’ ami noin^? on 
liKhlint' a new pipe. I’Juener stood half in the doorway ns nno 
, who was waitiuK to hear w'hat tdse there wa-i, and salt!, “What 
does 'MastcT Jo^eftli say?” Master dtisi^ph inh‘rpf>s»'d no obsta(‘le8. 
.“I think. Master,” said th(» youuf? lady, “ 1 should like* to speak to 
Cook, and tc'll you lo-inorrow.” 

I ffot away early to-imirrow, leiivinp: matters to arrange ihcutt- 
fkdves. On my return J huiml that Cook, a TK*r.son of 
delicacy of fedln;?, had ad\ised l^luencT tlial if ‘'la* accepted 
Hash'r, she was hound at ouce to ily the house and join Ikt rela- 
tions in the country until the wed<linfr-day. A»’(‘(»rdinKl.v, sho 
packed her box, Rot a four-whender, and looked in at iny Father 
‘ at br(*akfa.st. “1 shall be very happy to, Master/’ said slie. “All 
right, little Clementina,” .said he. “Tell CJook another boiled 
ftcspg.” which Pla'cner did, ami then drove away before my Father 
; realized the position. 

“I siqipose it’s all right,” said he, wdien C’ook apjjeared witK 
; the egg and an explanation, “but 7 call it ’umbuggin’.” 

When I returned, finding that the matter might be r(*garded aS 
settled, I arranged ni,v own plans — and wrote to Los'nic, of course— 
f a very long letter this time. I thought I would di fer sending it a 
' little for fear of having to counter- write it all later. There might 
he slips between the cup and the lip. 
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JJow .Too lI!o^ J iTiJ y af,Min, lf< h It ft aloim witli her, and fot h qnrer. IIuw 
Ilf* will ivrilr it all to 1.0 sn \1 ifi'Iiin kin^ Jt tiuiio. They aio aloiio Htiino 
nion*. A ^ ojtfirof In iiii It* on ijotiy-Jcauuu^ lint i. How Joi'h walk homo 
Will Ihiiqiy. 

AiKiiiPMij Srii'UiN^tiN M\< \I.n^l^t’^ wi^lu'^ iniisl liavo liccn 
pn '•I'liP il, Itii* lit f 1 ntnpif d Iniii-t H np .'iwl tiirin il piindr wlioii 
pre^t iilftl Tdi* lli(‘ .i< ri il lilo t>i Ikipli in. n(‘ iMi-fd ii t>(A\(‘i*ful 
voici* ill pit)|t -,t. .ukI ( iidt <1 I)/ •'iKf/itii* lioltiillv, nilfr ivliich lii' 
it up ji ' .1 li.ul itilo «in<l cdusoltd liini'ilt’ \\i(li tlu' Imtllt*. 

L ditl lud wiiiK*', fill' pfrondK, ns lluro w.w sonu dillu-iiliy 
about hi I Killp r md m\ i If both Ipdiii* nl from (In* Work'* iit 
lht‘ 'UiiU' lmi( 111 I I li.nl .1 t’lMpldt* ntttuiid td* it from Miss dniio 
Kp< iiccr. M i.lt r \rilnl»,d<l, in f i<*(, w r\fd lo p iw the w.iv to an 
Cnsit'r rel mon Im I imm uu ami d.int‘v. ''Nun li.id luUni.illv h(‘< ii 
a eort.iin '•liliiit , since oi’r disruption. It could not will liavo 
boen olliMAvii. lint wi* h.id un t oi c islonallv bv^ accidinl, ainl 
hinl Ivnl to a< M pi flu* pfi'lfimi as il stood, .oml do as miicli as 
possible tf> < \( nipt b\d«ind(r<. fiom lhi\inp* to incbnlc lu amoni? 
ihi h* ( mb ii*!-.!'' tiM nt Appoint nu nt snddcniv n'crdli eb'd by iho 
Oin* or tile oiln r bid <|one j»iial srrvico in i inbllii'^ ii-» to bfMr our 
own. I lliink tliM ( dinsti niim p.ntv, winch I jniind Lit( r in llio 
dav, w.is the til t time slu* ainl I li id met for marly two jeard 
Wiihont pi) slbilits of n’ln it bn* (itla'i*. 

She w.is pisf <'oniiii.‘ oiP <d’ the 1% a-« iKuiniben d nssiillon rf>om 
ns I Wild in, and we sjuiok Innnh with ,i ronline sniilo. And I 
know Unit Mai"i»* M.'i\iy, sixteen, who w\h staiidin#< l\v, made a 
inonral nol<' of mir d( meanour as prohablv (lie corncf one bir ji 
oouplo tint h.nl ‘‘ hroki'ii it otT,” ami tlioiiKlit she w'as really soeint? 
llio world. T saw this fact in Miw Ma\e>’s Inrye him* e\is, which 
stood wide opiui like stn^it iloors. Tlu n I went in and had tc«a, 
fliifl went upstairs. Then* I cmiic upon M.isti'r MacallistiT, who 
after :i de(*p ski'p followiin? e\Inn*'lion froyi ri luniiicni^c the 
Deiil and all Ids works, bad waked uii ami was bein^ carried 
Tonml (i) bo slimvn lo Soeitdv, select miinberd of which w’oro per- 
mitted to kiss him, hut wdth caution and reserve. F was one of 
the privileged fow—iuy relations with Ills father at St, Withold’a 
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settled that! — and wa<i told by Toannir tliat it was ridic»l«M!«^ to 
complain (as 1 had dom) that his cIimIv too ‘-null t* ki*--.! 
What could r oxpoa at --ix widvs^ — Wa^irr it uhsuuh «! uu v < 
Mis-* Si)fnc(*r asMiihd in<lif>ijaiitly* ami ki-Md hiiri IuimH ; ii \\ is 
the other elmk, m) it did not pr<*jmru*o nnr nliuons in am way. 
But it would li ue hi « n not to i li it, a) It r ‘'Ui h a ii irrow < i]>o 
of kissjiuv iho suuo one And llius it was ihu 1 uuu (>» hno 
smh a tall aenmnl ol th(‘ nhiliious Pan nii-'in <d M \ u r Aidiie, 

ITavinn nniii mt' Ihisr paitunilais on the siih|«ii n| pnhlie 
inter* si -)nst as strann^Ti eiuu* ise tniK and unluml Ji1 a Mro 
or a roallv sati'-faelorv Aecjilmt, with los-, ot lile, it » i nu d to 
he onl> till natural ('our^-e ot things tor Jaiii‘y to si\, “ I lidpi' old 
Hr, Vance kups will.” 

** Oh s, MT\ w» II. Yon know he’s to Ix' luanii d i 

Xo- ind( I d r (luhri ' And the \altdntorv at mo -pin re that 
hunn about lu r last nuuik dispii id and nili h A aw.d^«n 4 d Put 
Jam V f \ lilt 111 I\ 1 ( li ihit di‘'*us>n>n hilwun ns, with intiiisl, 
Would lea m A. (i(])artuit\ ami thomdit il lihacMd to tin position 
not to emlaik on it without an apoloj'N. 'Fhe In/d i\(s look* d 
Btnnftht It Jin . *• I lu i\ isk. miMn sanl she; “ J -Inmld so 

likt to luar about it. You know J u^d to like >onr Fallur m> 
inm li ” 

Tsed lot 710 '>i<*uilimn on the rnilw.iv t>f Lih i nuc‘ out 

of a ho\ and IiowmI a n d t] if^. ai In diould ha\i done. If Inj 
was there, he was aslnp. Jhit not coutint with In r ini^l ike in 
Tfferrinjr to a closed ehaptcr eif our \oluine, Jam v procf i d* *1 to 
pmke nuttirs woiso h\ calling sjn eial ntti nlimi to the I’aet lint 
there were iia‘--<.i^'* s that me cl not he foryollcn, tlierehy isolatini? 
and oin]di I sizing? what it wms hitter to foieet. 

“ I don’t mean,’’ dit‘ went on, “that I don’t— that 1 slioiildii’t — 
that I dfui’t like liim now% Well— >ou kimw wliiit I iin in! Any- 
how, do pkM-.(‘ tdl ino about his marriage ” And Jamw Kot 

fout of the daiiiji reals c:n>nnd, as one eseMpc*s fr»>iii sinkini? in a 
inoTas'5 hy a suddc n rnsli tor a hard islamJ. 

! I told her all about the domestic eyent. unpnrudftiiiKly e muiKh- 
’ I’or I rejec'tid with ^en>ln the idea (Jial smh exes-siye cautieni wmi 
, noeessiiry. Was ii not a want of cemfide nee in Jamv, alnm t a 
. difercspoctful one, t<* eoiisidcr it so^ As for myself, it cam* to Ihu 
• same thin^ w'hate\<*r happened. If (feir Joey Ne> 2 was ^re^tfin;:' 
; uneasy on the siihioel) the re sheniM he any rocrmloM em •* of Jancy 
—well I bO much the bolter! If not, it nally wasn’t a IniiKim^ 
matter. 

Ought it not to have lx‘<u one? Had 1 any right to dismiss. 
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as T did, tho possibility of a ptroiifjor iiitorcst than my own, under 
wliat may ha\i‘ bc(‘u tla* protoxt ihiil it was a point of honour 
to nhow foiilitlfiicc in Jaiioy by doiiij^ so? I hope I deceived 

J K*»v<‘ tlicn a eomplcb' a<*<*oun( of my Fathor^a occontri<* s(‘Cond 
court'll I ip. Mild duiK'y IniudH <l a j^ood tlwroat; so much so, in 
(liot it was ni‘(*<*s'.Mr.v to \\ip<* h»*r cy<‘s. When she had done 
this I thiidx wc both fell liiiit a ler.sdie-serioua wave was due, and 
we sell led down to it without soiiiji: hack to a society tone, which 
showed that we w(*i‘e com fort tihk‘r. 

“ It’s all very tin(‘ to lauKh,” said she, “but Pm afraid it’s no 
lauj^hin^/ inatl»*r to you, Hhall you ^(o on living with your 
Father?’* 

“Oh. no! It’s too r\nn! You have no idea how queer and 
iim'omfortalde if is -and idl without any of us wanting to make 
any di eomfort, or show any littU* teiiij>ers in the matter. It docs 
seem hard that uIkmi there are so few people to consult, and none 
of the lb lr^Jl.lti«ln soiireis of mis<‘ry, that liuiiuiii luittin' should bo. 
unable to take ad\,iulaee of it and be hai>py. Of cours(' if there 
wa-* ((» 1 m* a ‘■(‘Itleineiil om* w<aild clear the decks for a<*tion. But 
there Won't be liue.” .1 alley looked very grave. “There ought to 
be a s(>t lleinent,” ‘-aid she. 

I did md enter into an.v di^aission of this point, as »r}\n(*y\s re- 
mark was one* 1 have ahva.v.s heard made under llu* same circum- 
slanei's, appannlK aut«nuatiea]U. T have alwavs classilu'd it as 
nn in\<duntary deeislon of well-regulated intelk'ets, a sort of 
Judieial Suie/t' on tlu'ir part, and havi*, so to speak, waited until 
they had put away their pocket haiidktavliiefs. “But aftc'r all,’^ 
Jamy coiitiniieil, “ thi* hat)pine>H of the parties is the first con- 
sideraiioii alim>'>t inon* ih.in ihi* sittlemenl. As Papa isn't hero 
1 ina,\ sa.Y '^o. \ <>u riv'dly think Seraphiua Ik)wdi*sw'cll with the 

impossil)k' name will make your Father a gcM^d w'ife^’* 

“Yes. at ka^t S(*rapldiiu Vane<* will. One thing Pm certain 
of — Pheener will carry awav the whiskey -bottle.** 

No sooner had tiu* w’ords pass<*d my lijis than I ft‘lt T had mado 
ft luistakt*. “What T w'as tn lui\e doin',*' was certainly what Janey 
did not say; yet she stood tlic-re visilily abstaining from saying it, 
with the most oreditahle resolution. I saw it as plain ns words 
could speak, in n smile that, being firmly rcvstrainod at the mouth, 
foriM'd its way into the eyes, and would not be denied. 1 con- 
sidi r» «l it best to go on. 

“But sbe'll never bo cured of calling me Master Joseph— nor 
altosethor cured of waiting at table. Naiuram ex^ellaa furcQ”^ *■ 
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"I donH know what that moans. — Xcvor niintl! Tfll me what ' 
your ow'n plans arc. if ymi don’t on ll\in^r at homr;’’ 

“Can’t say, ('xaotly. 1 may tsiko lodain>*s noar hero for a 
wlnh^ — ^pcrhaiw po away in tho sprinp: and try to iinhu*** Fraiioo 
or (lomijiuy to tako up iho Mat‘alli^lor Ihi)iMl»‘r. You kin>\v ahoul 
it.'^ 

“1 know. IfidtiMis thini»! You onn kill ‘■ovni poopk^ .sown 
milos off in wvonty hivonds. Isn’t that it 

“ That’s about it.” 

“And if fiftc'oii persons are interested in the livt'^ (^f i'a(*h you 
can make s»‘ven times tifteeai — H\ea times ten, siventy, M‘\eii 
times five thirty-five' — seventy and thirty is om' luiudred and tivo 
is five — you ean aetually make «uie hundred ainl five i)iu])Io un- 
happy all at once in seventy .seconds. Oli, Air. Vani-e, 1 do oou- 
gratulate you from I lie Ixittoni of my heart ! ” 

“ W.'j, and if it ^^er^‘ a Inindrt'd anil five thousand perhnp.s na- 
tions would tliink twice before rusliing into war.” 

“I think I MV .vo\ir idea. Perhaps* you’re ripbt.” 

W(' were in the larcri' fiont drawing room nearlv alone. Soine- 
tbiug iji Iium.in form w«is waitiim till its earriaee was amio!mi*ed, 
and alriufi: its ‘-kirls at a tin* in the* haedc drawing room, deannio 
ami hi r liu^hand were ses-iiig guests out down below, with an 
amount of shouting and riot tliat seemed ipilte out of ]Wi)]>option 
to llu' netual si/e of tlu* ostensible cause of the g.itlu ring; on 
whose behalf I heard apfvals lor •^ilenee, lest he ‘'iiould he waki d. 
But no rtoom r had the ikiIm) .sulwided Ihm alarum-^ wen* heard as 
of a six-\MeksoId hai)y in a vieileiit passieiU- p(i--«ihly (he* reoilt 
of the suddem silence. TJieii of a rush of siieemir and apology 
from lu'Iow. Then of a iM'latiel earri.age arri\i]iLr in a hurry for 
the human erealun*, who (ne\<T ha\ing been introdueed to .laney 
or me) e^xpre*ssed by a graeeful movement the* great sw’e(*lne-,s .she* 
would have sliow'ii iis had we not he*<*n W‘i>araled hv an imi>a-sahle 
gulf, and vanished fn»m onr lives fore'ver. As soon as s]ie was 
gone,* we got a lillk* stiffer, l)e(*au?(; wv were alone. All hough not 
introduee'd .‘he had served a.s a .®iort of hufTer state, through whom 
no eontrnhaiid could pass. Le.«s ine'taphorieally, then* eouJd hej 
neither rcinini.se‘enci* nor rcerimiiiutiou whiki she was .so lu ar at 
land. 

I can assure you it Is a very odd .sensation to Iv left alone with 
i young lady who tw'o .v<‘ars before* you Iiad made ee-rlaiii would 
)c your wdfe. One* effect it bad on mo was to make me* rexute* to 
nyself that portion of a letter T sboulel shortly WTite which would 
Icacribe the oddness of that sensation te>— LossicI (Thi.s siiuulta- 

r. 
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ncoim ftrranft^-mfnt of a lotU r to Lo^mio f»ooarml alongside all 
notable events.) A peirepliblv awkwanl silence followtil. ft was 
a mistake in na- to stay jvl'U'r tin* (*\it of the liUTiian carriage-owner. 
And every iniinite of irresolution made a bolt more difticnlt. I 
flit it in*M -.sary to say soiiietbiiiir about soin(*thiiij?, and decided 
on weatlnT. At the end of No\(‘!nln r it was safe U) say we should 
soon liave (’hrislmas n»und aj^.diu and I committed myself bo far. 
Jaiiey looked at a mw-paper and wonderfd if it was to-day’s. T 
wislw d »J(‘annio or Bony would desert 1h(‘ir treasure and eoine to 
tin* r<seuo; but n<‘itla‘r <Mnn‘. I felt that absolute silenee wouldn’t 
d(j ami to bnak il told a d< Idx rale lie without a particle of foun- 
dation. 

“ 'rh(‘re*s vrry little in llu* mwspapers now’adays.^^ 

“ Do you think so^” f fi‘ll it wa^ unraii* of .famy to resort to 
tin* Dfiihf \nis, lM‘('au-'<‘ it ^i.ive la r an appearance of trampnllity 
and M If coiMiiiMiid Is du aood pnti tiding' (o n*ad it. and 1 liad no 
comiter-re-ionrco. 1 iv ifk d tli<* piuiil, and liop(>d nolliin'i: was the 
matter with Ibibv. 1 ou^^bt to fjo up iiul said 

Jaru'y, 1 (hoii'dil (d‘ soMin* idi .is<» <lon’1. and eonlrasled it with 
ple.jsn do; but m iilier s< enn d >:ood, on rilbelion. fl.nn y turned 
her (vea off the papi r to h» ar lult<*r, ami apparently thinking; that 
silence was suspi<Muus, diciikd cm pc*in£» nf>. Ihit when sh(* not to 
tho door she ‘•hook <»IT all di eniMs, jnd cpiiu* smidc nlv eomincf 
«>ut of andaish w illi. “ ( \inu\ Mr. V.ince, I told vou \(m had spoik*d 
a Kood friemDIup, and so ,\cui had. But llure’s m* reason why 
\vc shouldn’t have .a uocmI .uviu.iinl,nu*»*ship-~so slmke hands on it 
atid r< .dly forc'd .and foipive* ;di round,” - la Id out Iht liand to mo 
nml nut inim* with a cordial sinke. running away upstairs before 
I bad time to do more tlian n<*uuiesc*c\ 

I sat arr.ingiim the relation of all this to Lo'-sie.aiid nwaitinf? the 
re 'a ppt 'a ranee <d‘ Bony or Jeaiinn*. Tin* jiart of the lelU*r 1 
found mo-<,t Irouhlesonie was the' proof of niv e'crtainty of what 
!Mis3 Spc'iu'iT had lhou?;ht when 1 mentioni‘d the* whiske'y-bottle. 
I could e\.ietl> pi<*turi> l.ossie to niys»('lf .sa>insr, Silly boy! How 
can Im be so f.inciful!” and then 1 W'(>ndi*rcd wdiether she had 
ke^pt her complexion in tin* hot climate, and w'ould she eomo back 
thin and elryi I w’oriled seniu* (‘mpiirics on these points for the 
letleT. Put 1 want you to te*!! m<* more* about Janey Spemccr,” 
said the irna^e in my mind, “ Niver mind whether T’m thick or 
thin-- you’ll see some day!” So I tilled out the unwritten letter 
with particulars of how* nnhappv it nuule me to think of the 
motive Jaimy appearetl te) ascribe^ to me. “I know I shall say 
sonxctliiiig about it to her ami break up all ilic old ground again 
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fao the letter was to run] if £ boe much of her,*’ and the image of 
Lossic brushed back its hair in the eld wa>, ami the blue-grey 
eyes looked at me in (he obi way fnnn under ihe sauu Iojk’: in*'- 
, lashes, and it said in the obi veiee, “ Vou silK J(h* Vance I Make 
up your mind one way or the other. If \o\i den’t bne daney 
Si»en<‘er at b a^t half d' inu<‘h an \ou b>\*‘ me. Km [> <nil of h*T 
way and make an end of it.’' So 1 n&ohid to t*>l!ow a pre\ lonely 
dwdar<<l inlentinn, am! go hack home io diiim r, and as I ehosi- to 
coTi'^ider thal 1 ’■liould bi* aeting nii'e]li‘«bly in e^nmg witbout 

disturbing any uiu', I w(*nl down alone, and foiuid m.\ coat and 
hat ami unbrella. lint 1 was r<‘ekoning witliout m\ host, for 
Bony came running down, Inning lieard me on the stairs. Did 1 
make a noise on piirjioM*, 1 won<b‘r^ 

“I say, old chap, von mtisl stop to dinner- you really mint*' 
then in a lower toiK', “ Von know, Jaiiey will In' \ery imenmfort- 
abb' if you don’t. She’ll think >ou hntm’t f»>r’‘i\en Ikt.’* 

“Oh, but imlMd- it’s nothing to do with rl ua v. It'% only be- 
cau^^o I nni'^t ;n t a htfer oiT to i fe., etc, and I’vt' got to f*o-t a 
oh<‘UU<' to et<*.. (te. ami I’ve got to nuit i te., ele., at bait |>ast six 
to morrow^ nu»rning,” ami more to the 'laiiK' (iTiet. 

\ c s, but d.im v's sure to think it's b(*r. Ami the pof^r girl Jiaa 
befii doing the best she can to make things com fort ahb‘. And 
jnst I'oii'idtr h<»w nne<Mnfortabb‘ it will bt* if slu‘ marrus Oliver 
Thnrp<\ and ,von d<m’t f^d on an easy footing.’' 

“ lio! *' said 1 . “ flam \’s tmine to marry Nolly! " 

“Wtlll / <Ion’l know'. I say nothing- Only Jeaiinio says liu 
admires lu r very much.” 

“ It’s not u]) to congratulation point, ainlKnv^” 

“ Jkdler ask fb’annii'— reineniher, I know nothing —perlmps it’s 
onlv an i(b'a of Iuts. You’d htdtcr stop and tlan she'll lr*ll you.” 

^ly two idenlilits <leeid<'»l to ‘'top to dinner on two dilb n nt 
grounds, 1, because I bdt s(<-iiri*r against any i)os‘‘ibIe nvival of 
an «*ld store, and aKo b< cause I bit glad to h<‘ar of tlie m vv ono 
for Nolly’s sake; ami .fot» No. 2 because la* bit hurt and didn’t 
know’ why, and kecanse he had an unieasfuiahle objec-tion to .J.niey 
marr.ving anv <me (b(». “IJow ran you bav<* oiic^'’ sai<I 1 to him. 
“ K(*nii*iiiber the life you bd me at Oxford four ,>e.ii ^ .«g,o!” 
“Anyhow, hr should s((,p to dinner,” po he* said. 

What followed convinces me now that if it is Tfish to reckon 
without one's host, it is still rasher to reckon without oiic^s 
hostess. You see, a young lady wlio has marric^d her first love 
with no greater hardshljis tlinn are jnv*)lv(*d in a tw*o vears' on* 
gogement^ spent in looking at premise's (whicli ao long as you 



2^8 


JOSEPH VANCE 


nro not oMipofl to oomo to conclusions is the ^^rcatost joy on earth), 
to <IaiH*(*s, find uripnokin/^ the weddinj? pr(‘s<*ut-> to look at 
tlurn — HM^‘h a yoniuc ludv, I 'Mv, if nil w(*ll in lior first year 
of insif oiirc» to want jjU her single friends to be as 
luippv . 1 ^ li< 1 <11. Thon for< dtannn*, wdio at sovontot'ii was al- 
n.nlv an 'n\<t(rato rn!itflimfik<‘r. was no miotut married than she 
tnriM<l lo, find alrno^.t (nidud all lli<‘ <liKibl<*s into one fumtlier’s 
nriiiH. Sin* thonplH notliip'* of fiskin;^ early twi‘nties to Imieh 
wilh lale l< I in e.irek »1.\ s* li eP d eoiif>Ies, and I’oinparinj^ the 
e<»loni ol flu ir <*\t ^ ami hair aero-.s tin* table. II they wire ni’firly 
tbi amn Imi^tli, da \\ou!«i nu.iMire tbetu bjiek to baek. The 
pn l< ne<*s she would niak< ifi ord< r that th(‘V should bi* left alone 
in ibe* ^rardi n or dtawinic n‘oin ii.ilh tom* to tin* lielnbt of fi Fine 
Art. A panic I rn Ivin <oui>le ‘o (iitriip)Md b.iel Im eii known to 
ht(k n fii;n iii a niiihifil I'onfi'vion of pli^-bli'il troth elsewhere. 
Ihit .!< innii ’'(ood, for in -,\\ months r]i(‘V w<‘re both faitliloss, 
and. a -lie liininphantlv said, ha<l niadi* it up sifti‘r sill! 

'I’Ik n loi< for jjnv two ntiinairii*d p(*rsoas of oppfisiti* sixes to 
ri'iitatn to ihnni r at Mrs, Jeanriie’s wjis ruilJy to put ihi ir lieads 
in the lionis.\ mouth. Of eoiir-i* tlsiney jiiid 1, who wire in a 
IM lee the two Ib’otoniart \ rs of Ju r s;vsteui of ]>( rseeiit ion, were on 
our /•it4ird^. Ihil ihii only made Mrs, Mjiealli’-'ter more uii- 
MTiliniloU \ 

Whilhir she said to hi r husband, “There now^! Tie’s proinpf 
be\s niuiiiiii awjiv from ! I told yon be would! Do 

ruji down find s.n '•bi'i to Mr. Thori>e,*’ I don’t know, 

but if she did it was ekwi r. For it made my imaee ot I.ossio in 
India .say, Vou ee, .mui silly (Joom*, it’s .dl bein settled for you. 
So now \ou tiei dn’t fu is/' And I joined the trio at dinner in a 
Hpirit of lioni s( aeipiii M'lnee in the aeiiiiaiiitanei ship/* 

We ehittid in full fsnniliarity over mv Father’s inlendi'd inar- 
ria^ie. di.mnie ninl liony ea«*h rotated on the axis of Duly in 
ocmneeti»ni with setth menls, whieh eamc forw’ard sonudiow, un- 
aouyht hy me. “ There om^bt to be n .settlement,” said both 
Polemnlv. 

“Thfil’s what Nolly and T are always qnarrelliiif? about,” said 
T; “he’s j'lltini' quite a j^reat authority on these nnitters, J un- 
derstand ” 

I never saw more perfect nneonseio.isness and eaudonr in two 
ha/el e,M\s in my Hf»' than in the pair that looked at me across the 
table. 

“ 1 b.iven’t seen "Mr. 01iv«»r Thorpe for ever so loiij?/’ said their 
owner. “ l£ow is he^” 
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r I don’t think the glanco that cro.^ 0 ed the othot diamoter of tho 
taMo was nearly so unooiiscioiis — it was iii\ial!v ^^uihy wwh w'ny, 
I huapoot. 1 was surpri’^od — agreoahly, .Too No. iJ InU I 

denied it viciously, and folt 1 could kick him. .laiioy looked al }oo 
for an answer to her (pic^tion, with added « mpiirv ahoiit iii\ '-ur- 
priso. .leannio >]io\\<d proM'iuv of mind, and droL'^pd .I.imv 
away U]j'=^lnirs abruptly, hcfoiv I could an^vNor eitlnr tiajulrv. I 
realized that I should hear more about th.d, 1 h l«>io ihe ^Niuing 
wn? ov(‘r. 

'J'liere were alarums and exeursions npst.iirs while we Mu<»ked 
our ei^ar'i; eau'-iiif? Ik»ny to take his out ol hi‘^ uuniih to h'-.ti .1 - 
but it was evhiently too ^ood to dt-ert. Ik suh (In- lion hold 
was always fcTiueuting ahout its ni*w memher. \V<' ‘smoked to 
8<‘oreh-poiiit and tlun fouiul Jaiiey alone i»i the ilrawmi’ nui.n. 

^Sleaniiie’s just ^*one up a^rain,^* said she. “ Ihit Tm ^ ure 
Eahy’a all right - 1 \\«\s \ip there just uow.’^ Ibit the* au\ions 
Father (now th(‘re was no eigar to tiui'^lO would not he mioIIimI 
with sueli tt‘'limony, and thought he liad heittr go up ami M-e. 
So then' W(* w(n' .ilom* agiin and llu' projietion oj* the allegetl 
ciiKaf^eim nl to Nollv mmdi more ih.m douhlfuk 

.(alley m\er let the grass of uneertainly /»roNV under lu r f(*et. 
‘*What </e/ ^ou in<‘an, J^lr. Van<*e, by looking so ''eand wlieu I 
nskeil aft<*r Mr. Oliver Tliorpe^” 

\Vh(ui evasion is impossible one deeid(‘S on confc'ssion, and 
iuak< M a nu rit of it. 1 oonfewd, ami eontiiuii‘il apoiogt tieall.v : 

** U was only a word fiom Ikuiy u few minutes Isd'on* we went 
to elinner. T dan-siy I made too inueli of it. When one would 
bo very gla<l to liear news if it leere true, oik‘ is apt to think it 1.9 
true - onc' doesn’t eiupiiro loo closely/' And .Too No. 2 ]irotested 
against being inclinled in my profession of gladness. “ In tlio 
present case I may allow myself to say that I tliought my old 
friend a hiost fortunate man.” And in order to avert difiieult 
personal metaph.>sics, T endeavoured to throw into my remark an 
ingn'tlient of the poIish<*d Man of the World who dec ms a trihiilo 
to your charming i^x neeessary. Ft was a failure. .Jaiuy caught 
the weak point instantly — she was a trni‘ solic-itoFs daughter. 

‘‘I h»)po you tlioiight mo an equally fortunate w^omani’’ 

But was tluTC any truth in it? ” 

^^Noiie whatever. But did you?” 

«T)id I what^” 

Think me an equally fortunate woman?” 

I thought of trying the polished Man of the World again, and 
beginning with, Fur below your deserts, etc.” But I had failed 
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BO before ibid T it \ip. I wad very stupid not to answer 
naturally tli.il indu d I did, and Xullv was the deareM and truest 
ol Irii'iid-*, and would i/ial.e Ha It I ol Iiunl)aud% Bill an uii- 
eulled-rnr ('trnimij juafl* mv enuit to tlu* surl.av, 

** Met li iiii»n hiiMuiiale/’ 1 '-aid, ihan on a pn* and stuck 

in llio inidiMo ol llic 

“Bnvioiii n( i*a^ion,” ud .Jaii<\ \Nilb dM*i-^ioii, hut tluii lier 
dnd-ion ^((iiad to tad In t and In lurn(<l ratlior pal(% 1 thought. 
^M)h dear,” ‘-aid ‘-In, “I d» wiAi ,\on wouldn’t. It niak^s it so 
difliMilt, .ind it thusit'l do .inv good." Ainl she (iitronchcd lior'-i If 
lx liind an dlu 4ral( d ])a|>r r. 

1 hx)lsMl at (In* Ino ainl lonta-i ‘ouie inon‘ of mv htler to 
Lo-.sh\ It nnplo\M|. ( arn -* 011 % to .sav» .1 mo-t uia oniiuii d ‘-jiiiile, 
rdcMiing nn all ainl .I:ino\ to t\\«i pasM ngc rs in niid-i*h*inni‘l pre- 
lindmg all s' • \\< 11 \\idi tin in, hut ‘-addoni d h\ a \M‘ll-found(’d 

anxIt'U ahoiil iln mn'pind hall ol the pa>‘-.igc‘. 1 \v.\s airaid 

that, il 1 i<n(a(<l tin < ohm 1 -.alioii, Botu and rliaiinii' (who stood 
f(M* C.dai^ pn I ) would lx too 1 itc (o .'Ncrt \\liat<\M the ininful 
eon < 'P‘( in‘4 * aiilndpilMl win an analogue ol. 'J'ln image of 
Ja» >ie I(xiI\mI al ni(‘ in mv mind, and ‘-aid, “Don’t he a 
meiN i»ig. «Io< ! Ih nn mix r wind I sdil Ixdore.’’ And tin u T 
saitl to nu x II, ** Tin ^iire I tio |oV( dam v quito hall as much — a 
lillh* more, porhap^- \(‘% ileeidMll> a liUli‘ inore!’^ And Iluai the 
ini.uu aid, “ Ids molt ilnn dial, d<H\ and >on know il. or you 
would ilo I said ami k * f) out ol lu r wiv ami make an einl of 
it." .Vnd I Ihmk dm \o. '1 hit pr.df'iul I 0 tin* image. 

M’ln‘ au ilouN of Takus was a good om* in one n 1 — ^w’o w'(*rc 

Very like tin two pa---* ngc rs in (uir wav of resorting to siK>neo. 
We hit it w is the In -.1 ihims*, ami s.it willi oiir imiiLd e\es ‘•hut, 
wailing hir the sound ol dtanni4^ 4ir l»nn\ on tin* st.drs; just .as 
they would ]ta\e shut llu ir praUieal om s and w.dtml to }n‘.ir tliat 
tht‘ harlxair liglils w<ti‘ in \iiu. N4» \oi('e «)f relief came and I 
couM stand it no loiv ('r. I hnr‘-( out -mldenlv, iiist as though 
till' neiproeal MUi-eiou ne^*^ ami ini‘'gi\ing of the last two liours 
had IxH n -i>i*ken « t»n\ ei-'-al u»n. 

“Y^ui tn s,M what V4»u like, daiiev, hut you knmv if irnsnt 
to carry awav iii.> noor ohl Iknl’s whi'-kv v-hoitle that F wanted you 
for m.\ wih\" Slio lurnel a litde p,di r and said, “But T said 
nothing!” “No,” suid I, “hut 1 luard y<m think il was, 
,nnd l can’t boar that you sliouhl think so.” She turned paler 
still. 

“ CMi, how much lx'tt(‘r to lei bygones bo bygones!” She ap- 
pealed to nu' hi M'ecliingly, 
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“Thoy shall directly. But I mitst make you know that it, 
wasn't.” 

do know it. I do boUove it — indc<^«l T do! You dini't sup* 

pose it was /hai that niadt' me ” 

“Well, yes — T did! I thou^rht it \vn'i~~ /mrf!//, at lea^t. Ol' 

^ course f (hoiiidil nios/ <•!* i< was sunietliiui* else*.'* 

“It u'fi't something elsf*/’ aiul daney went, verv while iiidei-d. 
was that ye)U were so very f4»ml of Lueilla Oespiv/. [.el 
go,” for she was making for the door. 

“ Bui I was very — vc/y fond ot* you.” Janey slu>ok her head 
slowly, and .smiled, 

“And you wen* very — very — rrn/ hmd of "Mrs. Ihspnv,’* said 
she. “ It was tlin^f* verys to my two. Mmdi belter let thi* hygonea 
begin to be Inpaies, ]\lr, Vanee.” 

“I ean’t — J won’t!'’ 1 cried. “Oh. datiey — dearest Jan^y — 
what rould I say witlujut an untruths” 

“ Notlilng! It \\Ms as it was. Ihit it is a w'omarrs w'ay to ask 

what she feels t»reniin‘d to yhe. and 1 ” 

J <;aughi h(*r in my arms mihI ]>nr''l iiiO) a passionate^ entreaty to 
her to forgive' me and take mi' baek. Whatever else was trni' I 
Baid it was true tluit J loved her heller than any other woniau I 
could possibly marry. “ Reeollect,” I saith “that if yon turn mo 
away again it is to no happiness clsc\vhi*rc— only a black, dry 
fruitless wc'rld — and wc may me(*t again in tho desert, as wo 
have met to-<lay, each wamilering about alone.” Shi' did not shrink 
from me, hut w’as as white as a slief*t. I caught her up closer; 
I could feel hoAV her heart beat, and still slio did not shrink. 
But passionately as I spoke and felt, one of iny inner selves wa8 
still spi'culating on how the other would finish that lettiT t«i 1 -, 03 - 
Bio; while the other wais dimly coiiseious of an outride? satisfaction, 
to come hereafter, at the happiness Lossie would have' in reading 
St. I doubt this Iieing the least intelligible to any one else — but 
jthen I am not writing any one cWs life. 

^ Janey sliowed no reaction against a fifnfiiS'qifo that was dis- 
tinctly founded on the school of Bony and Jeannie, until a foot- 
Btep, OP four footsteps, came on the stairs, and the anxiou.s parents 
entered full of tho frightful symptoms Baby was showu'ng. It was 
Calais harbour too late. But they Tverc too pro-occupied to notico 
pur pre-occupation; and that pending the arrival of a tjcneral 
Practitioner, wo discussed Gastro-Enh^ritis, Bubonic Plague, and 
BO forth in an absent manner that scarcely rose to the impor- 
tance of the occasion. After a verdict of wind, when the doctor 
Lad departed, execrating one general practice, to wdt, that of going 
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rare old sluma had gone with it. And some rare now slums Lave 
taken th(‘ir phieo, in whi(*h I am told the Rcrvaiits sleep in the 
hath, lo n u* no bold(*r expression. This is neither here nor there. 

Al'h r wailing a iniinite or two to shake hands with Mrs. 
Soiin'thina. Janey’s I'rir n<l, I had to nuilcc a bolt niiexi)lainc(l; and 
was so lal<‘ dial 1 onl.v jn I in lime to cat<*h my Eallier 

reluming lo llu* work'^. baviiu? (ini h< d hineh, 

“Will, Mpper,” was gns'img, “ w’liat’s lh<* Jiews of 

INiiipk^’s f.»rantlelii!<| ^ Whal dni Pimples drink his li<*alfh iri^” 
ll(* du n went on lo l•(s*all uidi pl<‘asure iiutow.ird iiieidenls that 
jidghl liapi>eu at (dirisii-jiiiiL; j, t*n ally lo the satisfaetion of out- 
siilers not in v\nipaJliy willi any religious bfidy. “ Von nuistn’t 
joll 'em <»ViT du* Innl," '■aiti In, or flarc'^ no knowiii’l 1 heard 
l(‘ll lliey jolled \oiir (‘kl<*r ni->ti‘i* Mli/alx ih that di<‘<i in U'ethiiig. 
1 vvam'l dare in\M'ir. Vour Moliier told nu‘.” And iiiy Eathcr 
paiiMd ami iHe.uiu* thoughllul. Poor oM D.id! 

“ You'm* iiol a Ling many (|in*'iioiis jm .\ou might. Daddy,” 
aaiil I. He pondind ,i IlHl ‘ lo lind a new (iut‘sli»>n. and d(*eided 
on adving who w* re the (bMlbillu'rs and (ludinodur of Master 
Areliii*. It a|>iaanil lo <.(MMir t<» hiiii a> singnlar and ratlim* scan- 
ilaloiis dial diis la<U ami tin '^e gmitleinen w(‘ro Jiot joined in 
lawful weilloek, and dial ,i food oppurl unity for making them 
re*iMe(aM(‘ had lu <‘n k;sl. “1luy ini^dit have ]m( th<‘ lialter over 
da III dieii ami lla le,'’ sdd he, <‘\i<lindy eoufiising helwemi the 
alal»le and the fane. I diil nor slop lo elear this up, hut again 
urged fmdar isajuiries. Ih* sai<l he was no good at guessing 
eoiiumlrums, ami pave i( up, <\»i*k was sliarixr, for ernning in 
at flu’s moMiuil widi my luneli, sla* eaughl his hi'^t wonls and 
ex(*laiim d, Law, Ma'-hT. oaift von see^ It’s a young lady?” 
And I adiidltid dial lliis was die eaM*. 

\V« II done die \ipi>«'r!” And mv Palher, who was just paek- 
ing his .e.irf round his dir<mt to fa«v llu* ou((*r air, undid it again 
to sit thwv II ami eivjov a gooil laugh over the event. “Well — 
done die Nip|u r! And tliis time il ain’t a widdiT?” 

“ No. It c’m’t iinK is llul my Fatlu r iixed a suspioioua eye 

on me, ami shook the Ir'ad ol the uiUMmviiieeil. 

“ The Nipper is at some game,’' said he. “ He’s gammoning Ids 
old Dad.” 

“ No, Jhuh honour bright ! She isn’t a willow, whatever she is.” 
But the use of the expres.sion honour bright eonvinecd him that I 
was, as he put it, previnivoeating. 

“ Spit it out, Nipper dear," said he. Whereon T admitted that 
though she wasn't a widow, she was the same young lady that 
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hadn^t boon a widow In^foTO. It waa a ‘^ad roiijr-dowii. Oivok^ 
fchoufifh, triod to put the best s!io nuiM o\\ the tuatt« r, .nid 
wiii!, well s*lu‘ deelarid lUiw, think of lhai ! Ihii the j*ill was e\i* 
clently oti her giii/:>:orl)ri\id. As for my Father. In* n ally hn^ked 
sorirjusly ceneerned on my behalf, aiul ‘'lrn\e to eoii'^ole me. 

“Never mind, Joey d^ar! ('he<*r up! Well p^t it ''he ain’t a 
widder. ami start fair aeeor<Hu\ Ihit yon liiiuht liave l<»ld nie and 
Co(tk, insti'ad <»r kiepimt r»f it bat‘k. Hay. (\)ek^’' 'Flii- t\fra<*- 
tion of tin*-- 'in-dl anuninl <»f i»i*ie\ar»et‘ nunh* him ha]))ty and na'^al, 
but (’o<ik evidently inwardly <lei»ressed, as I jiuI'mI fr 4 .n 1 the 
way in whieh slie «^aid, “Ami th«' partridj^e a-^jjef tin:; eoM to4>,” 
sliowin^r th.U she lik( lu'd my eii^anemeiit to a limeh that has lu*(*j» 
“k(pl warm.’' vhieh is e<iui\alint to han^' hruu^ht baek eoel, I 
fell "orry for Cook. 

I hav(‘ di<e4)V('ri (1 by lliis lime of ntv life that fnmilii*^ are 
almost al\va\s di 'a]»|ioint( d with the Per 4m^ cd* their Clioii'i*, thi* 
iTnme<liate CIioomt-. alom* ev*i plt‘d. The\ in i\ Ik* pa nennia ami 
C4>nreal it, (»r tiny may fj^ather lh»ins‘lvis np r4>r a eolkrtivi* 

tiprer-sprine*, and f;o straight for the throat of the inno4‘4*nt in- 
trmh r. lint (he;s will only hav** a tnu* li<.irlfell weh'onn* for Itiin 
or h<'r wln n the.\ don’t want tin' other party for ihcansi Ive'^;. 1'lieii 
they will aelaiowledire (he kiiidiu'ss of ,|ones in takinpr their 

little !»n»fher Cain <»r Jud.in or Caraealla olT their haml*. and will 
hoi)e Mis^ Jones will !iav<' a ste,nl,vin;^ elTe< t. Or ritf r* 
Kmiwinp* this, I was not surpri-ed at my D.nVs Innm tiiate di^- 
satisfjHdhm with the name ol Jane Spem'« r. wlu n we wi re lii 
onKacrid, lie Jiail formed an ideal mi my behalf and the naim* of 
it had several syllables, say Iphipenia in 1'aiiris or ( ’Ivliemiieslra. 
IlnvinpT expressed his low oinnion of J.-mey, by imputirijr es- 
sential widowhood to lier, ami the atlrihntes of a laundress, I 
knew him too w’ell to suppose he w^onld retraet. lie would 
acknowledge that lie had been drunk, wilh pi rfeel I’amlour, hut he 
never admitted that )io had made a misiaki*. So I w.is not as- 
ioni*ihed at his looking? rather blank ov(*r the n ermleseenee of 
Janey — on the contrary, T thoiiprht it a eonce.s>!ion on his j>art to 
surrender her widowdiood and start fair. 

Bnt 1 wa** painfully conscious, when T broke my ap^rc-iahli* mwv.-j 
to Dr. Thorpe, that there was something behind his otlierwi^ni 
tuost cordial reception of it — soniothinpr that inadf* me fr i l (hat 1 
had lK*en too confident. It was so .Mli>ht that a monunf after T 
thought that [ innst have been mistaken and the nnpk*asant feel- 
ing went off. But I felt it again when I told Nolly, who liad come, 
as I did, on a u^ual Sunday. Ho put too much bido on in his 
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congratulation^j and spoke, T thought, with a certain amount of 
effort, aiul an artiiieiiilly exhilarated tone. I suddenly recollected 
Bony’{> allfgatioTi about Nolly and Janey. There must have been 
Something in it! 

'I'hcn* <'ould be no coiu'<*alniPiits between mo and Dr. Thorpe, 
Thut Wduld Inive been contrary to nature. So 1 spoke straight to 
him about it after Nolly had departed when we were together in 
the Idhrary after 1 uti<*1i. Why “-there was .something,” said he, 

“ lait I don’t know if one <*oijld fairly deseribe it as niiylhing 
hetwec'ii Nolly and Miss Spiuieer; for Nolly made the mistake of 
not taking the huly into his <‘onfidenee — not enough, that is. Ho 
Bi)ok«‘ to luT L’atlu r and askcnl his leave to Rp(‘ak to Janey — and 
her Eathor took upon himself to say she would bo unpropitious. 
It struck me jjs an iiiiuaually rash net in Speneer to vouch for 
anything! lint I sup()ose he had his reasons. 1 could have un- 
d(‘rstood hi-s merely discouraging an engage nuuit on the ground of 
the ineautioie>ne'iS of marriage. lint he went further and took 
the r<'sponsil»ility <d* h(‘nding N<dly off altogether. Nolly eouldn’t 
very w< 11 run <*ountev to his principal; so In^ kept away ami <'oii- 
fiokd liiinsrlf uitli eriela t. This was more than six iiioutha 
ngn.'’ 

** Do you know, Doctor, I eairt suppose Janey over know any- 
thing ahoiit it ind< id, Tm sure she didn’t, from a lot of things.” 

“ Do ,vou think f lu' ought to be told, and given her ehoice? — all 
go back and inaki' a fr<*di -.tart^ 1 shouhln’t recommiuul it, even 
if you tlioiight it would he easy to negotiate. 1 don’t. Moreover, 
I suspect that her Father knew what he was about.” I thought 
so too, an I knew how dev<»ted she was to him. 

I got an opportunity of sounding .Mrs. Maeallistor :is to how sho 
came l)y her information about Nolly, as 1 was perfectly certain 
Janey was absolutely uneonM*ious. But Jeanuie was quite unable 
to quote any jiu(horitii‘s- had only seen the parties together once. 
Was he \ery < mprrtsr in his manner ^ 1 asked. 

“ Spooiioy, do you mean i No — not particnlarlv. But anybody 
could tell — any girl, 1 nu^an. The way bo spoke of her as Miss 
Sponct'r, and kept at the other end of tlu^ room. Heaps of things t 
Art for tJaiK'y, slie’s just a born goose with no eyes at all. Never 
sees anything.” 

“Sho knows nothing about it now?” 

“ Nothing whatever, ami T shan’t tell her. Oh yes! of course 
I’ve lalkt^d to her about him — <‘haffed lier a little — Init she only 
Baid she wished ho was a little more talkative. Please touch that 
bcU near you, Mr. Vance. I want to know if Baby^s adeep”. 

■ r. 
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Baby was, according to Nurst^’a testimony; and Jcannio r<'«uraed, 
looking thoughtfully ut the fire: — 

There must be somebody now that woiihl do nie<‘ly for your 
cousin ” 

“ Jle’s not my cousin- he’s no relation/’ 

^‘Well! Yr>ur AvluifiMu* he is! Then* ixnr! IM just thought 
of Huiicl)od\, and 3011 put her out of my head. Oh, I know!-- 
Priscilla J\f iddhdon. Oh no— -by the bye!— .sh(‘'s going to marry a 
man with a bottle nos*' and ehtek trouscTs. Wliat a silly 1 ani! 
Well, but ril t(dl ,vou who there is— of oour.se— (here's Maisic 
linxey — the very thing! Why, shf*’^ seen him uln‘ady, at l^ord’a, 
and said how nice he looked in his ilannels 1 ” 

“Hut that child! (Vune, f say, ^Irs. Pony, draw it mihl!” 

“('hihl indeed! SIu \s lu'arly .M'\eiiti'< n, and hi*’s Iwmits 
It’.s quilc ideal." And J<*.mnie’s heautii'ul fuei* ht‘iuiU'd with joy 
in the Ilieker of (he lirelight. And little di<l Mr. Prentiei* Ma\ey, 
her papa, aiul Lady Sarah Mav‘y, lur lu.niima, dream of the 
Biiari's that were Ixdng laid for lln ir daughter by that pretty 
Engiih'(i\s wife Maisie was so ihiek with. It’s so long a}»(> now 
that 1 <*an’t recall why 1 havi* an impn ssjon that lhe-.e pan nts liad 
misgivings over the aeciuaintanoes Miss Maisie had ]>i»*ked up. 
lint I had one, and k(M j) it htill; and have now a \ersioii of it 
which inurmnrs tliat the OhviT Thorp(‘s give theiUseUes airs 
because aMaisie Thorpe, tJie one that was so likr* her Aunt laadlla, 
marrie<l her cousin the pre.sent Earl. However, thib is antipica- 
tion willi a verigcaiic<‘ I 

Jcaniii(‘ had an easy job this tinu*. Pop really .'■he contributed 
very little to the result. Ikwond gi'tting me (o hiing Nollv <»V(*p 
on<‘ eveniug, and exposing him to tlie larce blue e>(s u( (he Karl’s 
gruiiddanghler, like a idiotographic .sensitized surfacM*, she hardly 
did a hamrs turn. However, .slie was too hoiiourahle to make a 
parade of h(*r achievement, and admitted that it w'as Maisie’.s* o\vn 
doing entindy. She <loscrihc'd the position in terms that wcnihi 
have done honour to my Mother. “ When a girl,” said slie, “jams 
her head down a man’s throat, he naturally takes up th<i gaunt- 
let!” 

Nolly certainly took up the gauntlet, and the lournament came 
off about two y<*ars later at St* George’s, Hanover Square. The 
girl’s Mother made a great fight, on social grounds, no one of her 
family having over fall(*n so low as a Solicitor. Hut .‘•he was out- 
fianked and routed by the Earl, her father, on w'hoin it suddenly 
dawned that Oliver Thorpe was the sun of the Dr. Thorpe, where- 
upon he descended on Poplar Villa one day, to tlie Doctor’s aur^ 



288 


JOSEPH VANOE 


prise, to express the unbounded satisfaction that he felt at his 
granddaughter marrying tlic son of so illustrious a man. lie was 
a Biological or Elhiiological or Psychological Earl — [ really for- 
get which! 

!Nolly was therefore married about twelve months after Jancy 
and myself. ITis wife is living still, as I happen to know. I saw 
her name recently in the Moniinrj Pont, and learned that she was a 
Primro'^o Dame. Perhaps if lh(‘y ever speculate about me, they 
wonder if I am still in Pra/il, or what has become of me; strange, 
isn^t it, if this should Ix' se(‘ing what narrative my last 

pai’agrai)h was the end of. If it i*-n’t true, something equally 
strange is. For, considi'r the moaning of thirty years! 

When I am writing of the past, it eom(‘b hack so vividly, each 
rocoviTiMl iiicidtail (*onslajilly supplying recollection of sometning . 
else, that I (*an almost hear tlic voices that oven now, some of them, 
may soinetiuu's speak of me. I can sec J('anni(*’s glorious auburn 
hair glowing in tlu' rtrelignt, as she hatehes her little scheme for 
onlra]ipiiig Nolly and the Primrose Dame above mentioned! I 
can hear muflied eah-wlieels on the snow outside, and Jeannio says, 
^^ThaPs Janoy — T was afraid she wouldii^t come,” And then I 
m('ot Janey in the passage, coming wanxi and living out of Iho 
snow, and shaking it olf her sealskin, and in want of half-a-crown 
for the Ifansom 

And I can almost hoar the words! And then it all dies away 
and T am alone in St., Bloonishury, m a blank and feature- 

less Saturilay night— not even a thick fog, only a thin one — with 
a piano-orgau playing the lime 1 know as Carmen in this street, 
and a band of a liarp ami cornet at the George the Fourth round 
Iho corner. The cornet plays a note at a time, with Geological 
periods helween, and T discern that this b^ylc lends itself to , 
Patriot ie music, and am stirred accordingly. But I shall bo glad 
wh(*n Midnight <'omes and closes George, and scatters the Band . 
as though it was marauders, ami goes away refreshed by a gratu- 
itous half-pint George has bestowed upon it. 

And then [ sit and think of that dear wife of mine that I lost a 
quarter of a century ago— -I think of the happy weeks we passed 
after our happy wedding, in the Summer of ^64, ehieUy at old ^ 
French towns, on the coast or inland; of happy wanderings on . 
tho endless sands, and wallowing in them in the sun after stop- ’ 
ping much too long in the water; of equally happy tramps or rides 
through endless avenues of stripped Irec-trunl^s, and round inter- 
minable obsolete fortifications where my imagination hoard the ; 
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Ifacallister Ropcator destroying fathers of families at distances 
undreamed of by the nirm who built thimi. And as soinetliiiig 
always staudb out clear, tlic most vivid thing of all is one partic- 
ular rosy fat li^liwifc, and the sw(H*t candour witli whieli she askiMl 
when Janoy expected her fiLss No such party was in sight, but 
Ifaric Fa\T(\ or uhalcvtT her name ivaa, took him for granted, sex 
and all 

And then T recollect that it was after a long, long talk on the 
sands, tint we ehalh'd with "Madame Favre. The tide was ilowing 
and made ns jump up and go higher at intervals, hut we had time 
for half of our talk before we were driven np into a pleasant sin(*ll 
of crab-slu‘lls baking in tho sun, and unto crackly eolourh'ss dead 
seaweed and floUam and jolsain, where we had the other half. 
And tlio Ruhject of all lliis talk was — Lossiet 

For we very often talked of Lossie, And of this 1 am certain, 
— that tliis dear wife of mine, whom I lost so long ago, was the 
only creature In this mortal worhl to wJioni I ev(‘r spoke on the 
subject wilhout reserve. To Lossio I wrote (without rescu’ve) on 
every otlK‘r '^ubj(‘ct. To her father 1 nevt‘r spoke directly at all, 
although each of us knew the other saw into his mind. Hut even 
though 1 wril(‘ this record now, as ono who strives to show his 
whole sold faithfully and truly, and does it with full deliberation 
and forethouplit as a kiml of self-im])oscd exercise that, while it 
tries him, helps him on in facing tho lonely time, yet T sliall never 
succeed in being one-half as intelligible to you (assuming yonr 
existence), as 1 was to Janoy that morning on the l)i‘ach at 
Fecamp. If F could do that, \ believe I should have your pity and 
sympathy, as 1 had hors. 

“But, Jack flarling,” alic had .said, — wc calknl each otlier »laek 
. and Jill, she having christened me Jack, — “ what a goose you wore 
not to say, ‘Miss Lucilla dear,’ or whatever you called Ikt, ‘I’m 
l|0^fond of you that if ever 1 lose you I shall go mad or die,’ or 
ebfnething of that sort! Just think how happy you might have 
been ! It dof>^ seem ftuch a pity.” 

“Because T didn’t know it myself. If you were to pull all my 
hair out by tho roots ” 

“Am I pulling too hard? ” 

“No, darling, pull aw.iy — it’s merely an illustration! If yon 
were to pull it all out b.> the toots, and scratch my eyes out, T 
couldn’t say otherwise. J no more knew what a thunderbolt there 

I was in the bush a niinuto before Dr. Tliorpe si>oko of her (‘ugagc- 
meiit to me at Oxford than a bal>e unborn.” 

“Thunderbolts don’t live in bushes— never mind! But do tell 

19 
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tie, Jacky darling, quite seriously what you suppose would haVe 
appenod — if for instance it had turned out after the thunderbolt 
amc out of Iho bush, that Dr. Thorpe didn’t mean engaged to bo 
Qarricd, but engaged — say — as leading lady at tlio Ilaymarket, 
Purely you would have known what was wrong then?” 

course 1 should, dearest Jilly! And I should have gone 
traight to Lossio, and taken her into my conlidoiice.” 

“And what do you suppose she would have done — or said?” 

“1 know exactly. She would have pushed her loose li.air back 
md looked at me with her eyelids just dropped a little and her 
riouth open — not like th(‘ liippoiiotainua at the Zoo — but her lips 
usl parted.” 

“And she would liave said?” 

“ She would liav(' said quite suddenly, ‘ Oh, you dear silly boy, 
lo you suppose' you are tlu' only litilo brother that over was sorry 
o lose his big sister^ ’ And 1 should no more have known how to 
'xplnin than the man in Iho moon.” 

“Is he sueh a bad hand at an explanation? But she would 
lavo iind(Tsloud at once. All women do 

“ She wouldn’t have, dearest Jill. She would have supposed I 
ivas asking for some ‘thing she could not give, and I should only 
lavo been asking to keep what I had got.” 

“And keeping what you had got was incompatible with Lucilla 
Thorpe inarr.’yiiig anybody else?” Whereon doc'y No. 2, in my 
inner ooiiheiousiu‘ss, whe're' he had been getting restive, became 
rioteius aiiel sheiuteel, “It was — ^you know it was! Dem't be a 
Iiypoerite anel de'ny it,” So I said feebly, “ I’m afraiel that was 
the» ease.” 

“ Very well, then, Master Jack,” said Jancy, “now we come to 
the i)oiut. (lie <iuiet — it’s only a sandlioppcrl) Now we come to - 
th(' xjoint. You oxpeet('d everything to remain in statu quo till 
you woke up. Wasn’t that it ? ” 

“ Yes — 1 think it might be truer to say I didn’t expect it not 
to remain so. But we won’t quarrel about a phrase. Perhaps I 
had sometimes been just conscious enough of an idea that Lossie 
might marry knocking at the door of my mind, to shut the door 
in its face. But when T shut the door I never looked out of the 
window to sec who knocked.” 

“You dear solf-docoiving JackI You never looked out because 
you knew what you would flOe.” And Joe No. 2, whose eye waB 
fixed on nui as a cut’s on a mouse, and to whom I knew I should, 
fall a prey, said, “Now, Joe Vance, what do you make of thati** ^ 

I could make nothing against the two of them, so I gave it upl \ 
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Also at this moment a long crested wave roso out of tho hlue far 
away, and tho sea-birds must have told it that tho tide was coming 
in very slowly at Fecamp, for it camo steadily on to the shore, 
pooh-poohing the little presumptuous splashes and ripples that 
had been making believe in the sunshine, and poured its tv^o miles 
of crest on Ihe sheet of glass before it, and rushed straight over it 
with a musical roar. And when it retired after charging up the 
sloping sands at the population, it did so with every reason to be 
proud of its success in wetting fugitives to the skin. And as 
soon as they were audible again, the gulls could be heard egging on 
another, even bigger, to go and do likewise. 

Janey and T escaped with very small casualties, and retired to 
a plateau of little clear pebbles, all one bigness, i can rcuK'niber 
running my hands tlirougli them as we sell It'd down. 

“What were wo talking of — oh I Lossie Desprez. Well. Jaeky 
dearest, whabwer you may say to th(‘ contrary, I cannot help 
thinking bonicthing mitjhi have been done. If you had only 
Bounde<l a note of warning, who knows hut what slu^ woukl never 
have fallen in love with Sir Hugh. And then tliiiik Jiow jolly it 
might have bcen!^^ 1 was just going to assent to this, when I 
perceived that Joe No. 2 was sneering cynically, ajui this sug- 
p<?sted another view of the ease. 

fl3ut, Jill darling — stop a minute! If it had come out like 
mlt, 1 should neve'r have been sitting here with you — that would 
never do at all ! ” 

saiel Janey, thoughtfully, “it's a bad fix! But then,” 
she added, as one on whom a light breaks, ‘‘don^t you see? I 
shouldn’t have been in it at all! You would have been nothing to 
mo but Miss Lossie’s schoolboy that T could only just reoolleet.” 

“I don’t look with satisfaction at wonld-have-berning anything 
of the sort,” said L — “Well,” said Janey, “I don’t subscribe to 
the idea exactly, but I was struck by that loophole and grasped 
at it.” 

“And then you to sniff at thunderbolts and bushes! I’m glad 
wre haven’t got to translate our conversation to that nice pois- 
^onicre up there that’s looking at us in such a motherly way. 
STow ! — Here’s another wave I 

And our next rush brought us up to the zone of dried crab- 
jhells and big stones, where one sits down cautiously for a variety 
rf reasons. And there was Marie Favro aforesaid, and in a very 
few minutes we knew the names of all her family. 


Ax&d I lay down my pen, and the beach and the blue sea have 
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' Vanished, T am back a^rain, and the or^an has played throhgh all 
; its tunes and has come round to Carmen once more; when it 
appears to br* suddc-nly struck with a sense of tautology, and re- 
fusing a da capo abruptly decamps into the night. I wish it 
■would go on» for even Carmen was company. T would have given 
; it a penny if it had boon within range. But it was too far off, 
;and all the noises have gone. No! There is a feeble flageolet 
in llu^ back street, which comes out into the silence now there is 
nothing to drown it. I have got the penny. I have nerved my- 
self to part with it. I know tlie very old man who plays that 
flageolet, and I will interrupt ^ Life let us cherish/ which is his 
tune, to give him tliat penny, and 1 will take a little walk round 
to make myself sleep wdieii 1 return, and ptirhaps I shall see a 
drunken man being takfui to the station. And then T will come 
hack and think more ov(t the old time, until sleep conies and 
allows me to go back into the past and live it through again with- 
out a tear. I much prefer the sle(‘piiig dream to tlie waking one. 
Nothing in one’s head splits, and one can speak without choking. 
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And, after all, Losaio’s letter passed her in niid-ocenii I Of Low Joe and Janej - 
read hia Father’s letter at Poplar Villa, and how Lossiu cnnio mioxpectedly,', 
i on two happy lovers in the twilight. It might have been the ebh’st Mina 

f Flowcrdew! Dr. Thorpo joins them; but how about his heart i* How Joe 

and Jaiiey were iiiurried. But no one can play Janoy’s piano now. 

It is very fortunate that I never took it into niy lu'iid to be an 
Author. Wliat a iiioe liasli I should liavo made of it! 

Eor sec what I have done! ITerc, in wliat I tliink of to myself 
as 11 conscontivo narrative, 1 have contrived to plmifrc into my 
honeymoon before I was married! Had I really put my pen down 
before it led me ijilo this exenrsion (jnst at thi‘ time they closed 
the “Gcorp:e” public) I should have gone on reasonably and told 
the things that came about before my marriage in tlhi summer. 
They belong to an intensely happy passage in my life — although I 
absolutely des])air of explaining (to any one but myself) the way , 
in which one of them contributed to that happiness. I am speak- 
ing of Lossic's return to England. 

I fancy I have indicated that this was expected, hut vc^ry likely 
not. We wore all expecting her some lime or otlier, but I re- 
member distinctly that no time was settled, when th(i rapproche^ , 
ment took place between Jancy and myself, as narrated in the last 
chapter. Nevertheless, my letters had k(?pt Lossio au fait of 
everything, and the long letter I wrote to her a day or two after 
my reconciliation interview with .Taney would have brought her 
information up to date, had it reached her. It was an interesting . 
letter, giving every detail, and had in addition a sort of common- i 
tary, written in red ink by Jancy; a rubric — ^part information, 
part contradiction of my narrative. I can recollect buying a 7;; 
little bottle of rod ink, at Janey’s request, and how the sealing- 
wax chipped off the cork and went on the carpet, and had to be '''j 
swept up. This shows (me) it was at Hampstead that I gave her, 
my letter to read, as in no other house I frequented at the time 
was the standard of tidiness so high. But this letter passed Los- 
aie at some unsuspected point in the Red Sea or Persian Gulf, and 
was opened and read by the General at about the time of the little /; > 
incident which will inaugurate a now quire of foolscap (hero in . 
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.! Bluomsbiity, thirty y<Mrs lalt'r), if I am detained in tlife world 
•,long eijough to complete and despatch an article on cantilever 
bridge-building, which I have i>romised the printer early to-mor- 
row morning. 

This litil(* incident w'as a 1 rifle perhaps in itself, and might be 
given in a <Jo/en words tlnis: Lossie came home sooner than was 
, expected, and look Janey and mo by surprise. But it was a sort 
. of epoch-making trifle, and stands out clear in my memory of 
un forgot t(m 1 lungs. 

Lossie, with her little boy, about a year and a half old now, 
was ciue at Mars(‘ill(‘s <*arly in April. Jhit there came bad storms 
and a eold snap, and a delay to th(‘ boat; not (jnite without anxiety 
to us at lioiiK^ A wi'lcoinc* tel(»gram dissipated this, but endofl 
shall not come just >et — too cold.” Tor the rough weather and 
’ the ehang(‘ oF climate had b(‘en frying, and the letter that folloWfed 
se**mf‘d to point to an aiiehorago in the Uivu'va uniil a little real 
warmth came. I suiipos*' wc in England wcie misled by our huge 
fires and (hick greatcoats in a imird<Tous cast wind, or else Lossie 
was made too ooufiflent by a suddem Alediterranean sun, for she 
and the liabics and an ayah and a French maid came quite a week 
earlier tliaii our earliest expectation, having through some postal 
delay overtaken their own premonitory letter. 

tTan(*y and 1 were at Poplar Villa. Wc were consoling the 
Doctor oil alternate days with Nolly. lie had been very anxious 
j about Loshif* all by lic'rsclf on the journey, although he had been 
^ 'making believe that lie was quite at ease. So JSfolly and I ar- 
ranged that he should never 1)C left alone iu the evening, or as 
little as pos«?ible. I frequently borrowed Jancy, greatly to the 
^Doetoris satisfaction; as he was as good as in love with her, to 
use his own phrase. Nolly would gladly have negotiated a loan 
of Miss Maxey, on the alternate evenings; but this was in the 
days b('fovc the Earl had realized Nolly parentage, and the battle 
was still raging over the adaptability of Solicitors to Earles Nests. 
And Maisi(‘ would hardly have been the same as Jaiiey in any 
case. The Hoefor liked her very well afterwards, but looked on 
her as a kiasable version of a china shepherdess. 

^ On this occasion Jaiiey and T chartered a Hansom all the way 
from Itampstcad. The wdnd had fallen and we were having one j 
^of those early spring days the east wind sometimes leaves as a ^ 
* compensating legac*y to the Londoner — one of thoso days that slip 
iu unnoticed between the death of Eurus and the birth of Zephyrus 
or Austcr; whichever it is that comes to wet us through after our 
fihiverings ! 
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this ^?oes on, Joe,” said Jancy to mo, as wo got out of oui^ ' 
cab — sho had not at that time christened me Jncky — yoos 
on we bhall have all the trees out in a month.” 

"Yes,” I said, “and then all tho blossoms, and then skating, 
and everything killed !” 

“Peter Grievous!” said .Taney, laconically. “Here’s my bag. 
Carry it in. No — here’s 8ain. Put it up in iny room, Sam, 
please! Is tho Doctor back?” 

No — ^lie wasn’t. Ho and Professor Al)salom had gone for a 
walk. Wo never-minded, and wtuit into the Library, having 
acquiesced in tea, thoiu»h lab’ — I had a letter 1 wanted to show 
Taney, and I had becai saving it uj) till we got a little peace and 
quiet. We got both in IIk' Library, away from tho noise of traffic, 
with tlio r( (I suiisi't St rt .lining in that allowed tliat whatever it was 
now, it mcanl to rain to-morrow. “No,” said .lanev, “1 shan’t 
take mv honnt't otF till I’ve had my lea; so .vou’ll have to put up 
with it, Master .lo^eph. Where’s the letter? -No, tea fir'-t, lelleT 
after — bteaine tin ii wi‘ shall really get a little peace* and quiet!” 
Anybody would have thought to Jiear the way we eh(*nshed tho 
expression, that riding through a well-policed district in a well- 
bred Hansom was the Hattie of Prague, or the Walpiirgisnacht, or 
a Typlioon. Evtii the tranquillity of tea in the Jahrarv alone 
didn’t oonie up to our iil<‘al, and it was only when everything had 
been taken away that Taney decided the letter might hi* considen d. 
But we would not have tho lamp, and then* would he ]>lenty of 
light near the window for over so long yet. We would sit on tho 
ottoman, towsards the light, and turn the letter back, like that, and 
should do capitally. 

The letter was from my Father — ^but in his wife’s handwriting, 
from his dictation. It was written from a farmhouse in Wor- 
cestershire to which he and Pheen(*T had gone for th(*ir lioney- 
1 inoon, or part of it. It was Pbecner’s aneestral honu . My Fallier 
had insisted on going there, and being proiierly introduce*! to his 
wife’s family. 1 think he was liauntc*d with an id<*a that if ho 
did not they would come up to town looking like ill list rations to 
Thomson’s Seasons or the Vicar of Wakefield, and would he sure to 
abase tbcmselvcs an*l treat him respectfully. This was mor** than 
ho could bear. “It’s bad enough,” he said to me, once, “to bo 
, touched people’s hats to when they’re expectin’ an early settle- 
ment. But when it comes to bein’ a Squire — I 1 don’t care a 
dam twopence about tho whole turn-out. Beadles, stocks and all, 
myself. So what I say is, make it easy accordin’.” ilia experi- 
ences had been almost exclusively London and Suburban, and hiS 
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ideas of rural life might perhaps have been traced to playhouses 
in his early youth. 1 fancy 1 derived from him an idea of my 
own boyhood — ^that all countryfolk were either Good or Villains. 
This hard and fast classification must have come from some 
penny-gafF melodrama. T have not got the letter now — but I can 
remember enough of it to show that my Father’s early faith in 
bucolic virtue had received a shock. 

It began with an assurance that “my dissolute parent” con- 
tinued sober, and went on to say that “ the d(*s(Tving young 
woman who had undertaken to Sict as a ^fan You Ensis to the 
above’ was ac(iuittiiig herself well in the situation to which it had 
I)leas(‘d God to call her.” 

“ Oh, I see! ” said Janey. “ Amanuensis, of course! I couldn’t 
make out what he meant. I suppose he said it a syllable at a time, 
and she wiot(» it down.” 

“That was it. He knows the word from Hickman. lie’s 
ratlier fond of long words now and then — regards tlu^m as ’audy - 
whi‘n parLi<‘S are inquisitive. lie relies on words lie doesn’t know 
tlio moaning of, as a moans of withholding information.” 

“I see — but it’s risky. Let’s have more of the letter. What- 
ever docs ho mean by what comes next? ‘I am particularly 
well pleased, myself, and Mrs. V. she shares our sentiments, 
as in duty bound.’ Wliat does he mean by our? Is it like 
lioyalty ? ” 

“ Let’s have a look — stop a bit! I sec now — ^but I’m glad Violet 
isn’t here.” 

Janey (examined the text again, and broke into a laugh; she saw 
too! “He really is too ridiculous for anything,” sh(‘ said. And i 
wo went on deciphering the letter in the growing darkness. It 
dwelt on the self-denying character of Pheencr’’^ guardianship of 
the whiskey-bottle, in view of the fact that consist oiicy dictated i 
total abstinence. “Not a nip for her poor self!” said the letter. 
“Otherwise contrairincss^” meaning thereby that nips and super- • 
vision would be inconsistent. It then described the depraved con- 
dition of the rural population. As this leaves me at present the ; 
population is drunk.” The Parson and the Doctor seemed sober,-; 
but this he ascribed to successful dissimulation, the result of better^ 
training. Owing chiefly to the Parson the morality of the villagerdi 
was low. “I'he offsprings arc fat but illegitimate, having white^^ 
hair and blue eyes — and as red as lobsters.” At this point Janey 
said I wasn’t to put my eyes out any longer — ^I suggested ringing:? 
for the lamp. But sitting in the half-dark, looking out at a new| 
moon and an evening star was loo nice to spoil, so we put the kttet^ 
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away and enjoyed the peace and quiet. If we hadn’t got both now 
we were hard to satisfy. However, there is a serpent in every 
Eden, and in this one it was my ridiculous consciousness. 

“What nonsense, you silly old Joe,” said Janey. “If anj’^ one 
does come into the room, what does it matter^ It isn’t ns if 
people were born yi'Stcrday! 1 was just enjoying the light so, and 
you spoiled it all by jumping up. It isn’t anybody! ” 

Wasn’t it? Well, at any rate, I wasn’t rt sponsible now, if any- 
body did come in. So I readjusted the itatus'qvo and went on 
helping to enjoy the light. It faded, as its way is, and tluii wo 
cnjoy(^d th(‘ twilight. 

I don’t iirocisely know how it happened. There may have' Ix'en 
some trace of obslinacy on my part ; aware of a newcomer in the 
room, but reluctant to be convicted again of ridiculous conscious- 
ness; and hence the development of events. Of this 1 am certain, 
that neither .laney nor I stiried a finger or spoke a word until we 
were startled by a hand that came round the neck of each oi us 
and a voice that said, “Oh, do say it’s Grizzle!” And it was 
Lossie. 

It was actually Lo'-^sie herself! If she wasn’t absolutely and 
precisely the same Lossio that went away through the door she 
had just eomc in at, four years ago, she was near vsiough — nearer 
far than I had ever hoped. For I had conjured up many images 
of altered J^ossies. There were two in parti cidar I rallier 
shuddered to anticipate; a fat overpowering Lossie with a rcHlun- 
^dant dictatorial manner, and a flavour of Commandirs-in-chief 
and Durbars, and a dried Lossie, a slice of human toast as it 
I wore, incapable of doing anything for itself and peevish with the 
servants, but hung all over with very largo diamonds wdiich had 
belonged to Moguls. In those days some of us still formed our 
.ideas of India from the “Surgeon’s Daughter” and Macaulay’s 
Lord Clive and Warren Hastings,” helped a little by Tliack(»ray, 
and in my ease a dash of a Lascar who swept a crossing somewhere 
near Golden Square. 

Bui this newcomer who broke into our peace and (piiet was no 
distempered imagination of mine, but a Lossie so like iKTself, 
at any rate in a half -dark room, that the four years seemed to Lave 
vanished. She brought with her problems that would hardly wait 
till after an extravagant outburst of welcome for solution. An 
exact verbal record of what followed may explain itwdf. Lot 
it try. 

“Well, but then it really is Grizzle, after all! You foolish boy, 
wthy couldn’t you say so ?” 
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** But— how did you get upatairsi” This was Janey, hut she 
; had to wait. ‘‘Of course it is/^ I said. “But who ever said it 
; wasn^t?’' 

; “Nobotly said it wasn’t, Joe dear. But you never said who it 
' was. Wait till you see your own letter!” 

“But how did you get upstairs?” said Janey, returning to the 
charge. 

“ Anyhow, it is you. Grizzle dear — ^and I am so delighted I can’t 
toll you. But when did it come all right? I am in such a 
bewilderment — I can’t make head or tail of it. Your letter, dear 
. old Joe! — all about her, and 6 he, and how was I to tell? ” 

“But we never heard any cab,” said Janey again. But Lossie 
was much too keen after her own mystification to attend to 
. Jancy’s. And Janey knew she was herself, so that no explana- 
tion seemed nee(*ssary. A faU-ac(ompH has leisure to wait for an 
official raison~d*Hre. But the cab, or its absence, called aloud for 
. elucidation, and I thought it shorter to take J ancy’s part. 
Whereon Lossie made conc'cssion — ^but in a parentlu'sis : — 

“ (Because wo had a stupid cabman, and his wheel came off — 
at least it would have, only a policeman told him. It’s all right! 
Anne and Sam have gone out to sec to it. We were all but here.) 
You know, dear Joe, for anything there was in your letter, it 
might have been tlio eldest Miss Flowerdew.” This speech con- 
tained (to me, who knew the ground) an aspersion on this young 
lady — a hint that she was a monument of uncoveted singleness. 

I waived the eldest Miss Flowerdew, and kept to the point. 

“But Janey wrote a red-ink letter all over mine. Loss. And 
signed her name to it. Yours very affectionately, Jane Spencer. 
Didn’t you, Janey dear ? ” 

“Of course, Joe! And there was no room. And you said it 
didn’t matter if I couldn’t get the r in, because Lossie Desprez 
would he sharp enough to guess.” 

“Bed inlc!” (»xcl aimed Lossie. But sounds without arrested 
explanation: one sound of a small, very voluble boy, talking to a 
Hindoo ayah in her own language; another of an indignant and 
injured baby, who, however, accepted a composition; others of 
hirelings who were being exhorted to take care of the lamp what- 
ever tliey did, and to be very careful of the walls. They and their 
hoarseness, and their flavour, were shut out, and the others let in. j 
But the babies were (unjustly, it seemed to mo) classified as 
unfit for society owing to fatigue. The little boy said to me, 
“You’re not grandpapa,” which seemed to me reasonable. I 
thought it a good remark, but Lossie condemned it as below par, 



2Q9 


JOSEPH VANCE 

» saying I had no idea how shrewd and apposite her son^s remarks 
were when ho wasn’t half asleep. Both ho and Baby were too 
, sleepy to be countenanced, and their removal was just giving an 
opening for renewed elucidations, when Lossio started up, crying 
out that there was darling Papa — she knew his stci? — ^and ran 
downstairs to meet him. I did not immediately follow. 

I don’t know what other people’s experience is, but I myself 
have never known a home-coming that was not spoiled — or the 
edge taken off it — ^by the reluctance of cabmen, or intruders whom 
they aid and abet, to accept any sum of money whatevi‘r for their 
BOrvices, and to go away without a grievance. I airi sure the 
daughters of the horse-leech (though it is difficult to imagine them 
being required to go more than four miles an hour or knding a 
’and up with anything too heavy for you) would not have hi on so 
exacting as this class of persons. Anyhow, poor Lossie’s long- 
lookcd-f or\v ard-to hug of her father was not in joyed as thor- 
oughly as it luiglit ha\e bcin. She ran out into the front gardim 
to T .ect him, and as a background was aware of two injured, but 
oj course civil and sober, instances of neglect of washing, who 
were begging pardon, hut it was rather hard. They wore surprised 
and hurt that a world they had hitherto had confidence in should 
offer them lightpencc for carryiii’ all them boxis from over agin’ 
the Bobin ’God Tavern and then upstairs. Tho job was worth 
’arf-a-crowm. And tlie sum in their outstretched hands, remind- 
ing one of pictures of St. Francis, w^as eighteen pen ec ! There was 
nothing for it but largesse — and then Lossie and tlie Doctor got 
away and escaped into the house. 

* Botheration take tho Mon,” said Lossie. Why didn’t Anno 
give them heaps of money and get them out of the way ? ” 

They would only have asked for more, dear,” said the Doctor, 
their nature to. — ^No, dear! I’m all right! ” Because he had 
\nrned pale, and drawn in his breath sharply ; and if he had not 
ahswored the question before it became words, Lossio would have 
'ftsked what the matti»r was. How very odd that I remember this 
now, and it was forgotten in a moment at the time ! “ I’ve had a 
Iqng wallr with the Professor,” said he, and I didn’t expect you, 
don’t you see?” 

r* Then we went in steadily for a good explanation. ‘‘T never 
got any red ink, Joe,” said Lossie, sitting on her father’s knee like 
n little girl, and caressing his head. “ Only a stupid little letter to 
, Marseilles, saying I should see her so soon myself you wouldn’t 
Vrite anything more. How was I to know who her was ? It might 
haye been altogether a new her. But it isn’t, and I’m so glad ! ” 
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AndLos&io camo off her father’s knoo expressly to kiss Jancy again, 
and thejx went back. 

It was aJl clear enough now. Losaie had never had a hint of 
the reTj(»wcd treaty — as wo should have boon she couldn’t had we 
thought it out. But one gets V(*ry foolish over letter-dates. She 
had se('u from iny IVIarsoilh'S lettxT that there was a her of im-- 
l)ortance who had slipped into my life; and had come on, perhaps 
all the (quicker. All had goju* well till about a liuiidrcd yards 
from the gate*, when the eah-wh(‘(‘l incident oeeurrc'il. Impatience 
was too strong to be endured, and Lo-^sie forsook tin* cab and her 
olfspriiig to run on to the houses and get a^sistanec. Bapid ex- 
planations d(‘spatehed Anne and Bam to tli(‘ rescue of the cab, 
and Lossi(» was left confronted with a n(*vv girl— one brum yester- 
day, as it were! 'riio new girl could testify that Dr. Thorpe had 
goiK^ for a walk wdth a I’rofe^-sor, lh.it Mr. Joseph Thorpe was in 
SonierseNhirt*, but that the other Air. doseidi was in 1h(‘ Library 
with bi-» cousin. Tliis last netdlcss (‘onijdicatiou wms only owing 
to tli(‘ new girl’s iiiteuise <k‘li(*acy, and d('sire not to cn'ate gossip I 
She was a very nice inwv girl. I’m sure almobt too nici^ for this 
rough and wdeked world! But no I She didn’t know the cousin’s 
name. 

Bo then, Master Joe,” said Losbio, 1 only waited long enough 
to find that IIkto was a letter from Hugh — here it is wdlli all right 
written outside— and then I came up as ipiietly as I could and 
sneaked into th<* room. And 1 couldn’t k*c wdio it was till I looked ' 
round (Iri/zle’s honiict. And J was so glad!” 

I should hav(' heard you coming, dear Mrs. De^pr — ^well, . 
Lossii* then! Only for luy bonnet.” And Jan«\y removes that 
obbtructioii and stands, half-leaning on the table, swinging it by > 
the ribbons. And the new girl brings the lights. 

And as I sit here, thirty years later, I can see them still — \ 
have only to close my <'yes on iny new quire of foolscap, and there 
is the Doctor in his writing-chair of old days, beaming with happi- 
ness and all the colour back in his cliceks again — of course it was 
only the excitement, or at lhat time xvo thought so. And therc.is , 
Lossic, incredibly like herself, running her ■fingers through his',? 
hair, and patting and petting liis ch(v*ks. And there is Jancy, whot^ 
cannot take her c\ves off Lossie, whom every new passage of my old 
story lias made more and more a w'onder to her. And there am 
quite a third person to my now self, a young man who gets happie:^;!, 
and happii'r at every visible interchange, every cross-current dt 
word or feeling, that passes between the two women whom he does a ^ 
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not speak of to himself as his old love aild his now — ^hut that is tho 
right language for tlio pa'«so‘r-by, nevertheless. Remember that it 
is my own lif(* 1 am writing, and that I cannot analyze myself as 
other than I Wix^, I daresay it was all wrong. Hut if Lossio, who 
is still living (as I liavo said before) could come to me now, my 
first word to her would be about Janey. 

We wore married about eight weeks after Lo‘3sie’s return and 
went away to Normandy. 1 am not so cl(‘ar about any p.irt of 
that eight wetK^ as T am about the foregoing. Salient iini)orlaiit 
facts are: that Lossie was just in time to li(‘lp Janey with h(*r 
things; that vain attempts were made by legal minds to enginetT 
a marriage settlement so as to procure a broil; that Violet, tlnnigli 
she did not refuse to eomo to our wedding at tho ehnreli in b^ssex 
Street, High llolborn — (Jaiit^y was a Unitarian if slie was any- 
thing, and what 1 was Heaven only know^s!), iievertheh'ss made a 
merit of doing so, and J know attended a service at "Margaret 
Street, Regdit Stro<t, in the afternoon to gel asn^ilzh'd, as it wcti*. 
Also tliat she wms \er.v anxious to give us a wedding present that 
would be really useful, which was not intended as an insin nation 
that Janey was urisuiled for decoration, but was akin to it, and 
showed that her mind w'as classifying us involuntarily. Wo wore 
people of our sort — she was a person of hers. Ft was so true too, 
when you come to think of it! A good many of our friends w(‘ro 
needlessly desirous of giving us really scTvieoable things, aiul 
avoiding gewgaw^s and fal-lals, but 1 fancy a change of motive 

;.^amc into that movement of our Wedding ^Mareh wlusi Janey's 
iStreatham aunt w^anted to give something really useful, and spend 
eay twenty pounds; and Janey begged for twenty silk umbrellas, 
which would last her lifetime, and keep for ever in those nice 
shiny oilskins. Our great present was Jancy’s fathc'r’s splendid 
Broadwood grand. “And there!” said she, “J can only play 
tunes on it.” 

* No one can play tunes on it now; nor could it bo put in order 
again after all these years in a Pantechnicon — so they tell me. 
1 wonder whether that is true, or whether it is only thai if old 
works could be replaced no one would ever want new cases. T 
always think the reverse is true of me; and that if I could get a 
jlew ease, tho old works would do as tliey stand. 

Wlien 1 went to chooso out a few oddments from that I^antceh- 
nicon on my return from Brazil, I found the same guardian in 
ciharge that had received them twenty years ago. IFo was just 
xoamod when I went — so he had told me. This time, ho had been 
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morriod aprain, fiftoon years. Ho was looking forward to tho 
wedding of the first wife’s son, a good-looking young man; on the 
top of whom, when his father pointed him out to me, was an 
oscritoin' W(‘ighiiig two or lliret' huiulredwidght, which ho seemed 
to make light of. “ That l)oy\s a good boy,” said his father, “ but 
you might say Ik* killed liis mother, in startin’ liiiU'.elf.” And all 
that boy’s lif(* I had been in Hrazil. Was it rc'ally as long as that I 
Then lus father ad<l(*d, “'riiat was his niollier you knew” — 
although of (‘ourse I <lidii’t, and he kn(‘w T didn’t; but there was a 
little link witli the past, and he clainK'd it. 1 was not unfeeling 
enough to <*ontradiet him. I ehos(* out s<)inc sniall article from 
among iny leavings and, eros^illg it off the list, asked his father to 
giv(' it to him as a wulding probeut. I thought Jaiiey would like 
me to. 

r»iit how c(une f to liave wanden'd avav to the Pantechiiieon? 

I r(‘member. It was th<' Hroadwood. Well!— that Piano, and all 
the tiling 'I they gave us, and all tlie things we benglil, went as ap- 
point(*d (o our house tliat was to he, in (%‘Mje Row, Chelsea. But 
I am using tho word ‘‘things” in the Dietionary bonse, not in its 
niori' reserved and exalted one. Tn that s(‘use, Janev’s “ things 
that Lossie helped her to bnv, mostly travelled out to Normandy 
willi us, ami W(*re a great sati'^faetioii lo tlie Douaiie, so heavily 
w'as it tipped (o avoid turning them all out, and rumpling them, 
and ereasing Ihem, and hiispocding them to Ik* lined with tobacco. 

“ I know tlu'v’ll spoil that fiehu we Avere so long choosing.” said 
•1 alley. And I ean’t expect jou to undevslaiid why “ we” gave mo 
so niiK'li pleasuri*. i 

But it did! As T think now of that two months before my 
wc<lding, and how Lossie thr(*Av herself into all our arrangements, 
and how Jauey encouraged her to do so, it presents itself to me as 
ono of the hapjiiest times of jnv life. If I juit my writing aside 
now and smoke a pipe before J go to bed I shall think of nothing 
else. It has quite cancelleil the cantilevers, which are in the 
printer’s hands by this time. 

Yea! that was thirty years ago. And what a narrow escape I 
had had of having all my affection for Lossie turned to gall and 
wormwood. It might have been, but for her and her husband,,'- 
and tlie way they could undi*rstand a boy just out of his tcenEU 
It never has been, for all that has come to pass since, and never 
will bo now, in the short spell that has still to be. But I wish 
what has come to pass could have been otherwise. * 
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Of the now factory in Chelsea— Of tho backhlKhnj'S of old Mr. Vance— IIow Joe 
di earned a strange dioam, and its mtcrmption. Of tho girat hro, and how 
Mr. Vance was icsciicd. But sprained. Sofai as can be ascertained, tully 
covered by Insuiauce. An old burned board, ^^ith writing on it. 

On our return wo settled at our house in (1ie>ne Row, (liedsea. 
We were very near the ^laeallibters, who were facin" the* nviT in 
an old house close to the old brieteo beyond the Chure'h. Bony and 
I could walk o\er in half an hour to my Fathe'r’a house at Clap- 
ham, behind whieli wo were still carrying on the cngine'erinc: 
business, although very mu(‘h cramped for spae'e. At this date 
tho useful word ructions had not appeared in the language, so I 
presume the complieatioiis that oceurred between the workmen of 
the two separate concerns were spoken of as dissensions or col- 
lisions, or rows or shindies, when they were discussed by the office 
or the workshop r(*spe(*tivel>. My Father never descrilx'd dif- 
ficulties of this sort in detail; but, with a true instinct, based on 
long experience and keen personal sympathy, went straight to the 
vera cau^a. ‘SSmith and (lilfillan,” he would say, for iiist.ince, 
^‘had both on ’em ’ad a drop, and w^as nuaceommodatin’,’’ or 
^^Bhipps he’s a peppery card, and when tho worse it’s trying to tlM3 
temper.” But he avoided secondary or apparent causes, as in the 
first of these cases, in which tho respective c«\rmen in charge of 
the carts of Vance pvre and Vance -fils, had contrived to gel their 
vehicles locked in the yard entry b<‘eausc neither would wait until 
the other was clear, and both had been guilty of bad packing. 

’ad the best of it,” said my Bather. '‘My man ho walked 
into yours to the toon of forty pound odd; and yours, he only 
smashed a window frame or two. Fiftecui shillins!” Both the 
window frames and the piece of sliafting that smashed it were 
'‘projecting unduly; but then the shafting formed part of a lathe 
warranted to make everything in tho universe to within a two- 
thousandth of an inch, while window frame's went by the dozen, 
and you put ’em down at so much. 

However, this incident and many like it showed the necessity of 
new premises for one or both, and as my Fatlier clung to the old 
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n place fiwm association, it was decided that d new Eigineetm^ 
Works, superseding all previous undertakings, should be erected 
in Chela* a not far from tbo houses of the heads of the concern, 

" Vun see, Nipper dciar,” said he to mo, “1 ean^t be cut adrift 
from your Mollu'r.” And so closely did ho adhere to this plan of 
^ life, that when 1 askt.'d PheeiKT (ns I pnjfer to go on calling her) 
when she was going to finisli hanging the inctiires in the drawing- 
room she replied tliat she ha<l spoken to "^Ir. Vance, and thought 
h(‘ would ])ref(!r that tlu'.v should remain as tluy were. “ Been use 
of Missis, you know, Alaster doseph,’’ added she, forgetful of a 
fjo^euui imunise to drop the Master.’^ I let it stand this time! 
Also r left uninolesU'd against the wall the two ‘‘ Ih-oofs before 
Jx-lters.” 

llowcna'r, it was not until (he third year of my marriage that tho 
ii<‘w FjK-hny he(*iMiu^ a reality. This was the time of the zenith of 
lu.v Falher's prosperity. Had it not hecai for this, very likfdy 
tin* works in ('hels(*a would not have been oil so grand a scale, 
]>iil when your huilder accepts all your directions, and oarries 
them (Hit frr of charge, yon are apt to run into extravagance, 
<•^en if he, is not con*^taiiFiy urging you on not to bo stingy in’ 
yourself down for the sake of a shillin’ or so. 

It. is heijause Ibis is only a doineatie history, of indefiuitG pur- 
pose, that I do not enter at kmgtli into the details of (he engineer- 
ing business. Tho Sphi*rieal Fngine oame into my domestic record 
naturally; so <li<l the. I\laeallis1er Repeater. But tho various de- 
vices of sawing, sha])ing, and planing machines for which wo W'oro 
known hav(‘ nothing whatever to do with it. Theroforo T omit a 
lechnic.al liistory whose purpose would bo ovim more indoilnito, and 
for lining so [ claim (slionid you over happen to exist) your 
gratitude. 

The delay in tho completion of tho Chelsea Works was respon- 
, pihlc for my being still in liarnoss at Clapham at tho date of tho 
oei'urrence 1 have now to describe, and for all the incidents that- - 
my being on tho spot involved. I will give the narrative as it 
comes to my recollection. 

I had been feeling iineasinosa about my Father on tho old 
Whiskey question. During the first six inonthvS of his married life 
his wife had hoeu most exemplary, carrying away tho bottle, 
an allowance, with 8])artan fortitude, I date a certain relaxation 
of discipline from my own wedding-breakfast, when it was im- 
I>ossihle to oast a dam per on my dear old Daddy’s innocent en-. 
joyment of my happiness by reminding him of his own short- 
comings in the past, ilow would you have had mo set about it?^ 
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We did all we could in the way of hypnotic suggestion and jocular 
interdict; but, as you may imagine, the “only this once” conces- 
sion was too popular for resistance, and its justice was so obvious 
to the concessionaire that he took advantage of it after the 
feeblest protest. He failed altogether to carry out a promise to 
pretend ho was sober, and lo make a short story shorter still, ho 
got drunk. 

This unfortunate incident, which could only have been pre- 
vented (as I think) by keeping him away from my wed<ling, made 
a brcalt in the continuity of his wife's wholes* ue discipline. It 
discouraged Iut, and made an unfortunate prececUmt. For was it 
not clear as daylight that next day the delinciuent was as right as 
a trivet? Well, then — the; day after, at any rate! You couldn't 
say fairer than that. You couldn't say much about it, if you 
were me, as in this case you were; and therefore you held your 
tongue. 

When w'O returmul from our honeymoon, with a honey fortnight 
extra to make it up to six weeks, my first enquiry of my step- 
motlier was how had ho been? Ihi had been very good and 
manageable. Jhit the more apprivoise ho was, the ^vreater was the 
tendency to rtnvard him by concessions. “It »s* difficult, Master 
Joseph,” said i'heener, “to say lie shan't have mly half a glass 
more when he says ho won't ask for it. If he was to grab for the 
bottle I shoukl just run away with it and there an end.” I could 
sec that docility was fatal. 

Another difficulty that had to be met was a practice of anticipa- 
ting his allowance under a solemn prc'Mse to forego it later. 
When later came, it found bygones tpiito ready to be bygones, if 
only yoTi wouldn’t bother. And it was always only that once! 
How intensely once everything is, if you only look at it at the 
time! All the subsequent lapses occurred once and once only; but 
then each occurred once, and exhausted its individual powers of 
mischief. 

The dipsomaniac, in spite of the many syllables that palliate 
him, is no belter than the sot in his forlorn brevity. The forTiuT* 
obtains access to stimulants whenever he is able to elude the 
watchfulness of his guardians; the latter gets nips when you ain't 
lookin'. The former endeavours to conceal the symptoms of in- 
toxication; the latter tries to 'nmhiig you into thinking him sober. 
The former suffers agonies of remorse after each relapse, and 
follows it with good Tv lUtions, which he breaks. The latter docs 
it again. That is the only traceable difference. For both go to 
the bad. 
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My Father might have gone to the bad, had he lived long enough. 
For when I look back on hia relations to the whiskey-bottle I am 
able to divide their history into three distinct chapters. The first 
begins at niy Motljcr’s d(3ath. The second at Lossie Thorpe’s 
wedding. The third at niy own. This last is a short chapter, but 
is a record of a steady deg ring olade. The fact is that Pheener, 
left alone, was not strong enough for the position. And I could 
so(< at once when I came back from my visit to Normandy that 
Phecner’s expression good and manageable ” was a tribute to my; 
Father’s moral nature, rather than an affirmation of her success. 

It was not, Jiowever, fair to expect Plicener to combat her hus- 
band’s uiiha])py j)ropeijsity, and check it except when he was well 
within ra?ige. Jlad ho been always under her eye, I believe mat- 
ters inif^ht liave gone better. But unfortunately, the growth of 
the business involved constant additions of premises, and one of 
these, a City Office of a most convincing nature, redolent of 
poJislied mahog.'iny coinpartinciits, and classification and solvency, 
dcananded my Fatlicr’s almost daily presence. I don’t exactly 
know what he did there, but tlicii I don’t exactly know what any 
one did. I’or even Mr. Hickman, now a most august functionary, 
and understood to bo liable to break out into a partnership at any 
moiueut, as Vesuvius into an eruption, never seemed to be doing 
anything. Rome work must have been done some time, or it 
would have beim impossible to be referred by folio 387 to folio 2,, 
and by folio 2 to folio 703 P. L., whatever that meant, with any, 
result but discomfiture and despair. Certainly my Father didn’t. ^ 
do it. It would have bAi contrary to his great i)rinciple of never 
doing anything with his own bands. But it appeared to be ncces-- 
aary to the business that ho should spend half the day in the very' 
luxurious inner sanctum ho had provided for himself. And thera^ 
w.as nothing in the world to hinder the secretion of whiskey in^ 
any of the responsible safes and cux)boards that made such a 
parade of candid labels describing their contents. I dwell on this.;: 
point for the exoneration of Phccner, who I really believe did heifA 
best under the circumstances. 


Tt was iu the middle of a six weeks’ frost, towards the end oil 
January. Everybody was miserable, except the skating publicJ 
which enjoyed itself all the more on that account. Its attitud^l 
of patronage towards the frozen and choked majority was insuf^- 
fcrable. I record this on the authority of my wife, as I myselfv 
was one of the minority, always getting a good morning’s skatinf^ 
before lunch and departing afterwards to attend to business aitt 










Clapham. Luckily trade was paralyzed and things wore flat, or iti,^ 
would have been the worse for business. • ' " 

Vehicles were quite out of the question. So after nearly three r 
hours’ skating on the Sori)eiitine, a walk home to refresh, and 
then another to the works, I was beginning to acknowledge fatigue. ^ 
I found my Father just going back after a late lunch. He recog- 
nized the fact that if he had been taking an abnormal glass of 
whiskey the weather would have justified it, and seized the op- 
portunity to apologize for his usual excess. “ The fog sticks in 
the toobs,” he said, and tapped the pit of his stomach to explain 
their locality. We walked to the Works together. “ Nobody could 
see to walk straight, in such a fog,” he said. He did not try to 
make the fog responsible for anybody’s thick articulation, so no 


doubt ho was unaware of his own. I cannot vceall that T ohs(?rved 


anything out of the common in his condition; but I fear this only 
shows how very much in the first three years of my married life I 
had to come to accept as being within the common. 

One of the most insidious features of alcohol poisoning is the 
way it imposes on bystanders, who go into a conspiracy to assist 
each other in self -deception about its existence. The gale porter 
Caplin touched his hat to me, and looked in another direction, 
lest we should betray a mutual consciousness that the (xovernor 
was drunk. Tho men who were loading up planking for that job 
.of Pettigrew’s {teste Caplin) changed an attitude of lazy uncon- 
sciousness about worldly things and perfect content with status- 
quo’s for an ostentatious parade of ignorance that the Governor 
was drunk. The yard-foreman Shaw’s manner said, almost 
audibly, that whoever else was drunk, the Governor wasn’t. But 
his tongue only said we wanted a little wind to blow the fog away. 
The yard dog Nelson alone had the candour to cxprcjss a doubt, for 
he smelt my Father suspiciously, and retired dissatisfied. Ho 
followed his tail twice round to get its opinion; but it shirked 
giving any; so Nelson heaved a deep sigh and went to sleep. Or 
rather pretended to, for I saw his eye fixed on my Father when ho 
thought no one was looking. 

, ' I fell in with the general imposture, and pretended there was . 
iiot the slightest reason why I should not depart to my own portion 
' of the Works. So I left my poor Daddy giving perfectly intel- 
ligent instructions about points awaiting his decision, in a very 
'thick and husky tone of voice. “Do I ever make a mistake, 
Nipper? Come now!” he would say to me, when I endeavoured 
' to read him a Whiskey-lecture — and I was always obliged to con- 
i Hiat it was almost never, at any rate. But tho worst part of 
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this excessive clearness of mind in some such cases is its produc- 
tion of ovcT-woening confidence up to the moment of some tremen- 
dous belrayah when its victim is involved in a catastrophe that 
might have bc(*Ji avoided if a lew lesser blunders had occurred to 
give wfirriing. My Fatlicr’s mistake was a cruel instance, for 
though it v\as om* that he would never have oomniitled when per- 
fceily sober, it was also one committed every ddy by persons of 
less judgment than his, tven with a small allowance of upset from 
drink. On this occa'^ion no doubt he was atlected rather more 
than iisumI. 

I ])assod up info my floor ol the factory, wIk re all the lathes 
W(n^ busily at work, iliongli it was, as the shop-foresnan said, 
niighty hard to '•(c llie ti[) of your own no'^e. Th(‘ gas burned 
\vr( tclu'dly, a It alvavs does in thick fogs. Demand docs not 
creatt' aipplv al iui hour’s notice, nulcs*, it has bc'cii anticipated 
nn<l provider! for; a ri^servsafion which rather takes the edge ofl 
that gnai truth of Political Keonomy, and loaves fhe domaiidev 
m.iking iis(» of strong language inelToctually. In the present ease 
llie supply WMS even worse Ilian usual iii a bad fog. not 

often as bad as this,” said Willis, the shop-foreman. ‘^Tt might 
have been in tlu' m<iin, only I see nothing wrong wdtli the street 
lamps” Willis was astute and far-bighted, and a groat consola- 
tion to me. T told him to go down to the meters, and take the 
pr(‘ssuTo as iie.iT as possible to ours. For T saw the light in their 
building was better, and of course each had its own meter.” 

Pro‘*intlv Willis came hack in haste. “ Thero^s an escape some- 
where in the building,” said he. "The pressure’s a lot bettor at 
the motor.” 

“ Smell ('iiough to knock your head off down the passage over 
agen the washhis crossing over by the Stores.” The speaker was a 
young man at a lathe, who did not take his eyes off his work or 
show any iut(‘rost in his own speech, which he appeared to have 
dei)ntcd to his tongue to saj-, and washed his mind of. I told 
Willis to go dowui and see about it, and went into my little office. 
There I found a heap of letters to grapple with — one manifestly k 
from India whieli ought to have gone to the house. T put it in my ' 
pocket to read later, and gazed blankly at the stack that remained. / 
I was very tired, and I laicw well that ten minutes’ sleep would > 
reinstate mo eomploLely — it always did. Yes! I would have my 
ten minutes’ sleep and then tackle the correspondence. 

No sooner had I sat down in the visitor’s chair near the fire than 
I bi*gan to dream. T was in no time the Mayor or Syndic of a 
glorious old town at the foot of a precipice; and on the edare of 
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that precipice was a huge projectitig rock big enough to accom- - 
niodatc what I had known from my earliest boyhood as tho 
Schloss. For in that dream J recalled endless memories of early 
youth — as in dreams one does! But the great dread and terror 
of all the inhabitants (I thinlv 1 knew most of them by name, and 
had done so for years) was that the Rock of th(' Schloss was slowly, 
slowly detaching its(‘!f and must some day come dowm, Schloss 
and all, one thundering mass of destruction and ruin, on tho old 
beloved streets where T had played as a boy; on the stalely town- 
hall, with its tower full of bells whoso carillon s<?cmed never to 
cease sounding; on the twin spires of a cathedral all Europii came 
to sec and wonder at. TTciW harrowed w^as I (and the town-coun- 
cil) at the impending inevitable fate. And quite siiddcmly it oc- 
curred to me (after so many years of quiescence!) that engimuT- 
iiig miglit hav’o a voice in tho matter. A scheme was dewised (I 
can recollect scaaitilic details even now) for diverting the water 
that was wt'aring elianiiels in tlio m'ck of tlio roek, for buttressing 
from below’ and so forth; and it was all arranged and \yq made 
ready to start wlicm, vvitli a deafening crash, down comes the 
Schloss bodily — and no doubt converted the whole place to a heap 
of ruins T did not slec'p long enough to see, for I only heard tho 
first half of tho dream-erasli. 1 was awake in time to catch tho 
last half of a tremendous concussion in the basement, to know at 
once the moaning of tho rattle of broken glass that followed, the 
. shouts and trampling in the black darkness (for not a light was 
^ left burning in our i)art of the bnilding) and the voice of Willis, 

J the foreman, saying, It’s the gas!” 

' We felt our way through the darkness till tho still burning gas- 
lamps in the other works enabled ns to run for tho scene of tho 
‘explosion. If yon can imagine a catastrophe in Hell, and an army 
, . of terrified men shouting to one another that they said so all along, 

^ and they could have told you what would happen, and that any- 
body might have known it, and that they supposed nobody had 
. gone for tho engines now, — if you can imagine this, and yourself 
awaked suddenly, from a dream, you will know what I felt like 
within a minute of tho collapse of that Schloss. 

I heard one man shout to another through tho fog, where was tho 
1 Guv’nor ? — The other replied that Christopher was inside, but that 
Joseph wasn’t there. I knew that the men among themselves dis- 
;jtinguishcd us by our Christian names, but it was unusual to mo 
P’to overhear them. Perhaps this was why I did not realize their 
"^'ineaning. I ran on through the yard towards the Stores, and just 
as I arrived the flame was breaking out of the upper windows. 
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Before me was the passage over agen the wasVus whore the . 
Bmell had been enough to knoeic your head off. A boy who was , 
inexj>licably called Mary Anne by the workm(‘ii pulled my sleeve 
and Hhoiited .soinothing I could not <'alcli. Chaplin, the gate por- 
ter, shonti'd to him, “You shut up, young Polly, ho ain’t.” But 
Polly was not to ho put off, and shrieked again what I now heard 
was “1’he (Jiiv’iior’s in t]un\” and pointed along the passage. 
'And at this rnonuMU Shaw, the yard-foreman, and anotluT came 
Tm)niii<> out of llu* (‘iitry pursued by smokt', having ventured in in 
search of the (Governor. 

It was a l3a(*k-piilf of snu)ko, mioli as eomes from a first-lighted 
fire; and T saw Iho fag end of it caught hack by the returning 
draught. I dashe<I in at oiu'c, followed by others. To bo in that 
long passage in such smoke ((he (kaiser for the fog) would mean, 
fluffoeatiou. AVlial if it did^ My Father was inside'. The dog 
Nelson, .anxious to 1)(‘ of ival service, bolh'd in and went ahead of 
us, n(*arly tripping me up. On we went till (kiplin called out to 
nc' from hcdiiud, “ [ hear the Guv’iior,” and ran down a side? pas- “ 
sage. I and tlio others follow^ed. There, in a refl(*ct('d gleam 
from abov(' somewhere, was the Guv’ nor, hut I am sorry to say 
very drunk. It had dovedoped, perhaps been helped, since I saw 
him. 

“ rf shome of you young men,” said lie, reproachfully, “inshtcad 
of makin’ all that holloriu’ outside, was to come in here and try 
to find out whal’sh afire, you might make shedf shumyewsh.” 

Cafrh hold ! ” said T. And four of us seized him and dragged 
him witli unserupulous violence into the outer passage. Here he 
became so anxious to explain to us that sonielhing was on fire, that 
we made »*ven shorter work of him, laying liim out and each taking 
a limb. “ It’s me. Daddy,” I thundered in his car. And T think 
it was his hazy appreciation of the fact tliat lie was in charge of 
tlie Nipper that made removal possible. Ho was a strong man 
and weighed nineteen stone, and action had to ho very prompt. 
As it wa«J, the last dozen steps of our exit were through another 
puff of smoko tliat followed us along the passage and half choked 
all four bearers, wdioso heads, being high, got the worst of it. lie 
himself was no more inarticulat*' than before when we all fell in a ; 
heap at the entraneo. 

“ T shaid slium’fn wash afire,” said ho, triumphantly, and then ' 
with an extraordinary ijrosence of mind added, “See to getting 
the horsliosh out.” 

“ .Fump up, Daddy,” said I, for ho still remained flat on his back. 

There’s the engines ! ” And in little more time than it takes to 
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tell, the whole of tho yards were teeming with brazen helmets, fire 
escapes, coils of piping — everything, in fact, except tho one thing 
needful, water. But my Father still lay flat on his back; and tho 
developing blaze, now constantly working through at unexpect ('d 
points, made tho heat insupportable. “Jump up, Dad,” 1 cried 
again, and tried to get him up. But ho could not move, and when 
I tried again, he gave a cry of pain. So terrible was the heat that 
there was nothing for it but to drag him, pain or no. I shouted 
this into the ear of a brazen helmet, wliosc^ uiidisliirbetl faeo 
showed immediate apprehension and nodded. A li1U*r appeared 
by magic, out of chaos, and two more undisturbed ludmets some- 
how got him under w(‘igh for the gate, and I followed with tho 
world turning round. 

I had had a rather sharp shake myself in leaving the passage, 
and I was so confused that I did not realize at first that he w’as 
being carried into a neighbours house, not into his own. Tho 
brass hchn(‘t which accompanied the two volunteer bearers ex- 
plained, “No water, all froze. What wind then' is dead on tho 
house. Have to be moved again in an hour,” and departed with- 
out emotion, from which L gathered that w(‘ might look forward 
to tho eomplelo destruction not only of the Works but of tlio 
house, aiul probably several of tho neighbours’ houses. I felt 
sorry for the neighbours, but hoped that they were as well insur(‘d 
as we were! 

My Father’s mind was struggling with his overdose of wliiskey. 
His half -articulate bpeech (which I find no pleasure' in trying to 
spell phonetically) referred chiefly to tho safety of the hors(*a; 
most of which, as a concession to tho almost impassable state' of 
the roads, were in the stable. But ho had understood quite clearly 
what tho fireman had said about the danger to the hemse, and was 
very anxious about a certain packet whie*h was in what he calk'd 
his shaving drawer. The moment ho hael with some difficulty ex- 
plaineel this and given mo his keys, I left him in charge of tho 
terrified strangers to whom the house belonged, and struggled 
through the crowd until I reached the cordon of poHeo fliat was 
guarding the area of destruction including the house. I had some 
trouble to get passed through. The roar of tho conflagration, for 
it had seized the timber-stacks in the yard, and was rejoicing at 
the capture and leaping up into the fog overhead, and the arrival 
of fresh engines, and the shouts of tho mob that had sprung from 
nowhere within twenty minutes, all combined to make verbal 
communication difficult. I got through by showing my visiting 
card to a Sergeant of Police, and got into the house just as the 
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Salvngc Corps took possession— a tranquil-minded body of men, 
steeped I should say in philosophical reflection, and quite in- 
depoiidont of externals. I ran upstairs to the dressing-room, but 
found the door locked. A Salvage Corps man was close behind 
ino. “ Who might you bo?” said ho, reflectively, but did not seem 
interest ed in the answer. Can you open this door? ” said I. lie 
rornnrkt'd that he miglit try, and stepping back for impetus drove 
an iron boot-hed like a ])attering-ram true on to tho keyhole. 
The screws of tho lock gave way with a crash, and I followed him 
into tho room. 

“ Tlicrc’s more ways than one,” said he, placidly, “ of getting a 
door oj>en,” 

Every pane of glass In tho window was broken, and the awful 
fog-lnrid glare from tho burning timber-yard less than fifty yards 
away sIiowcmI what terrible* j)rogr(*ss the' lire was making. I went 
straight to niy Father’s dressing-table*. Tho Salvage man de- 
miirrcMl to my iiiterfeiring with anything, saying those were his 
instructions; but my production of Iho keys and my card was 
aeee*pte*(l as evielcncc of my statues, and I soon found the packet. 
Almost bofeiro I had done this, he* had closed tho shutters to keep 
out the* spark-drift, and maele a bundle of a fe*ather-bed and all the 
valuable tailor’s work in the ouphoards. I saw why. No water 
was expected and all tho salvage would be goods carried out. I 
was useless evidently; so 1 loft tho position in the hands of ex- 
])orioue*e», and fought my way back to the neighbour’s house where 
I had le*ft my Fathe*r. 

Tn all this lime no enquiry had crossed my miuel about where 
my sti^pmother and the houscdiold were. But ‘^all this time” had 
boon so v(*ry little, counted by minutes. It takes long to tell, but, 
from when tlu* Rcliloss came down in the dream, on that ancient 
city that 1 remembered every nook of, to the moment of my re- 
turn with tlie rescued packet to my Father at the riiilip vSlacks’ 
three doors off opposite, was certainly not more than thirty-five 
minutes all told. Wlien I escaped out of the roar and confusion 
of the street into niy Father’s harbour of refuge I found tho terri- 
fied womankind beside him, having boon persuaded to clear out 
of the threaloiiod house by the Police. In order, however, to 
facilitate salvage operations, Plieoner had carefully locked all tho 
lockable doors and brought the keys away. IVfy Father was in- 
dignant. “Wliash yewsh-lockin’ dam-locks?” said ho in three 
word‘5. T consoled him by producing the packet ho wanted. Ho 
han<lod it to his wife witli a caution that come what might she 
should never let it go out of her keeping. But he never raised 
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himself up off the sofa he had been laid on, and T could see plainly 
that he was suffering from somo shako or strain, encountered whem 
he fell as we brought him out of the smoke. 

Those who have never been in a fire or shipwreck can form no 
idea of the overwhelming power of the nnh‘lt('red elements, and 
the utter helplessness of the human unit against them. I know 
that I could avert nothing that it was still possible to avert, and 
could &av(' nothing that it was still possible to save, ono-lialf as 
well as the highly trained skill that had now the task in hand. So 
I remained by my Pathc'r. He was getting very sleepy and stupid, 
and when in the course of another hour of glare and roar of tire, 
and shouting of human throats, and trampling of men and horses, 
there came a great cra^h followed by a greater roar and a new 
blaze, ]je only remarked (quite correctly) that the roof had fallen 
in. ‘‘ Sehnoinatter,” lie added, shoraiicc covers all risks, and 
dropped off into a balmy slumber. 

It was them thai Shaw, tlK' yard- foreman, eamo in and gave mo 
an insight into what had lupxxmed. His loyalty to the liction that 
my Fatlier was not drunk was beautiful and touching. 

‘‘It was just like this, Mr. Josfqih — ^you see, Mr. Vance was just 
enquiring whether the architect on that job of Pettigrew’s was a 
fool, or what ho was, for to go and stick up a bressuintT inadc‘ of 
a quarter-inch ilitch and a couple of battens; when it orU*r have 
been a proper wrol-iron girder to carry that four story of ware- 
^uses of heavy goods — and o’ course the guv’nor was right, and any 
child might have known 

“Get along, Shaw! Never mind the girder.” 

“ Well, Sir, I says to the Guv’nor, I says, ‘ Pm only cartin’ ’em 
off what’s on the order, wrote plain, and it ain’t for me to judge. 
If they was to order pickles I should have to send ’em, if they was 
in the yard.’ ” 

“And then my Father said? — Cut on, Shaw 

“ He said nothing, Sir. But I says, ‘ If the order’s counter- 
signed by the storekeeper, wot then?’ 1 says. And Ihcn, ho says, 
‘Where’s that fool Riley?’ — he’s that noo storekeeper came when 
Gabriel went — hashmatic chap — ^you know?” 

“ Of course. Get along, etc.” I was obliged to urge Shaw 
forward. And thus urged he became more concise and told how 
my Father went to look for Riley in the stores, and he wasn’t 
there. And there was a strong smell of gas in the passage — a 
most noticeable strong smell, Mr. Vance said. And Afr. Vance, 
half asleep, corrected the adjective noticeable, and laid claim to 
having used one which I suppose Shaw’s delicacy had suppressed. 
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It was the one I had occasion to record once or twice at the begin- 
ning of this narrative. My Father had practically abolished its 
use — but when by any chance he harked back to it, ho was too 
honourable tt) ^liirk neknowledgmont. 

Shaw had lluni left niy Father in the passage, and gone to 
t^xaniirie tin* upper building. He passed Willis just coming down 
after luiving se(‘n me, and was eoming out of the upper story to 
r<‘port tliat tlm plaeo was choked with gas (no lights were lighted 
th('r(‘, of (‘ourse) whcui the explosion came, breaking every window 
an<l Hinging him into the yard. Jle was up in an instant and 
baek in the lower passage* searching for my Father. lEc bad been 
beaten ba<*k twice by the smoke wliiai I eaine down. 

1 am glad now to Ihink tliat my Father was never conscious 
that h(' was tin* cause of the explosion. For when he told me his 
V(‘rsion afterwards it was clear ihat ho had liglilcd a wax Vesta 
match on the wall, llio box-side lieing worn smooth; and he cited 
this match as a proof that the air (where he was) was inexplosive. 

Hesid(s/' said he, ^^it wasn^t alight in the sense of burning at 
all — for a pidf of wind came sharp out of a crack in the wall and 
bl(‘W it out a’most before it was lighted.” It was only too clear 
to m<' what had happened. My Father’s power of observation had 
not been equal to seeing that the puff of air was an explosive mix- 
ture, corning through from a magazine ready to take a hint, and 
heeomo an exploding mixture (ls(»where, A sober man would have 
seen that the puff was the birth of the explosion, wliich came of 
age on the other side of an eight een-iueh wall, luckily for him. 
No doubt the atmospliere, where he w^as, was sorry, and envied 
that in the next room for being able to blow up and cut such a 
figure, 

I left my poor Dad under liis delusion. But the reason why 
Vance & Oo.’s works at C31apham were burned to the ground in 
-three hours was that Vance was drunk, and Co, was somewhere 
else. 

The Philip Slacks, whoso front parlour wo had made such an 
extraordinary invasion of, were very civil; Mr. Slack having him- 
self snggest('d the arrangt'inent when the firemen were hesitating 
about taking my Father into his own house*. Mrs. Philip Slack 
certainly had to be eonvine(*d that fire was not communicable, like 
Leprosy, before admitting us. Once convinced, she was really 
vt'ry hospitable and gave us tea and bread and butt('r to console ua. 
But she knew my Father had married his housemaid. So it was ' 
the kitchen tea in a black Bockingham pot. And the bread and 
butter was not cut off the French loaf, but a household half- 
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quartern. Pheener told mo all this later. I didn^t see it myself 
at the time, but was |?ratcful for the tea. Perhaps it wasn’t truo. 

llow the delayed advent of the water came about i do not know 
— I suppose the heat melted the icy sto])per of a frozen main-* 
pipe. Anyhow, it eanic too late to save tlie house, though it was 
in time to stave off a vihit of iJie Sappers .and ^liners, and tho 
knocking down of a street or two. Just as llonv arrived, having 
been detained as a witness by a Ooinmittoe of tlie TTouse of Com- 
mons, tho hrst beiic\oleiit torrents of water were l)egiiining to hiss 
on the ruins of tho great bonfire that had given such keen i)leasure 
to tho inli.abitants of Clapham and Uattersea. 

I3ut the works were a heap of blazing ov smouldering ruins, and 
tho house on the way to beeomo so. And iny Father was on his 
back unable to move. And fho Philip Slaeks were going out to 
dinner if the coacliinan thought lie could Tnanago in tho fog. And 
I was glad when the fog lifted and the coa(*liinan 1 bought he could, 
for tho Philip Slacks had becui v(tv amiable, Itoekingliam or no, 
and I have still a ha^y impression tliat I ovorhf'ard Airs. Philip say 
that Pheener was really almo'^t (oiily-she-hatcd-thc-expression-aiul 
wouldn’t-use-it-ouly-slie-didn’t-know-aiiy'othcr) a lady. Whether 
she knew my poor D.xddy was drunk, 1 don’t know. 

Cheer up, old nmn. He’ll he all right with rrst in a d.ay or 
two. Doctor says so.” 

‘‘Don’t be down-hearted. Jack darling. He got right before — 
long ago — and he’ll do it again. You see if he doesn’t ! ” 

“ And as for the Factory and the House, Insurance covers every- 
thing — interruption to business — doctor’s bills — everything!” 

‘‘Yes, dearest! And think what a satisfaction it is that so 
many things can bo burned and no one lose anything. JRccansc if 
you hadn’t been burned somebody else would, to make up the 
average. Papa’s told me about it heaps of times.” 

{ The speakers were Pony and my wife, alternately. Tho aeeno 
was our Cheyne-Row drawing-room, before a blazing fire. Tho 
time was the end of toddy-time, and the time to come a most 
welcome bedtime. For we had somehow contrived to transport my 
Father in an ambulance through the fog (which had thickened 
again as soon as the Philip Slacks’ coachman had committed him- 
^ self) and had followed in its wake — a melancholy procession of six 
persons — Bony, my stepmother. Cook, tho housemai<l, house- 
parlourmaid, and myself. The boy Nips was known to bo safe 
from tho flames, but preferred to remain behind to impede tho 
fremen, so far as opportunity should bo vouchsafed to him; to 
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niihinform the inquisitive, and in short to onjoy thoroughly an 
0 (‘oasion not liki*ly to conio twioo in a life. There was fortunately 
no (liflk'nlly nl)(uit llndiiig room for the outcasts in our <wo house- ■ 
Ivohls. So \\i wore looking forward to sleeping in comfort, after 
just a few nuiiiit('S more of recapitulation. 1 felt T ought to do 
my sJiare of ilio cheering up, and shook off some vague misgiving 
of further evil that 1 had kepi on feeling at intervals. 

“ 1 wasn’t ihiiiiving akout that,” said I. “I was thinking about 
that j(»lb old pla(‘e L told you of at dinner — what the Schloss 
came dowji on.” 

“ Poor, dear, silly Jack! And you were the S^oidie?” 

“Yes, and I here was such a nice family, the Schneiders — who 
liv(‘d on llu‘ Iaiid(‘nslrnssc — throe such ))rctty girls. JFedwig was 
the youn‘ 4 ('sl -lliey miglit have lot me sleep a little longer.” 

flust at this point *Ioannie came hack putting things on to go 
hack hom(*. Slie became so int(*rested about Hedwig tliat T had 
to assun^ 1 wms imjrriod already in the dream and had five 
d.iughters myself, all as ugly as their mother and as worthy. Her 
sympatlil(‘s won* so excited that Bony had to drag hcT away! 

“And oh, you poor, dear, darling Jack,” said Janey, when wo 
were l(‘fl alone. “ How you did look when you came in, black all 
over! And if T hadn’t seen you before T saw the ambulance, T 
don’t know what woiildn’t have happened! Wlioro ever did you 
get it ? ” 

“ I don’t know — it came ! They are to come for it. Who are 
ihry^ 1 haven’t the. remotest idea. T have* no idea of anything — 

1 only know 1 ha\e a letter from Lossio in my pocket I haven’t 
read, and you must roa<l it to mo at breakfast.” 

“(live it to me. Nothing from TTedwig, I suppose?” 

“Nothijig, so far. I’m afraid they’re all squashed. It’s very 
Bad. What's that?” 

It’s a ring at tlic front-door bell. What can it be at this time 
of niglit ?” 

It was an officer of the Fire-Brigade, who left other brass hel- 
mets outside, in an atmosphere of lamp glare and horse-steam 
and hoof-stamps, and came in to confer, Ifc was quite fresh and 
happy, an iinagi' of contentmont emerging from a fog. 

“Sorry to Irouhlo you again. Sir. Mr. Joseph Vance, T think? 
On account of particulars for report. Christopher Vance and 
Son, Builders — ?” 

“And Co.,” said I, “not Son. And Vance and Macallister, 
Engineers.” 

‘‘ Quite right. Sir,” said he, referring to a pocketbook as though 
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confirming an accurate guess, that did mo credit. ‘‘ Building of 
five stories in use as Workshops, Out-buildings, and Timber-yard. 
Detached Eesidence of two stories, occupied by Mr. 0, Vaiici\ 
Cause fire due Gas Explosion in basement. Owing to wtilcr-siip- 
ply — ^hum — ^hm — impeded by frost — found imi)ossibk) — save any 

portion of buildings. Loss falls on ? Can you kindly supply 

Insurance Offices, Mr. Vance? 

‘‘I’m afraid I can’t. My Father attended to all that. Stop a 
minute! If he’s awake I’ll ask him.” And I ran upstairs to do 
so, but Pheener. who had remained with him all the evening, and 
had now gone to bed herself, told mo through tlio door that lie was 
quite sound, and it would be a pity to wake liiin. L agr<*ed, and 
wont back. .Taney had been chatting with the officer. “Oh, Jack 
dear,” said she, “it is so sad — poor Ntdson — the rough dog you 
know that lived in tlu* yard? You know? Well, he was found 
dead in the basement — ^nol burned, but choked by the smoke.” 

“Just under the first explosion. Air. Vance. Flame didn’t 
reach— but sTiiuke and heat to kill a dozen dogs. Musi havi' got 
in at the first go-otf. Otherwise no casualty. With reference to 
the Insurance, Mr. Vance?” 

“ My Father’s asleep, and I don’t want to wake him. Can’t you 
say merely that the premises wer(‘ fully insured?” 

“So far as can bo oseortained, fully covered by insurance — 
naming no office.” Thus the fireman, who thc'u look his leave, 
declining refreshment, and hoping ho hadn’t put us out. 

“ What an odd hope for a fireman I ” said J aney. “ But think of 
that poor dog ! ” 

Poor Nelson! He had seen clearly that my Father was not able 
* to take care of bimself, and had run in to hc*lp. He overshot liis 
' mark in the passage, and no doubt went searching about in the 
smoke until he met bis death. 

The young person who does me out, and sees to me and lights 
my fire too late, and makes my bed without tucking it in at the 
» end — so that spectres would get hold of my toes if I diihi’t always 
religiously tuck it in myself — this young person could not g<‘t 
the fire to burn this morning of Afarch, 1895. I am not surprised. 
If I had been a fire laid like that I would not have burned, my- 
self. But the young person, Betsy Austin, driven to lawlessness 
by failure, appropriated a portion of a broken drawee of an old 
desk I was patching up, and forcing it in upwards and si(h‘ways 
and downwards into the incombustible matrix she was blowing 
the smoke out of inio her eyes and the room, decided that it Lad 
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caught and would do now, and <lovoted horself to laying the 
breakfast. T was just in time to snatch the bit of mahogany from 
the fire and put it in my bath- water. Tt fi/zed and went out, and 
tlu‘ii 1ri('d to pretend if wasu^t spoiled, inoffeetiially. 

And it made th(5 whole place smell slrong of extinguibhed burn- 
ing wood. And the smell then'of brouglit back to mo the day of 
iny last eliapter, as notliing but a smell can bring tilings back. It 
brought baek iny ride down with Bony to the einder heap that had 
been the works, and the llansom Cabman, w'ho, when ho was told 
where to drive. sai<l, ‘‘ I know — close by where the fire was last 
niglit.” 1 1 is r(‘speet for ns went up enormously when lie found 
that we w(To in a sort of way The Fire” ourschco, or near 
relat ions. 

Oh, the gliasiliness of the ruin and destruction! Tt was heart- 
biekening to think of the contents of that driadful heap of 
smouldering rubbish that choked up what had bee n the lowest 
story of the main building. It was still rebellious, but was being 
pump(»d on by a dispassionate engine, which was so sure it would 
b('at in thi' <*ud that it never lost its temper, or said an angry 
word. I knew that heap contained the caput mortunm of all my 
drawings of machinery inventions for years past, and all the costly 
plant that was soon to have been carefully removed to the new 
(yhels('a buildings, and half-completed eontraots by the ton. And 
1 knew the worst of it would be — that everything in that heap 
would he just quite spoiled, but no more. There would be lathes 
that would still do to stand outside a second-hand dealer’s in 
Southwark, but that would never furn true again; planing ma- 
chines w'ith Ix'd -plates like beds on which angular people have had 
sleepless nights; drilling-maehines that wagged their drills as dogs 
their tails; things with eccentric movements whose eccentricities 
hail become ungovernable. In that heap were tliose letters that I 
had seen on my desk, all but the one from Lossie. That was 
something savcul, at any rate. 

Firemen with small nozzles were putting finishing touches on 
the extinction, after the coarse work done by the big water-jets, 
just as painters use small sables after hog-hair has done its worst. 
Every now and then came a crash of falling timber or wall — 
tenacious bits tliat had remained behind when the roof fell in. 
Baring helmcted climbers with axes were helping down these 
stragglers, and as it seemed to me running needless risks to this 
end. I thought all hands would be best employed shoring up the 
front of the high building, and said so to the head fireman. He 
evidently doubted our statement that we were Vance & MacaUistei^ 
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and held a kind of court of identification under the wall wc had 
thought dangerous. Having reluctantly conceded that wc had an 
interest in the property, he looked up at the overhanging wall (the 
fall of which would have kill<‘d all three) and expressed con tide nco 
in its stability, but to indulge our whim reiniirki*d that >ou might 
shore up most walls. There were any number of men available, 
so I had a temporary aft'air rigged up at onec*. 1 was gratiiicd to 
hear from the same fireman later in the day, that if it hadiiT bmi 
for that bit of limh(*r “wc” thought of putting up, that wall 
would liave come down on some of us. He must h.ivo btH3ii a 
brother of Pring. 

If a biiriiod-ouL factory is sad, ii burned-out home is sadder still. 
One half-huriK'd is p(‘rliaps the worst of all. The roof of my 
Father’s house and the u[>i>er floors were (‘ompletelv wreeki'd by 
the fire. The lower ones were scorched by tht‘ biiniing ceilings, 
but the deluge' of wat(T I hat came at last had done its best to 
finish tlic job. Some of the furniture and i)ict.ir('s had been got 
away; but a good deal remained, the Salvage* Corps having de.ilt 
with the lower rooms last, believing that the water would be in 
time to save iherii. I saw my Fathers leather armehair in the 
snuggery, in a stack covcTcd with tarpaulins to shelter it from tho 
expected deluge. There also I found his writing-table*, whicii I 
was glad of, hut it was tight in the stiie'k, and the hnilding was 
not safe', so for the present I made no elTort to e'xtraet it. On tho 
chimneypiccc stood an cm])ty w^hiskey-hol Uc looking jaunty. How 
it must have ehuekled over its handiwork! 

Two refrains ran continuously through the whole — one cheerful, 
» tho other depressing. The? first was the universal conviction tliat 
I Insurance covered everything, the second the cejually universal, 
all-pervading stench of the w'ater on the burned wood. No won- 
der the same smell brought it all back to me so vividly this morn- 
ing! It drove me away at last from a ifiaec where I could be of 
' no further use. I merely arranged with the Salvager* in charge 
for the delivery of some goods (which 1 specified) at the housi* in 
Chelsea, and told my partner I should go home, wluither he* did or 
not. I wanted to see my Father, who was probably awake by; 
now. 

“Just take one more turn round,” said Bony, “in case there’s 
anything.” 

We took one more turn round, and there was nothing. Only> 
just as we were leaving what had been the Office at the Works, my 
eye was caught by something that struck me as familiar. It was 
a burned piece of board, some two feet long, with an inscription 
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on it. And enough was still visible to show me, who knew it of 
old, tliat it ran, 0. Vance — Builder — ^Repairs — ^Drains promptly 
attended to.” 

No wonder the smell of my burnt desk brought it back. T will 
not roi)Jaeo tlxat bit of brok<*n drawer (for 1 know it will smell), 
though Betsy Austin expresses contempt for my “finicking” pre- 
cision, and alleges that T am making a fuss about nothing. “ Just 
as good as even- it was,” is her verdict. She does not seem to sc'O 
lhat an isolated escape from her destroying hand will do little 
to counteract her defects as a maid-of all-work. She will speak 
of mo downstairs as a sort of precise ohl maid, bent on inter- 
rupting the widl-ort»ani/ed routine of what slu* calls Ikt Work. 
This prc'scnts itself to me as a whirlwind. And no slight one 
cither, for B('1sy’s arms are not only fine arms, but strong ones, 
and she can just as soon smash the furniture as tidy it up, which 
is an accoinplishmont Aio claims perfection in. 

Am I sure 1 am not writing this with the intent ion of leaving 
it op(*ii on my d('sk that B(‘ts.y may read it, and bo wounded by my 
poignant sarcasms 1 I am, because I know lhat Betsy would he 
adamant, and would include it iu the broad category she describes 
as iny nonsense. 

But 1 have nothing to do with Betsy now. I have to get back 
to my sheep — ^my sheep that are memories, browsing in the mem- 
ories of pastures of thirty years ago I 
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Of a brain-wavo that wpnt to India. And of an Oplirnl Delusion IIow Joo 
tooktlio news to Dr. Thorpe, and Btppiiio was a boio. Aunt I/zy too deaf 
for anything. Dr. Thorpe and Joe walk to Chclscn. 

wondur what Lady Dosproz meant. Jack?” said Janey that 
afternoon. She and 1 and my stopmothor wore at tc«i in the draw- 
ing-room. “Lady who?^’ said T. For T was always forgetting 
that now th«nt her husband wfis Sir Ilngh, Lossio was a Ladv. 

“Well — Lossi(», then!” replied Jancy. “What \vc* road in her 
letter at broakfasi Che mo her letter and I'll nad it again. C)r 
stop a minnt(», till I send .^onr Father his tc^a. If youh-e suro 
neither of you will have another enp, I can s(‘nd the pot np.” Wo 
were sure, so, as 1 had not seen very much of my Dad, who re- 
mained on hib back by the Doeh'r’b orders, I carried him np his 
tea on a baby tray, to which concessions of t(*a-componeuts were 
made by the parent tray; the more readily as the fog, which was 
nearly as bad as yesterday, made visitors very improhahlo. 

If he had not been ord( red to remain still by a Doctor, he would 
never have tried to move. Indeed, he had only done so once or 
twice in order to upset the diagnosis, and in doing so had suf- 
fered great pain. Dut it made him feed happier, and he was now 
teriving great satisfaction from pretending he (‘oiild move if ho 
was allowed, and ascribing interested motives to the third jierson 
plural, who was scheming, he said, to keep him on the flat list. 

“If they was to let me get up and walk about a bit, Xipper,” 
he, “I should soon be right enough. Bui they always was 
*at that game, and always will be. Makin^ a job! Just like Vm! 
Tea? That’s good. Nothin’ like a Nipper, after all! Oh yes, T 
can sit up, Joey dear, right enough.” 

But ho couldn’t, without me to raise him. And what a dif- 
ficult job it is to manipulate nineteen stone, that can’t ludp itself ! 

“PYaps little Clementina will toast me a big bit of thick toast 
^^lierself, soft inside. This stuff ain’t toast at all, not as T look at 

It. T should consider it match-boxes So I went down again, 

^ and the drawing-room fire being superb, the toasting-fork was rung 
i |or. Give it me. Mast — ” said Pheener, and I fixed her with my 

* 821 21 





JOSEPH VANOE 

eye. Give it mo, Joseph,’^ said she, feorrecting herself, and J 
handed her the fork. 

‘^It IS very curious,” said Janoy, going back to our former 
conversation And as 1 stood waiting for tho toast, sho read 
again from Lossii 's Icttci . 

“I am nmking myHclf very uncomfortable about your father, and I have no 
idea why Ihei c is nothinfi; in your I ist letter to point to any dis ister I dare 
Bay It 18 only imagination I hope so But whenever I think of him it is 
always on prcoipiccs, and h< is always ^oing to put his foot down in the wrong 
place, and no one is there to stop liim If £ commit myself thoioughly to being 
thought superstitious and moibid, peihaps it will bo tho best way to avert tho 
omen Papa used alwa>s to sny that vaticinations aftei the fact wore the only 
ones that came tiiio bo I will mysolt thoroughly involved, in the interest 
of yourself and yoni Daddy, ind place mv presentiment boldly on iceord, so 
that it miy tuiu nut fUsc It is just a foitnight since that I sail to Hugh 
that 1 wiM sine something was going wiong and thvt was tho time I felt it 
most strongly I shall bo so glad, deal Toe, when I get your nei^t lettci, and 
find, as I hope I shall, no b id news I can t get your lottoi covering that date 
toi inoro than i month What nuisances time and space are ' ** 

'^Thon Iho letter goes on about tho children,” said Janey, 

J>ul isn’t it 0(1(1, Jack? ” 

“ [ thought it was odd when we read it at breakfast. But, any- 
how, you s(o, it wis a tilsc luoscntimont, because the date of the 
lctl<r IS November the third and Dad was quite well all through 
October You know the Ohiiiese proveib, ‘Cherish the false 
Prophet who predicts disaster and tho true one who foresees 
health ’ — ^Jsii't 1h it to ist dom ? ” 

It wns, and F cairud it upstairs 

“ I bi re’s two Ixggirs with a waii at the gate',” said iny Father. 
1 look( d out It w IS till' salvaged goods I h«id told them to send 
on “The >’11 want a formal uecipt for them, 1 expect They^U, 
be credited to the Globe Insurance on tho house, being Salvage — 
at least, r suppose so What was there ? ” 

There were some pietuicb from the drawing-room, the writing 
table from tho Snuggeiy, and so forth I mentioned all I recol- 
lected. /* 

“1 shouldn’t mind,” said my Father, with a sadder note in hi^ 
voice than I had so far heard, “ if them two picters of Stags be^ 
fore Letters was put up here for me to look at I shouldn’t feelj 
so cut adrift from your Mothc'r, dear Nipper.” I said they should 
come . 

“ And that’s a knee hole table, and comes in four. Two side^ 
top, and pigeouholcb to btand on. They might carry that up ioOt 
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There^s papcM in it’’ I promised tibis al^, and went to giro ^ 
directions. 

The pictures and the table were soon brought up. My Father 
seemed more interested about the pictures than the table, and lay 
looking at them. ^ 

Never mind looking at the desk now. Wt^’ll do him to-morrow. 
There^s no hurry for anything now, not till Hekman’s commooni- 
cated with the Insurance.” 

Hickman had called in the morning, but T was away at the new 
Works, and my Father was asleep. He slept a good dc<il. Hick- 
man had loft word that ho would call to-morrow atternoon. My 
Father lit his pipe. 

^^Your Mother never saw those two,” said he. “Wliat’s their 
names? Stags without Words, or bomething? Miss Dowdc swell 
had bettor dust 11 k» frames of them.” lie* called Ins wife Miss 
Dowdoswell, having never oneo called hrr so, until to obligo him 
she gave up being Miss Dow des well. She said ho was that eon- 
tradietious! As lor the last new picture title, it was duo to 
Jeannie having played some Mendelssohn, and his having asked 
the name of that toon. 

“No — your Mother she was to have come clown and seen Vm, 
and sh(» never came. Never having seen Vm, I mix ^'m up with 
her, natural like, and it’s less by way of being cut adrift. I can 
only see the ri flection of the winder in that one. Chve him a tilt. 
There ain’t much light to see anything by.” He smoked awhile 

peacefully, and then began, “T say, Nipper dear ” 

“What, Dad?” 

“Was I very drunlc?” I felt it was a case for prequ I vocation, 
and that I was on dangerous ground. So I asked why? “Hut 
was I?” said he. 

, “That depends. Daddy dear, on what you call drunk. You 
^jnight have had loss. It doesn’t matter now. Let’s talk about 
the Stags.” 

“Got anything partick’lar to say about the Stags?” 

I Nothing very particular.” 

; Then let’s talk about the drink. You sec, that’s what it turns 
, on.” I asked what it was that turned on it. 

“Only — what do you call those games they have at Scientific 
i lecters — not conjuring, but red and green linos, and vertical and 

horizontal? When you always got took in whether or no?” 

I got a clue and suggested Optical Delusions. “ To bo sure,” said 
ho, and then after a puff or two weut on : 

/ “Now the question is, was this here an Optical Delusion? 

'r 
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When they brought me across to what's-thrir-names — ^Placket 
Hole's or something like it — on that portable hammock turn-out — 

I was thinking of nothing but getting the horses out of the stables 
before they was rcdooccd to ashes.” 

, “ Of course they were got out first thing,” I interjected. 

‘ ‘^Of course. Hut when you're in a stage of intoxication, you're 
mostly murldlcd, whatever the stage may be. Anyhow, 1 wasn’t 
thinking of your Mother. And she says to me quite sharp and 
sudden like ” 

“ Hullo,” said I, under my breath, for I thought he was delirious 
and began feeling his puKc. 

^‘Fccl away, Nipper dear” said he. “T’m just as normal as 
usual, and fairer than that I can’t say. When you’ve put your 
watch up, wf’ll get along!” As he was, if anything, less normal 
than usual (admitting the expression), I i)ut iny watch up, and 
felt 1 cut a th(*rapeutic figure lie eontinued: 

— quite sharp and sudden like, ^Eecollect Pheener’s 
poek('t ’ ” 

Do you mean you heard her, or only thought you heard her ? ” 

'' Well, dear boy, you see they’re so dam like if you only think 
hard enough. It was ono or the other. But was it an Optical 
Delusion? Or was it doo to Alcohol? Or what? I hoard it, 
anyhow— -that clear that if it had crossed ray mind that the In- 
surance woidd cover that like anything else, 1 should have spoke 
out plain to your Mother not to fret about it, and it would have 
been put down to the score of the Alcohol. Because to speak fair, 
Nipper dear, your disgustin’ old Daddy had been, what with the 
cold and the taste of the fog, giving himself a sort of” — he 
hesitated a moment — “a sort of alcoholiday, in the manner of 
speaking.” 

" Dear old Dad I You’ll never be disgusting, not if you were as 
drunk as a Lord.” 

‘‘But suppose I was as drunk as the House of Lords—hay, > 
boy?” And ray Father laughed and rolled about in his old manner. 
But I think it hurt him, for his breath caught, and he stoppedj^ 
short with, “ All right, Joey, it’s nothing! ” ^ 

“But what was the packet?” I asked. 

“ A bit of knick-knack little Clementina gave me to take care ^ 
of for her. It was a trifle I gave her before she packed her boxes. ' 
And she gave it me back to take care of, of her own free will. ; 
And she ain't to look at it now. So we’ll just say nothing about it. ' 
The man in the shop where I bought it called it a Tiarrhoea.” 

“A what?” i 
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A Tiarrhoea. Like before taking, shake the bottle. A wine^ 
glassful after every 

But the entry of Miss Dowdoswell herself made it impossible to 
pursue the subject. 

Next day I went over to Dr. Thorpe’s early. I thought the 
chances were very large that that Library Beggar (as my Father 
had called him) being immoThcd in his books, and only glancing 
very slightly at tlio paper, would know nothing about the fire until 
I went to tell him. T w«as quite right. 

‘^Good God!” ho oxeLiimcd. ^‘Whal, Joe! All burned, house 
and all.” 

“A few scraps saved from the house. Otherwise all converted 
into oxides, with evolution of caloric.” 

“But, Joe— Joe dear — don’t make chemical jok(‘s! Tell mo. 
IIow did it happen^ When did it begin? Was it any one’s fault? 
Will the Insurance cover it?” 

“Oh yes- -fully covered by Insurance.” But why did 1 foci 
conscious that I was mechanically repeating the fireman’s words, 
not speaking from my own knowladge? 

“Well! That’s a good job, anyhow!” and the Doctor looked 
relieved. “And how is every one? How’s your Father?” 

“ That’s th(' worst of it. I’m afraid he’s had a bad shake in the 
back — a recrudescence of an old accident — a thing that happened 
ages ago. Just before you s^t me going in life. Doctor! ” And 1 
gave the Doctor the whole story of the fire, finishing with the pas- 
sage in Lossic’s letter, which 1 had brought to sliow him, and my 
Father’s fancy about my Mother’s voice. 

“Two eerie incidents in one day!” said he. “I always think 
these things should be put on record. But Loss was evidently at 
fault, because it has all come about later. T should of course like 
’^he other thing to be what it seemed. You know my ideas? ” 

I knew them and should have liked to talk about them. But we 
were interrupted by the appearance of Beppino. 

Perhaps if ever you read this — (and recollect! If you don’t 
read this you won’t be in existence. So look out for squalls) — ^you 
will notice that I scarcely describe any of my memories of people. 
This is because I am not a real author. If I were, I would tell all 
about their exact shape, size, weight, colour, and manner before 
ever they said a single word in dialect, which of course they 
would do. I would finish up a description of a character (for 
instance) by saying that a pair of leather leggings the worse for 
wear, and shooting-boots down at heel that had been cut on the top 
to accommodate gouty swellings, completed the description of good 
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old* Isaac as l recollected him, and only at the end of my page or'' 
two of description allow him to say to his wife, ‘‘ Be you gwine to 
zimmer they ta’atics,^’ or Kick ’em in t’ stummuck if they wean’t^ 
budge,” or something similar. But even if I were a real author I: 
couldn’t dcfacribc Beppiiio at this time, for ho was never the same 
six months together, and I used only to see him at about that in- 
terval. As T seem to have committed myself to an iutt^rpolation, 
I may as well indulge in it. 

Tieppino’s variations were owing to his modelling his manner for 
the lime being on that of the last meteor of Art or Literature he 
had been introduced to. For Beppino had a social status and was 
very much introduced, lie was even spoken of familiarly as 
Messalina Thorp(% his poem about that n'probate bring the most 
admirtd of tlu' celebrated Trilogy. At the date of these memories 
he was fouiidiiii* hinibelf on a great dramatist and a great sculptor, 
neither of whom had yet got tired of him. Now the great sculptor 
rejoiced in (or, at any rate, never docked) a magnificent crop of 
red hair, and usually wore a brown velveteen coat when out of the 
studio. Beppino was 1 herd ore spoiling the collar of an expensive 
piece of tailoring by as large a hair bustle as nature allowed on the 
nape of his iicck. And the great dramatist (apparently) never 
said a brilliant thing without beginning with My dear follow ” 
in a sort of drawl I can’t easily reproduce. But if you will say the 
three words, “Medea. Fill. Awe,” quite deliberately with full 
Btops, you will not be far from Beppino’s reproduetion. I never 
saw » ^ X ifr * myself, so I can’t say how far the original resem- 
bled it. A few months later the fashion changed, and the only 
way of spelling the next i)ronunciation quite exactly would bo 
“ Dcipliila.” Try them both, and see if they sound plausible. 

I believe his poems had clever passages in them, but really I 
never read Ihem. A great poet of the time, whom he was said to 
imitate, expressed a guarded opinion about the Trilogy, namely 
that “ it held out promise of original work.” When pressed as to 
whether it contained any, he gave an evasive answer. Beppino^ 
thought he was jealous, but added that of course he should never- 
say so to any one but you, whoever you were. 

Tie was musical and sang old French songs and Italian stomell^ 
with real taste and feeling. He was very popular with young 
ladies of an artistic and non-sporting turn. The sporting ones'- 
said they couldn’t stand that sort of thing, without making it’ 
clear what sort. One, so the story went, knocked Master Beppino , 
off the end of a rout-seat at a ball with the sweep of a powerful 
elbow, and said by way of apology, “Well, Mr. Joseph Thorpe^ I 
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never asked you to sit in my pocket! ” However, I have difirressocl 

- enough, and Beppino must go on coming in at the Library door, 
where Dr. Thorpe and I are talking about what arc now called 

J Psychical Researches. 

^ “I thought it was you, Joe Vaiico.” Ho certainly pronounced 
me Juvence, quite distinctly. ‘‘All goin’ on well, in your part of 
‘ the world ? T came to borrow Arcadia, Pater.” 

He had come from his room upstairs, the nursery of old times, 

' where he employed himself on various literary work. He got 
' enough to do, I believe. 

“What arc you at now, Joey?” said the Doctor. “Writing 
Pescennine v('rsos and Bowdlerizing them down to i>uhlK'ation 
• point, 1 supposed You’ll find the hook over the door.” And wo 
waited in silcnoo till he had <*ome down the ladd(‘r with th<' book, 
for nedthor of us would have ihoughi of taking a Poet into our 
confidence. Wlicn ho landed, he blew the <hiat off the book-lop 
and slapped it to, and then said, “ Tie’s sueh an nneherry table 
, Pater mine is!” adding wilh a gush that wms distasteful to me, 
“ But he’s a good Pater, and a dear Pater ! ” as if I was likely to 

- dispute it. “ Only there’s one thing he docs not understand, and 
' that’s Art.” 

“I suppose I don’t, Joey,” murmured the Doctor, meekly. 
“ Shut the door wh(‘n you go out.” 

Beppino replaced the ladder, and was outside when the Doctor 
' resumed the conversation, 

' “Naturally any one like me, to whom the idea of extinelion at 
I death is absolutely indigestible, would wish or hope for the sur- 
vival of our affections on the other side. But no change is 
inconceivable to me, only cessation. Still it does seem the most 
obvious and probable thing that such an incident as this fire, even 
i^f we become over there instmsiblc to matter as we arc \\cto to 
spirit, would be seen reflected in the minds of Spirits in the 
flesh by — shut the door, Joe, and either eomo in or out! ” 

The Poet came in, “Eh say,” said he. “Thet’s intrasting I 
j. Who’s been on fire ? ” 

“ The factory was burned down two days ago — ^both factories — 
; my Father’s works and mine.” 

“ By Jove — ^thet’s serious — anybody killed ? ” 

“Nobody but a dog” Beppino’s face fell. “But my Father 
: liad a nasty fall, and is laid up.” 

I “By Jove — ^thet’s bad!” He distinctly brightened. “Any 
"cjiance of incendiarism?” he enquired, anxiously. 

\ “None whatever, Joey,” said Ms Father. “Nothing the least 
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or poetical. Just a big, bonfire and nothing else. I^obody^s 
even ruined, as insurance covers everything.” 

“ Pater’s always hard on me ” said he. And I am confident that 
he utilized the genuine dejection he felt at the prosaic nature of 
the di&astc'r as a means of expressing sympathy. “But I say— ^ 
you know — it’s no laughing matter.” We admitted that it was 
not, and he then revived his drooping spirits by admiring the Fire 
Brigade. “By Jove, they’re fine!” he exclaimed. “It’s grand 1 
It’s grand! I’d have' given something to be there to see it.” 

“ We didn’t enjoy it particularly. I’m sorry yon weren’t there.” 

“ Ry Jove! Ha-ha! tluit’s not bad! But you’re always seveah 
on mo, jnvenee — really are! 

“ I say, Joe,” ‘-aid the Doctor, “ I’ll walk over with you when 
wc’vo had some lunch, and see your Father. I don’t like the ac- 
count of him.” It was Beppiiio’s misfortune to rub inartistic 
people th(' wrong way, and ho had done so in this instance. We 
were not sorry to hear that if he did not run at once ho would 
be late to lunch somewhere else, so wo lauded punctuality and 
gave liim a cordial send-off. Wo had only Aunt Izzy for company. 

B(‘fore we started for Chelsea it transpired that our communica- 
tions to Aunt Izzy about the Fire had failed to reach her under- 
standing. She had eonceivod them to relate to the library fire. 
Getting it out had become letting it out, and the blow-up of the 
gas been referred to the bellows. 

These errors were discovered and set right when she remarked 
that she didn’t think it “ ought to surprise ” anybody; and this was 
traced back to “ London Water Supply's.” As soon as she realized 
the conflagration, she become so anxious that the new Apopempso- 
pyrotechnioon Fire-Extinguisher should bo used to extinguish it 
that she ignored the fact that it was out already. I promised to 
have one at hand next time, and said I hoped I should soon have an 
opportunity of testing its merits. Aunt Izzy got quite cheerful over 
this prospect, and augured groat success. She was a good-hearted 
old lady, but wanted to have her finger in every pie. I don’t think 
Fvo remembered the apparatus right, hut it doesn’t matter. 

The Doctor and T walked over to Chelsea talking of the subject 
Beppino had interrupted. The fog had lifted and a thaw was 
setting in. The wind was thinking of coming from the south west^ 
and a little came as wc crossed Clapliam Common. When a sudden 
mild fit of this sort comes in midwinter, people are ungrateful and 
call it unseasonable, and pretend they like frost. They are liars, 
and hypocrites, as they enjoy it thoroughly. We did, on this walk> 
but we paid our tribute to orthodox views nevertheless. 



CHAPTER XXXVII 


A Conference and a growing alarm, flow the whiskey-bottle had cause to 
chuckle. The cheque-books did it, of course — Wanted thirty-thousand ' 
pounds. Also how a Bank smashed — And how a big bad debtor owed a big - 
I bad debt. Christopher Vance & Co. insolvent. 

We arrived, Dr. Thorpo and I, almost at the samo moment as 
Hickman in a Hansom, from the other direction. Tfe was evi- 
dently appreciating: the change, but he too paid his tribute to 
public opinion and said it was unhealthy and relaxing and so 
forth. Missis was out, and Mrs. Christopher was out, but Mr. 
Vance could get at the bell quite easy. The connection of ideas 
was quite clear to mo. I hope no one will ever be puzzl(‘d by it. 

We all went straight up to my Father’s room; T only going in 
first cautiously to make wsure he was awake. Tic was. Who 
have you got outaido? ” he asked. Is that ’Ickman ? ” 

“It’s Hickman” I said. ^^And it’s the Doctor come to have a ‘ 
look at you. Not that sort of Doctor, Dad ! It’s Dr. Thorpo.” 

A look of apprehension vanished, and his face lighted up with 
pleasure. There’s Doctors and Doctors,” said he as he stretched 
out a hand of welcome. ‘^You’re my sort! None of your dam 
prescriptions! Come in, ’Ickraan. You all right? See you 
d’rcctly ! ” The Doctor said don’t let him interrupt business and 
was told Hickman would do any time. 

“ This is a bad job, Vance,” said he, sitting down. 
i “ What you might call a pretty how-do-you-do,” said my Father. 
,^‘But Lord, this ain’t nothing! Soon shove this to rights.” This 
seemed to assign less force to a favourite phrase of his than I had . 
/always ascribed to it. Dr. Thorpe laughed, and said he was glad 
' it wasn’t an ugly how-do-you-do. 

I wouldn’t go so far, for one,” said my Father. “ Suppose we v 
eay an unpleasant circumstance, and let it go at that? ” This was 
Icarried nem. ccn. “ If it wasn’t for this hero sprained anlde I’ve " 
^Igot in my back, we should be all clear for a start. It’s what they . 
^'Call a cash-you-ality — ^nowise worse than that! It might have 
Jheen a smashuality, hay, Doctor?” 

" That’s the right way to look at it, Vance, anyhow.” 
f « Let’s ring the bell for tea,” said my Father. Tea and a pipe! 
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ThaP8 my eoothin^ mixture.” He reached for the bell-pull, but 
the sprained ankle was too predominant in his back, and he was 
glad to leave the bell-pulling to Dr. Thorpe, who volunteered. 

I suppose,” said the latter, you’ll soon have all your men at 
work again, and rebuilding startc d.” 

^‘That’s just the advantageous p’int,” said my Father. ^‘You 
ask any Architect (that ts an Architect, and not an armatoor) 
which is the best, a built buildiii’ or a rebuilt buildin’, and he’ll 
speak up for the last. Because h(‘’ll know he’s been detected and 
convicted of a thousand blunders in the first building that he could 
have just as well as not kept off of, and the parties won’t stand ’em 
a second time. Excepting he has a ’igh feeling of professional 
dignity, and can’t b(' lectured.” 

And what do you do with him then, Vance?” 

“Then you chucks him, or dispenses with his services. If by 
letter, thn lattiT. But of course that’s ’Ickman’s department. lie 
walks into ’em ’an sum, and remains their obedient servant per pro. 
Don’t you, ’fekman?” 

‘‘ ("’ertainly. Sir. And no doubt the new buildings will be a - 
groat improvement. There’s nothing like experience. But the 
first thing will be to—” 

But Hickman was interrupted by the arrival of the tea, and 
also of Jancy and my stepmother. 

Oh, we’re not fretting. Dr. Thorpe,” said my wife, in response ^ 
to enquiry and expression of sympathy. “ The whole thing is ^ 
covered by Insurance, and it’s merely a question of time. Jack , 
was saying he knew of no reason why they shouldn’t start next ' 
week.” 

I glanced at Hickman. ^^Oh yes, of course,” said he, "nQ : 
reason whatev(*r! At least none that T know of.” 

Was there a note of hesitation? I decided that there was none. ' 
It was only that 1 was fanciful. After all, my nerves had been 
very much shaken in these three last days, Janey went on talking 
to Dr. Thorpe. 

"Now, wasn’t that odd, Doctor, that presentiment your daugh- 
ter in India had? Of course it was a long time before. But 
then they all say that time doesn’t count.” ^ 

j "Who say?” 

"Well — the proper people. I don’t exactly know who they' 
are.” 

"No more do 1. Shall I pass your cup for some more tea^ 

, Vance?” My Father had drunk his straight off, contrary to"*; 
precedent, and said decidedly, " No, thank you— not another cup/^ 
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The two ladies looked suiprised, and Pheener said, *‘lTow, think 
of that/' 

^^What was 'Ickman saying just now?” ho continued. Yes— 
just now — Sdjing to the Nipper?” 

Hickman said nothing to me, dear Dad, except that he knew 
of no reason why the rebuilding shouldn’t begin next week.” 

V ^^No more there ain’t any reason. There’s some ’umbuggin' 
forms to be what they call complied with at the Tnsuranet* Offices— 
but that’s nothin’. We can begin to-morrow. As for the Offices, 
blest if J know what the forms are! You show ’em the receipts, 
’Ickman — they’ll square the rest.” 

“ I understood,” said ITiekman, visibly uncomfortable, “ that the 
receipts were with >ou, Mr. Vance. If so, they are no doubt 
burned.” 

‘‘And pumpin’ on 'cm now,” rt^joined my Faili<% “would only 
be wastin’ good water. Nobody wants ’em! If the cash had kai 
sent ’em in <*onpcrs, they could put th(‘ir ’ands in thfdr pockets and 
say they never had ’em. JBut a cheque’s a cheque, and there you 
arc! 

“Oh, certainly, Sir,” said Hickman. “Your recollection of 
writing the cheques would be (piite enough in practice. Only 
when one makes a formal claim one likes to have the documents.” 

Dr. Thorpe, whose voice sounded chi'erful and reassuring on tho 
top of a sense of misgiving that had crept in, remarked on tho 
admirable service the crossed cheque rendered to business men. 
“In this case, you see,” said he, “payment of cheque makes tho 
whole thing secure without more formality. I’m sure wc needn’t 
feel uneasy,” addressing my wife, who was looking blank and ap- 
prehensive. 

But the semi-tension, that had come into the conversation, no 
ine could say exactly when or how, had got to reassurance point. 
It was like pretending a toothache isn’t coming. It showed in 
jny Father’s raised voice when he next spoke. 

“ All I know is,” said ho, “ that T wrote the cheque for all throe 
Offices, and if they haven’t sent the receipts it’s their lookout!” 
.He said it quite easily and confidently. “Besides, if they didn’t 
receive ’em, how could they cash ’em? You look in the Pass-book 
— in the pigeonhole of that tabic. WeVe got to overhaul that 
table, Nipper.” 

The Pass-book was got out and searched. No such cheques 
"were entered. My Father gave a short low whistle, but did not 
lose his head. “You look again,” said he. “You’ll find ’em! 
All the cheques are in order in the second drop on the right. I 
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in my pocket for the keys.” ^ -v 

r Hickman, whoso voice showed his alarm plainly, began speaking.^. 

, You shut up a minute, ’Ickman,” said my Father. Let^s have--, 
-them keys.” And the keys were found, and the presented cheques, ^ 
*^all in order — but no Insurance cheques! 

The suspense was trying. ^‘What was Mr. Hickman going tq; 
say just now?” asked Hr. Thorpe. 

I was saying. Sir,” said Hickman, who may have been a little V 
hiirt at being shut up, that probably Mr. Vance would remember ■ 
there was a delay in payment. The last day of grace had passed — . 
that was October the fourteenth — and two of the offices wrote to ^ 


ask if you wished to discontinue, and a gentleman called from the/ 
Globe to sec! if it was an oversight. And when I told you, you 
said you would send at once.” 

“Then it’s all a fuss about nothin’,” said my Father. "I wrote 
the chc*(iuos in the big cheque-book at the Orfice. You wrote ’em 
and I signed ’em.” 

“No, Sir, no,” said Hickman, who had become quite tremulous. 

“ If you remember that book had been written full up for you to 
sign, and it was too late then for you to get another. It was six . 
o’clock. And your cheque-book you carry was just used up too! 
We noticed the coincidence. I wanted you to make the drafts on 
oiRco paper and not wait for a cheque-book, but you said you 
would be sure to recollect.” 

“Stop a bit” said my Father. “I remember something about, 
that.” Hickman had a gleam of hope. He went on speaking. j 
' “You’ll remember too, Sir, remarking that you had two new 
cheque-books in the desk at home and you’d i)Ost them off that/ 
evening. I knew the money would be accepted really any time - 
: as long as the place wasn’t burned — and I asked you and you said'^ 
■ you had sent it — and of course I thought you had the receipts.” ' i 

I had seen Pheener’s hand catching convulsively on the arm of 
the chair she sat in. As Hickman finished she gave a cry. 

“Oh, Master, Master. It was that book the bottle was spilth 

; on!” ^ I 

“ Perhaps,” I struck in — a light breaking on me, “ you spilt inkj 
over the cheques, and meant to write them again and forgot 
You say. Dad, you remember actually writing the cheques ? ” -i 

“Ac-tu-ally writin’ of ’em, Nipper dear! And putting of ’erij|i 
S in envelopes, and lickin’ of ’em to, and putting on the di-rectionsf| 
fv Quite like ’Ickman. I can’t say I remember forgetting to po^l 
V^em, but then some one else may have forgotten. Only Misiil 
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Dowdeswell didn’t say I spilt the ink. Speak up, little Clementina, 
and say what it was I spilt I ” 

Oh, Master ! You know it was the Wliiskcy. And you said 
what a good job it was there was so little left in the bottle! And 
then you finished whiit little was left. But 1 do roinembor the 
cheques were all written by then, and safe in the envelopes. I 
don’t know where you pul Ihem — I went away to b(»d.” 

“You see, Clipper dear,” said he, turning to m(* with a ridieuloua 
mixed expression of contrition and eandour, “you sc(' what it 
was? It was iny iiileniporate ’abits. Your Baddy was in a state 
of beastly intoxication. Entirely doo to his ’abits! Td wrote the 
cheques Ihoufaili ! 

“Come, Vance,” said Dr. Thorpe, “you cant have been so , 
very bad, or you ('ouldii’t have written them.” 

“If Pd only <lnnik a little more th<' bottle wouldn’t have slopped 
over ami spoiled that cheque-book. I remember it now. P'ifty to 
order and three wrote. Thre(» and eleven pence. What’s Mrs. 
Nipper grubbed out of tlu' desk ’ole?” 

“What on earth are thes(»?’^ cried Jamy at this moment. Slio 
had been fishing about in the pigeonholes of the desk-table. 
“Three letters and all directed to Fire Insurance Ofiiees!” And 
turned as whil<' as a slu'ot. 

It was leo true! And the explanation, so far ns the unposted 
letters went, was easy. My Father had put them in a safe place, 
so as to be sure not to forget them. Which of us has not done this, 
oven in our lowest stages of intoxication? But I almost wi slic'd 
the letters had perished in the fire — it would have taken so 
much blame off my Father’s shoulders. It w^ould not have 
mattered if we had never known how the non-payment escaped 
detection. 

ItiWhat had exactly happened was this. My Father, as he was : 
bonsuming rather more than his allowance of whiskey after dinner, 
on the day of the occurrence described by Hickman, had got out 
the two new cheque-books mentioned and baptized one of them 
(so he said) with thne premiums payable to the three offices, v 
Having done so, he unfortunately baptized it still further by spill- 
ing the whiskey bottle over it. Now whiskey on certain paper : 
produces a fine purple stain, and my Father noticed the splendour : 
of the tint; and inferring that any one who got a cheque so ; 
stained would ascribe Bacchus to the drawer, had put this oheque- 
jbook aside to reclaim the price of the stamps if ever he should 
withdraw his account. Wo found it in a drawer of the table. 
^Having done this he inaugurated his other cheque-book, which was 
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t intact^ aAd by tbe time be h&d bis pass-book again had forgotten 
^ all about it. Ho satisfied himself that all his ch^ues had been 
" presented by putting them in order, without examining the pass- 
book. Whore’s tho good,” he said afterwards, “ when the entries 
•, are all eligible And he showed me an illegible entry in proof. 
It was (as near as I recollect) “ Dry — ^£40. 0. 0 ” and was supposed 
to oomm(»morate a payment of forty pounds to Reb( kah and John 
Zimmerman, Dry-salters! With respect to tho other point, tho 
way the non-appearance of the receipts was acquiesced in, it was 
clear that tho Works had imputed them to the Office, and vice 
versa. Hickman had supposed my Father had got them. And he, 
not receiving them, naturally infer r(‘d they had been sent to 
Jobchurch Lane, wliich was his usual designation of the town< 
offices. 

To complete this part of the story now. Some attempt was 
made to grt a concession from the Fire Offices on the ground that 
the written cheques were actually an instruction to Vance & Co.’s 
bankers to pay the premiums, and that tho position was virtually 
the same as if the cheques had been posted and had not reached. 
In such a case I believe most offices would have treated the pay- 
ment as effected. But the legal advisers in our ease pointed out 
that there was nothing but my Father’s word to show that these 
cheques were not written after the fire broke out! If such a 
precedent were created, said they, it would invalidate the whole 
principle of Insurance, of which tho essence is that tho Policy- 
holder shall risk the loss of his premium; which Vance & Co. had ' 
certainly not done while the cheques remained in their iiossession. • 
Even then I bt'licvo one or two of the Directors were in favour of , 
sending my Father the cash (a mere trifle of £30,000 or so) ; partly . 
because of the glory of such action to the Offices, and partly be- 
cause Vance & Co. was alleged to have been dnmk — chiefly the 
latter. 

Some one thing (I have said this before somewhere) always < 
starts out clear in one’s memory, and throws its kin into tho back-' 
ground. This time it is Dr. Thorpe’s eyes, as T part from him 
at the gate — full of sympathy, and so like Lossie’s. It’s not the-i 
money. Doctor,” 1 say to him. That’s bad — ^but it’s not that.*^^ 
And he replies, ‘‘7 know, dear Joe! 7 see. But keep a good heart^^ 
and leave it in God’s hands.” And he walks away into the thaw,^ 
by this time in full swing. ^ 

And then I go up to the drawing-room and find Janey. And 
am in time for her to cry upon, just as the relief of tears comeS; 
And she says, "Oh! Jack, Jack — ^your poor old Daddy! Au^- 
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he is 80 sorry, if shakes one cry lo See And she has a good^ 

cry, and is the better for it. And then as she comes back to dry 
land out of a soa of tears, she says, But wasn’t it strange, Jack? 

I ask what, and sho says what Lossie Besproz wrote in her letter, 
and that it must have been just when the cheque-muddle came off. 
And I say eoinci<lence, and all the proper things, and we go up- 
stairs together to get and give consolation. And then Bony comes 
in and has to be oviTwholnied in his turn. 

It need not be supposed that an annulled Insurance, or rather a 
neglected one, was the cause of tho Insolvency of Cliristophor 
Vance & Co. Ti was a eon tributary cause doublless, and if it had 
not existed, very likely Vanco & Co. would have tided over the otlu*r 
difficulties that (anu' upon them. For misfortunes mver come 
singly, and scarce ly was the reeonstrnetion of the burnt Work- 
shops put in hand than another calamity follow'od. 'Ihe draft on 
the Suburban and Me tropolitan Joint Stock Bank, which provided 
tlie fir^t weekly screw of tlie workmen on the job, was tho last 
cheque cashed across tho counter of the Clapham and West Brixton 
Branch of that great and prosperous concern. Next d*iy’s morn- 
ing papers announced its suspension, and m a few wrecks any one 
who was of a sanguine disposition was at liberty to believe that its 
assets exceeded Coleonela, while, on the other hand, incredulity 
itself was silent when its liabilities were quoted at very little less. 
One of the causes of failure was ascribed by the Co. to its in- 
ability to withstand the temptation to make advances, tliough it 
Could not exonerate the other parties. Like Browning’s young 
man, whom the young lady never should have looked at so, had sho 
meant he should not love her, the Bank complained that tho 
numerous Firms to which it had lent money, or allowed to over- 
draw, nevo should have misled them by depositing such seeming 
valuable secuntio'^, which turned out worthless. Among tho 
overdrawers, C. Vance & Co. was a conspicuous instance, figuring 
for a good round sum among the Debtors. But, to do my Pather 
justice, his Firm had never made eyes at tho Bank, or any Bank. 
It was merely that no ono ever dreamed of questioning his 
Solvency. But now the luck had turned, and myriads of persons, 
it seemed, had said so all along. 

Even if the Bank had been able, by a great effort of imagination, 
to realize its assets, Vance & Co. would have been none tho better, 
as at least the account would have had to be balanced, before new 
overdraws could be indulged in. But tho worst was to come. My 
iPather had undertaken, as a sub-contract from an eminent firm 



/ of Baiiway Contractors, the construction of fl^.gr^t Hbt^l at a\ 
^ Terminus. It was to be paid for when completed, at the opening 
; of the Kailway. But everything, as my Father said, went con- 
■ trairy. The building-site proved to be a spongy morass, which 
' had indurated itself spitefully at all the points which were tested, 

. and which had to be turned into a huge block of concrete before a' 
footing could be laid. This cost within ten thousand pounds of 
the contract sum. Nevertheless, the whole thing was completed in 
spite of difficulties, and payment was due, when crash went the 
great Contractors! 

There is no better investment now, in this last year but four of 
the century, than shares in that llailway, if you can get them! 
Many a prosperous family has been reared and educated on them, 
many a luxurious country-house built. Quotation of them at a' 
premium has become a mechanical habit with Brokers, who mostly 
' believe that if they fell the sky would. But the men who fought 
with unexpected torrents in the tunnels, with malignant hillsides 
that waited for passing trains and then developed as landslips, 
with huge seas that came in the night and swept away Cyclopean 
walls as Betsy Austin sweeps away the crumbs — these men died in . 
poverty or small prosperity, or lived, some of them, to furnish 
illustrations of the advantages of marriage settlements, and of 
their own wicked improvidence, from the consequences of which 
the greater foresight of everybody else had saved them. For those 
who fail get scant quarter from those who never try, and those 
who see no farther than the stock-market know of no success out-, 
side the Balance-Sheet. 

My Father got a good deal of public absolution. For, though . 

- the Bankrupt did not ascribe any of his failure to that whiskey- .; 

bottle that I saw chuckling in triumph over the ruin of his home, ' 
■vyet it leaked out, through the men, that Christopher had undenia- . 

bly been concerned, on the day of the fire, in liquor, and that he 
: was liable at other times to be concerned in other liquor. And ' 
rs nobody could deny that he was a jolly good fellow. So, even as the/r 
rank and file of an army that has been led to slaughter by a tipsy^^ 
' General forgives him with its dying breath, so the workman whoseUp 
employment Avas gone spoke leniently of my poor old Dad; and]; 
'■forgiveness got into the atmosphere, and excuse-making was th^ 
: rule and censure the exception. But his blame of himself and hi^^ 
' weight of sadness were pitiful to sec, as he lay helpless on hi^' 
i back, the victim a second time of the same injury, and a secondg 
^ time being forcibly weaned from his old bad habit. 5- 

That was my consolation, and, though none of us ever by,J^i^j 



;<3ii^nce spoke about it, our conik»lation. Each knew what tho 
^ Others thought. 

I go on to a tiincj — it was well on in the late summer — ^whcn all 
the business matters were wound up, not unsatisfactorily on the 
Avhole. In winding up a concern of this sort, the final settlement 
’ turns on the common interest of the creditors, and in this caao 
there was no doubt about tho interest common to all, namely the 
success of Vance & Macallister, who figured as debtors to Christo- 
pher Vance & Co. But tho terms of their building contract had 
been cash payment on completion. Bony and I were therefore 
able to demand completion, and the Firm, now represented by its 
Creditors and an Oflieial Keceiver, carried out tho building as per 
contract. Easy terms of payment were granted, the good-will of 
the business l)cing accepted as a sufficient security; and a friendly 
mortgage of the buildings started us on our way, and though some- 
what handicapped we could fairly look forward to prosperity. T 
feel this is all prolix, hut when no one reads, an author may bo as 
prolix as he likes. 



CnAPTETl xxxvni 


Joc’b Father does not improve much. But ho 1*4 Iub old self still, and enjoys a 
snipriHo ho has ticamired foi his family, llow ho had bought a trinket in - 
Bond Stiect The new Limited Co. It starts ill; but good fortune biiUgS 
back an old boat d to help tho Boaidof Directors. 

My moniory, tlioii, tra\ols on sntisfiod 1o laio in .nn evoninff in - 
AviQiibt, 1S70, r Wtis sittiiij^ with my Fiithor in tho clr^iwing-/ 

room it {'’Ik Isoa, looking out at the moonlight on tho livcr. T'w 
gnMt int'r niiitic s had providod way*5 t j move ami cany him wit4pi\ 
out pain. “ Progr* •-s,” said his cntin\, tho Midical "Man, ^‘was\, 
slow Imt suro.” Then \ihy don’t lu* g( t out o’ tho way,” said tho ■ 
patient, '^and let me get ahead a Utll(‘ (piieker?” An eminent 
surgeon hid examined him, but said there was nothing for it but.^ 
patience. ‘‘No, Mr. Vance,” said he to mo as we jiarted at the 
street door. “ 1 e.in’l take a fee for lolling a man to lie on his 
back. You take an interest in bulk'ts, of eour&e ^ I’m just going 
to tak(' one out of a man. Too old-fa'^hioncd a one for you to 
care about. It's been thirty years in his earca&sl ” And ran away 
to avoid my thanks. 

“ Ifow long was I getting round, that time, Joey?” said my 
PatluT to mo on this evening. “ That time after poor Pctcp Ounll;,^ 
got the glass in his eye.” 

You mustn’t suppose the^e words brought that event back to me-; 
then nearly as clearly as it does to you now. You have, 1 presume^ ; 
,nvently read it. I remember it vividly now, fifty years after 1 
' It was rather hazy after twenty. ( 

“ I think Mother said two months,” said I. “ All I recollect is i 
that day you came out in front and we talked to the little man withV- 
the boaril.” 

“Just au(‘h another day as this has been I More by token it wfti r 
tho Nipper’s birthday I What’s to-day, Joe ? ” * 

“Nineteenth. I say, Janoy, yi'sterday was my birthday and 
forgot it!” Jaiiey was tv riling a letter within calling distanc^ 
“Many happy returns,” said she, “but to-day’s the eighteenth*^ 
“Well, then,” said T, “ H’s to-day! And Janey came in and g&VidL 
mo a kiss, for confirmation, and went back to her writing. . 

838 
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I remember,^ said I. " You gave me a top to pky Peg-in-ihe- 
Ring with Porky.” }A 

“ And your Mother a pair o^ storkins,” said ho. " Your fi^et aro -t; 
larger now than they was in thorn days, Jo('\.” 

** Who did you say jou played Peg-in-th(*-Uiiig with?” inter- " 
mi tied Jaiioy from afar, withoul slopping writing. 

‘‘Porky Owls,” aiibviorod T, And Janey said “ WLiit a name!” 
and soaked back into her letter. 

“Well, Joey,” said my Father, resuming. “It was two months, 
anyhow— maybe a bit more! And how long h.ivt» we lK(n goin^ 
on over this job? Tain’t a Iwdvemonih y( 1, if wo si)cak the Iruth.*” 
He had evidently b(‘gun his comparisons oE the t^\o nursings 
hoping for better results, but was not going to aeknowk <lg(‘ <k I eat. 
It was discouraging to think how long he had be ( n on his baek. 

“Can’t be helped, Nipper, can it^” ITo effaced the impl(‘asint 
view of th(» ease, and took a more cheerful one. “ One good Ibing, 
at any nitt^ — it’s out of the (piestion gralifvin’ on(‘’s unfortiin.do 
propensities. Or if it ain't out of the (piestion it’s out of the 
ansv^e^r, when one’s domestic circle grabs flic bottles and bolts.” 

“Never mind. Dad! It’s my birthday 1o-daj, so ,>011 sliall liavo 
extra toddy.” And I luomiscd to comxiound a nigliteap .suundum 
artem — ft ding rather as if 1 was compounding a telony. I fdt 
guilty and apologized to Mrs. Christopher, who appeal'd at this 
moment. “ It’s your lookout, M ’Joseph,” said slio. “ I wash mif 
hands.” Her dithcultics in addressing me oftdi ended as if I 
were a Rasuto. “Comes of her having been a young g.il,” was 
Sny Dad’s explanation. It is intelligible to me — ^perhaps to you 
also? 

"Bony and Jeannie often looked in late, and did so now. They *■ 
had been out dissipating, and Jeannie looked like a 1’itian portrait 
jW a grand duchess. Janoy arranged her be iiiti fully for us to 
* look at, with the full moon over the river behind her. Slio was a 
glorious spectacle sitting there in the clash of the moonlight and 
lamplight. “Not bad!” said her husband, in the tone of a satis- 
fied proprietor of a travelling circus. Wo settled down to a 
; general chat over things, telling Jeannie she might move now if 
: she liked. And Janoy said we might talk business, if we wanted 
: to, and of course we immediately did so. 

) “ Well, Bony,” said I. “ It’s really all done now ! ” 

i “Are you sure?” said he. “It’s been really all done at least 
( ^fliree times in the last three months I ” 

I “Anyhow, I can see the Bankrupt’s certificate sticking out of 
i {lis pocket,” said I. And my Father, perceiving that this was the 
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case, buttoned it in. It had been a great satisfaction to him to ' 
read it at intervals, and it seemed not improbable that he would' 
always rotaiu it in his pocket. lie had been greatly pleased to . 
know that he had made a full discovery of his estate and effects. " 
I think ho felt like Christopher Columbus, or Cortez. 

“ Now are you quite sure you haven’t concealed property to the 
amount of Ion pounds ? ” I asked, 

“Quito sure,” he answered. “The propcity I concealed was a 
considerably bigger amount than ten pounds. Besides, it wasn’t ' 
my property, it was Miss Dowdobwell’b.” 

Wo all stared at him and each other. lie continued. 

“Th(‘y never asked me if I had concealed any one else’s 
property.” 

“What are you diiving at. Daddy dear?” 

“ You got Mis*^ Dow deswell to show you that fancy article I 
gave her aloro ever she siiggostod Matrimony. You iAl truth and 
shame the Devil, Mrs. V. Cut upstairs and fetch it down. I 
should like to see some of you gals try it on.” 

It dawned upon me that ho was referring to the iiarccl he had 
given his wife when I brought it from the burning house. It had 
slipped my memory in all the confusion and anxiety, and it was 
now eight months ago. I made a remark to this effect, and he 
said, “ Yes — it was that parcel I had the Optical Delusion about.” 
His wife returned with it, and handed it to him. 

“Now, !Mrs. Chri«^topher Vance, as I said before, you tell truth 
and shame the Devil. How did you come by this here parcel ? ” 

“ You gave it me, dear, at the fire — in Slack’s front parlour.” i 

“ And how did 1 come by it ? ” 

Ills wife reflected, and said, “Why — suppose — gave it to 
you to take care of, after you gave it to me the first time.” 

“ Of your own free will?” 

“Yes. Because ^ou said, ‘You do as I tell you, little Clem- 
entina, and give me back that parcel of your own free will, for 
5 me to take care of for you,’ So I gave it you of my own free 
? will.” 

“Good girl! If you’d given it me under compulsion it would 
; have spiled the performance.” 

While this conversation was going on, my Father undid the 
■ t>arcel. All our eyes were fixed on it. Out of cotton-wool came 
^ an inner parcel of pink tissue paper, and out of that a casket of 
f red morocco leather, 

; “ ThaVs all right ! ” said he. “ Suppose now we put it away to . 

‘ be safe.” But a chorus of indignant exclamation followed. “ It’s 
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ytmr property, Mrs. Christopher/^ said Bony. "Ton take it from 
him/’ And she did so. And opened it. 

As I sit here writing? this, much disturbed because Upstairs is 
moving out to-day, and a sort of beery persons who come out of 
the rain and smell damp and stuffy are hoarsely percolating through 
the house, engaged in the removal of Upstairs’ furniture, and a 
wardrobe (which gives the impression of being also a wardbugs) 
is giving a practical illustration of the maxim that wot's been got 
in can be got out, and she’ll come if you keep her round easy. 
You don’t, it seems, for she comes with a smash against my door. 
But bhc is got out, with one of her four feet off, and she dies 
away into a van in a drizzle, and her foot is carried down after and 
stuffed inside her. 

What were the memories this accursed and useless article of 
furniture interruptcnl ? A memory of a Hood of reflected light 
from a jewel-cluster in the satin lining of a k'ather box, a minia- 
ture constc'llation of a thousand rellected moons and a thousand 
reflected lamps. A memory of the cry of joy of the voices T knew 
so well, so many years ago. A cry of sheer joy at the splendour. 
A memory of my Failur lolling about with laughter at the groat 
surprise, till he hurt himself, and had to stop. 

I shall pick up the thread of my narrative now, provided always 
that Upstairs aubsid(‘s. I think T hoar those beery ones in tho 
Btreot spreading, if not their sheeny van for flight, at any rate 
their sheeny tarpaulins over it. ... Yes! And the carman has 
said wup to awaken the horse from his reverie, and they are 
off I 

** Stick it on your head. Miss Dowdeswell,” said my Father. 
“Yon won’t know yourself, you’ll look such a beauty.” 

There now,” said Jeannic, ** that’s just the way you men talk 
ihout your wives.” 

Nobody else has any wives, or they might talk about ’em 
sim’lar,” said he. “ You give her a lift, Mrs. Nipper. She ain’t 
idab!” 

And after Mrs. Christopher had tried it on, Mrs. Nipper did. 
But these were really only civilities, the public anxiety to see it on 
iirs. Macallistcr being ill-concealed. The result, when it came, 
vas stupendous, and the wearer kept it on, with a not unmixed 
ihilanthropy. 

They can’t be real, of course,” said J aney. 

Of course not,” said my Father, placidly. Just a lot o’ bits 
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'of stinkin’ glass/^ But this statement immediately aroused 
suspicion. 

‘^Th(‘n some of them are — really real!” said Janoy. Solely be- r 
cause of the statement that none of them were so! ^‘Why, they ^ 
may be worth hundreds! What’s that big one in the middle 
worth?” 

Couhhi’t say. But thoy’ro worth more than ton i)Oiinds, all 
told. So the Lord CliaiK*(‘llor can keep Id's hair on.” 

“They must bo worth a good deal, Mr. V.,” said his wife. 
^‘Wouldn’t it be b(*Uer to s(*]l ’em and have the money? It would 
be something, an.vhow — and we could pay our fair share of tho 
bills then, perhaps.” 

I low much sliould yon take it they might be worth? ” asked my / 
FatlicT with the air of one wlio could ho persuaded to part with it 
if a tvventy'p(uind purchaser could he found. 

Wo giiesst'd tliat amount, soirio of us, and our guess was dis- 
allowed. We giK'ssed douhle with the same result. We knocked 
otf a third, and th(*n my Fatlu r said we wcto getting cold(T. Then 
we doubled again. 8ame result. Then again. And so on till the 
guess was two thousand five himdrcHl and odd! Then in order to 
put an end to the x)ossibiUty of another rebuff, I exclaimed, “ Como 
now. Daddy! I’ll do it this time. Ten thousand i)oundsl” 

« Very likely you’re right, Nipper,” said my Father, meekly. 

“ Like enough they’re only worth that. Always been bein’ takin 
all my life, I have! But I f/ave fifteen thousand. You nec< 
look so seared. I haven’t cheated the Lord Chancellor out of t 
pence.” 

I suppose wo continued looking uneasy, for he went on i: 
more serious tone of voice. 

“ They didn’t belong to me — ^they belonged to Miss Dowdesjft^cIL 
She luuln’t so much as mentioned matrimony at that time, much 
less committed of it. You see this was just how it happenqu. I« 
was passing by a Jeweller’s shop, in Bond Street, and I saw^ some 
pretty things in the window, priced various at so much — ^two hun- / 
dred this, tw’o liundrod that — and T wont to look at ’em. ^ud on ^ 
my remarkin’ they w’ont to a pretty penny for Shop-windo*^ goods, 
the shopman says tliey don’t count them expensive, and shows 
me two or three that ran to more. This was one. They askin^ 
fifteen thousand eight ’umlerd. And I told ’em I’d fifteen thou- 
sand in my pocket and if they were agreeable we’d dea^flt that. 
So T brought it away and put it in my shavin’ drawer.” 

But how on earth,” said T, “ did you come to have fifE'cn thou- 
sand in your pocket?’? 




-IJPSEEH TAKOB 


Jipt paid me^- 


;■ "’"It was a cheque ]lib MiliVT^ulidS 

for that new block of offices we rebuilt in the City — all the cash 
in a lump. And I was in funds at the time, and it seemed a good i 
“investment. I asked ’em not to put hen hen upon it. So it was as " 
good as a Bank of England note. I wrote across tlie back iu tho 
shop and they wrote a receipt. There it is, tumbled out of tho 
parcel! Let’s have hold of it!” I i>assed it to him, and he lit a 
pipe with it. 

‘^Well, now, Phocner,” said Janey, "you’re quite a rich woman 
— isn’t it nice?” 


"It isn’t mine! That’s only Mr. V.’s nonsense. OE course it’s 
just as much his as ever.” 

"Don’t you go sayin’ that in the bearin’ of the Lord Chancel- 
lor,” said my Father. " ITe’ll rce-seiud the ccrtiticatc, and mako 
use of it to square off that odd four shillins in the pound. Ilesides 
sendin’ me to prison for concealing valuable assets. It ’ll bring 
'you in a nice little penny, and you’ll be able to afford your 
elderly (uieumbranc(5 a trifle of barker. Dear — dear! What a 
many times I’ve said to myself that wo need luwer go to tho 

work’us as long as we’d got the Tiarrhoca Well! You may 

laugh as jnuch as you like — ^but that’s what tho shopman called 
it — a Tiarrhoea ! ” 


‘ I remember all tlie above scene, with perfect c-lefirnoss.' Then 
follows a hazy period in whicli I recollect facts, without images 
or visible incident to confirm them. The fact, for iristnnoc, that 
>most of the creditors of C. Vance & Co. became shareholders iu C. 
Vance & Co. Ltd., Managing Director, Mr. William Hickman. 
Also that my Father bought shares therein in his wife’s name with 
:a good deal, I forget how much, of the eighteen thousand pounds' 
for which he sold tho tiara to the Duchess of Playbridge, whoso ' 
second husband (I can’t remember his name) negotiated the sale 
'and accepted a commission of ten per cent, and lost it all next 
day on the turf. 

It is extraordinary how much one does forget! I can recollect 
«66thing particular of tho Limited Co.’s beginnings (although 
/jUust have known all about them at the time) until more than a 5 
!year after the sale of the tiara. Hickman came to sec my Father;^ 
;.and was "glad to say matters were looking much better.” His,;. 
: recent visits had been penitential as to his own mishaps and cen-, 
■fioripus of other people’s. As I was seeing him downstairs I . 
^;remember his saying to me, "Oh, by-tho-bye, Mr. Joseph, T for*/ 
):^t to tell Mr. Vance that! You remember Shaw, our old gate-;; 
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office mant' He call^ last tv^k for a chanee, mi of course %}' 
put him on. That was a very good place Mr. Vance got him, but 
ho fell out with them because they sacked a man for being drunk 
in his overtime — ^the overtime having been unexpected. It was 
rather a shame I Weill Shaw came off the job, on principle, and 
came back to us. And ho brought me round, to show me, a relic 
he saved out of the old fire! You’ll recollect the board that stood 
inside the Gate-office? With your Father’s name on it, and 
Drains Attended To? Shaw said he wouldn’t part with it on any 
terms, and I had to go to two pounds ten to get him lo give it up. 
But I’ve got it now in the Office in Abchurcli Lane, and it’s a good 
deal thought of.” 



CHAPTEE XXXIX 


Joe's father slips downhill. Peter Gnnn crops np. And at last old Vance knows 
the story of the bottle-end. He roaches the bottom of the lull, and gooH else- 
where. But the board is strong and Pluouer is dcsei vcdly luh, and nil is 
well. So Joo has timo tor i ( inmisceiicc, and remembers how ho iiu t Poiky 
Owls again, and didn't know him. 

My Fatlier rannot bo said to havo ever really ralliod. The oc- 
casion 1 described in the pn'vioiis chapter is one of the la>.t 1 CtTFi 
call to mind when he becm(‘d quiie like hi-, dear old contradictions 
self. So said Iiis wife. He had li^irht tluct nations, as when for 
instance his Doctor announced that compli(*ation w'Uh Kidneys 
was to bo feared. As if,'^ taid h*3 indignantly, I w.is a beef- 
steak piiddin’ ! 

But whether it was liver or kidneys or heart or lungs, or that 
refuge of destitute Djaernobis, a comjdication, was never deter- 
mined. All that was quite clear was that the injury (o the spino 
had come to stay. Diagnosis would have it that something else 
was responsible, but never made up its mind to say (‘xaetly what. 
Treatment seemed to havo only one instinet — namely, to hc'ad him 
j ofiE from any nourishment he felt a special wish for. As the effect 
" of interdicting anything whatever was to make him refuse food 
■ t|ll he got it, the only chance of diet was for every one else to adopt 
[ it as well as the patient. Unfortunately, he soon saw through 
; this, and refused tea unless it had, in addition to its own natural 
sugar, all the sugar there ought to have been in that beastly plain 
^ at lunch. The moment he found out that w^c wore living 
' on triumphs of insipidity with an eye to his welfare, he revolted, 
' and underwent agonies of starvation until wo surrendered at dis- 
. caretion. “ What’s under this here cover now ? ” he would say. Is 
; it nutritious diet ? Because if so, you may give it to the cat. If 
; it’s food which would bo fatal in my case, you may take the cover 
And off came the cover accordingly. “As for how many 
flumps o’ sugar in the toddy, how many has the Doctor strictly 
' limited ’em to ? One? Is that all? We’ll go two better than that 
; and strictly limit ’em to three, and then if that don’t satisfy him, 
:jnothing will.” But examples of skilful perversion of this sort 
^ Ibecame fewer and farther between, until at last, the Doctor hav* 
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ing admitted that nothing was to be gained by fidgeting him 
about diet, it ceased to be a bone of contention. And as very few 
or no other bones pre-sented themselves, there ensued a calm, of 
which wo all knew the meaning, and wo felt that the end was in 
sight. 

It may have been some months before his death that he said 
that about the three lumps of sugar. T was ef)Ti(*octiiig his toddy 
at about inidnight, the b( a inning of the only lime when he was 
at all wak(*fiil — for even in this he was coni rad ictiou^, sl('ej)ing all 
day and getting restive between twelve and one in the morning. 

I had given in, and allowed the time lumps, and was just going 
to leave th(» tumbk^ in his hands, wdi<‘n it slippcMl and was broken 
on the floor. “ Don’t cut yonr (ing^Ts pickin’ of it up, Nipper,’^ 
said he. The mishap was soon remedied, ainl he lay back si])ping 
the second concoct ion. 

“I wonder/’ said he, “what’s become of i)Oor Peter Gunn.” T 
shouhl have thought this ha<l <*omc into his luiiul out of the blue, 
only tliat Pel(T had come into min^ too. It was the broken glass. 

“Ah — I wonder!” said 1. “And I wonder what's become of 
Porky Owls and Gummy llarbiitlle.” 

“1 don’t wonder about tluni. Jlevanse I hey was young, and 
lik('ly to go on by nature. Bui poor PetcT was get I in’ on, and ho 
might be either a Corpse or a Ghost, accordin’ as you look at it.” 

I really h.id never ereditc'd my Daddy with thinking on this sub- 
ject, and this spt^eeh of his presenleel very strongly to me his 
singular faculty for boiling down a subject and wrapping it up. 

I am borrowing his own (expression, used once long ago over a 
speed fie*at ion. 

“ Of course,” I replied. “ Peter may hav(' been dead years ago.” 

“ Which should you suppose PeteT was now — a Corpse or a 
Gho^^t?” 1 inclined to the latter, with reservations. 

“Whiedi would you soonest be, Nipper?” 

“ What’s your own idea. Dad i ” 

“ A Ghost, of course ! Think how you could go about 
frightenin’ timiel feemales. Pel sooner be one or t’other, square, 
and fair, than a Ghost in a Corpse, which is my foelins at present./ 
If T was a Ghost, at any rate 1 could go and frighten Peter Gunn, 
if still livin’. I’d like to be even with him. But pVaps it would 
be ’rapin’ up, os the poor beggar lost his eye.” 

I recollected that my Father had never known what boy threw 
the hottle-end. It would please him to know now. “I say, 
Dadilv,” said T. 

“What, Nipper?” j / 
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" Guess who throw that glass at Peter Gunn " 

^^That Police-Orficer — ^his name w,as Parrish or Purvis, or 
Sickctts — some such a name — said it was two young customers 
with no bools out of Trapp’s llcnts— -a little this way of the Canal 
Bridge. Said he saw thorn aim the glass and hook it.” 

‘‘ He saw thorn hook it, but he didn’t sec tlKun aim tlio glass. 1 
saw them hook it. Li't mo hll >oii up tho ijipo.” 

He puffed at his pipe, looking dreamily at the “Slags without 
Words” (the name had eauglit rni), which had bt‘eii lunig handily 
for him to see. 1 thought Ik* was forgetting about (luiin. But ho 
wasn’t, he was only guessing. Presently he said : 

“Your ^lother she made out it was match-factory or soap-bilin’ 
boys from CaiTott (j|re<ii way. But fancy tin* Nii)fM‘r sooing Vra 
— poor little JNippf'r his bad old l)a<l ran off and left! Wliy, tloey 
boy, you wasn’t no to iny hand! ” 

“ I was big enough to throw a hottk'-eiul, and T did it. And T 
hit Mr. Cuim, and you should have hearcl him howl. And then 1 
was afraid to tell of it, till I forgot all about it.” 

Anything like* tho dumb ama/('inent of my Father 1 liavo never 
seen. It mad<» him gasp and h'd for \vords willioul tlnding them. 
At last ht‘ got at his \oi<*(*. “ My Xipp(T,” said he, “ mtf Xipper-- 

tho little Nipp(T!” And for some minutes h(* found nothing else 
to say. 

“Yes,” I said, “T liit him, and I wasti’t sorry. Onlv I was 
afraid he’d (*rack mo like the in‘=ect, so I never told anybody — not 
♦ even Mother ! ” 

“Not oven Mother! Oh, Joey hoy, T shall die even with poor 
- Peter Gunn — and your Mother never knew it! Oli, Joey, Joey!” 

And the tears ran down his face, as ho repeated again and again, 
A “Oh, Joey, Joey! Your dear Mother!” It was entirely on her 
behalf that ho felt it so keenly. After a while* he said, speaking 
as one reverting to his own view of the ca'-e. “It don’t so much 
matter on my aeeoiint, in tlio manner of speaking. I’m very sorry 
for poor P(*t<*r. All tho same if one could ho awenged on ono’s 
enemies without occasioning of ’em personal inconwenicuce, it 
would bo a satisfaction! But when it comes to cy(‘s!” And 
\^Uien he said again, “Poor Peter,” and presently fell asleep. 

" It was not the last time wo spoke of Peter, for ho more than 
once made me tell him all I could recollect of the story over again. 
jSe had completely forgotten a number of things that sc(*mcd to 
/me vital to tho history. Por instance, about tho insect in tho 
quart-pot! To me it seemed, and still se(*ms, the pi\ot on which 
>1^ whole thing centred. All the babies round us now are taking 
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like impressions of littlo things we do not notice, and will keep 
them to their dying day. 

Jle slept a good deal, rousing himself a little when we borrowed 
Jeannio’s children to brighten him up a bit. Happily or un- 
happily, as the case may be (for I have thought both ways, and 
cannot pronounce), there was no progeny whatever in our es- 
tablishment. He himself used to regard Jeannie in the light of 
!Mudic^s. When you’ve none of your own, send to the Circulatin’ 
Libery,” was his way of putting it. They were beautiful chil- 
dren, and the little girls used to play at wt'ddings and christenings 
all in one, but prided themselves on knowing that the christenings 
always came after the weddings. Their families^ busts came off 
and their insides came out and got all over everything, and their 
eyes glared hideously inlo space, and they alTorded no satisfaction 
to a public hungry for kisses, and their mammas complained of 
being pref(*rred unduly. But they wer(‘ a happim'ss to my dear 
old Dud as he slid gently down the hill, and if I could see those 
mothers and thank th('in I should ho glad. They arc, to the best 
of my belief, T<'al parents of real children now, and the girls, I 
conjecture, will soon be old enough for Grandmamma to make 
matches for. Jeannie, I believe, is very beautiful still, and I 
have no doubt as keen as formerly at her favourite pastime. 

Well, then, my dear old Dad went slowly, slowly down the hilh 
His wife, variously Pheener, Clementina, Miss Dowdeswcll or Mrs. 
V., was a good woman if ever there was one! You know it is no 
easy matter to nurse a contradictious patient who cannot raise 
himself to ait up, far less walk. But she held on to the last, and 
then when the end came quite gave in and became almost frantic 
with grief. ^^Oh, Master Joseph, Master Joseph,” she cried, quite 
forgetting all but the past, Missis would say I did my best. Pm 
sure she would. But I might have had him a little longer. It 
need not have been quite the end.” 

But it was, or at least as much the end as it ever is. The long 
diminuendo had died down to silence, or to a pause followed by a 
new movement that we who were left in the silence could not 
hoar. 

The firm of Christopher Vance & Co. Ltd. exists no longer under 
that name, but I am told that at the Offices of the great Company 
of which it formed the chief constituent, there is still tre^ured 
the board which once was the property of the mysterious and 
vanished C. Dance. Original shares in this Company hava 
doubled in value, and my stepmother, who is living still with a‘ 
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second husband in Worceatershiro, is a rich woman and influen- 
tial, She married, I believe, an old sweetheart, and has several 
sons and daughters all growing up now. What a deal of room 
there is for incidents in a quarter of a century ! It was four years 
(apparently) before Pheencr w’ould listen to this old &woeth('art, 
and she has had over twenty years of extremely family life since. 
She asked me to be a trustee of her marriage settlement. But I 
selfishly (no doubt) refused, it being a case in which 1 could not 
be bullied into consenting. For 1 had had a warning on the sub- 
ject of Trusteeships, which I shall have to refer to later in this 
narrative. 

After my Falber’s death all went on as usual. Vance & 
Macallister throve, and fully justified the faith placed in them by 
the official assignee of C. Vance & Co. How the disappearance 
of the payment of fifteen thou and pounds, which ought by rights 
to have come in somew'here in Vance & Co/s books, was accounted 
for, wc never knew. But there was no doubt the coneorii at that 
time w'as solvent without it, and my Father had a perfe(‘t right to 
convert it into pocket-money and buy trinkets for any lady ho 
chose to spend it on. J believe it was an unnecessary precaution 
to make a present of it to Miss Dowdeswcdl before he was engaged 
to her, but it show'cd the degree of his mistrust of law and lawyers. 
Anyhow, his creditors never raised any question about it, and 
accepted si\teen .shillings in the pound gratefully. Bony and I 
discharged the principal and interest of our debt for the building 
^ rather sooner than was expected, and all went well with us. 

Now that I have got thus far in my story T will wait a little 
and think of something pleasant. 1 will light this pipe and smoko 
^i’l’in my armchair before the fire, and nobody shall worry me. 

I think I shall be unmolested. Unless, indeed, a German gontle- 
3nan I sometimes play chess with has forgiven me for what lio 
' says was the drig I played him. Most players will remember 
, Zukertort's problem which puzzled everybody, and turned on 
Black’s last move having been pawn two squares, and White hav- 
ing the choice of taking across, which was the key-move of the 
^ problem. Of course Wliito didn’t realize this, and was very angry 
: when he had to give it up ! My German was so indignant that ho 
' has never been near me since. He said it was the merest jezdrig, 

= I don’t think he will forgive me. 

What shall I think about that is only pleasant, and that I can 
bear to think about? Shall I try the wooden carriage-gate at 
! Poplar Villa with five square horizontal bars and one cross-piece^ 
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and some vertical thin irons ibrouph the three lowest bars, to .' 

discourage tho passing street clog? Jt does not hurt me to recall 
it as it swung to, jifu*r my Daddy and 1 pass(‘d through, coming ' 
away from that first visit to Poplar Villa. Ihit inv mind goes , 
back a iilth' mon*, and Lo'-^i^‘ is running d«)Wii the front-door 
stops with a hugc^ pic'oo of oako in h(‘r hand for the Iloy. No! I 
will not ihiiik of that; if nnist b(‘ sornothing 1 must get, 

cpjilc, quite away — it oughi to bo so ea'^y for me to do so! I 
Jiave seen so many ])Iaees and so many miui sinee those days. I 
will i)ick soinelhing at raiuloin out of my Siuifli Amorioan time — 
that row in the* streets al lama whioh began at a gambling-house 
down the road, overnight, with savage reerimination in all lan- 
guages, and rose and fell, and rose ami fell, all through the tropical 
niglU, and volv(‘ mk' from my iirst bl('(‘p as it burst out and filled 
the flinet wilh stabhings and revolvtr shots. And then a descent 
in foiHM* of lh(* police, and m\ going out ard peiu‘t rating the* crowd 
])ee}nise T ii< ard so umnistakahle an FaigJish voice in altercation 
wilh tlu* oflu'ers. l(s ov\ner was (explaining that he reallv had not 
b<‘en eon<*(u*i\cd in vvlvat he (tnite propirly calh'd the bloody row 
himself, being inerel,v om* of tho crew of an Knglish ship that 
bad ])ul in at Callao for repairs after bid vv(‘ather, and who had 
walked o\<‘r to sc^o as much Peru ns he could, vvhih' his leave 
lasted. I was able to gel him out of his moss, and took him to tho 
hous(* T was lodging in, and patclu'd him up, for he was not un- 
seralehed. And when I eanio to talk to him it appeared that hia 
name was Howells, and (hat wIhu a boy ho lived near London — 
dowm in the sou’w'cst, nigh to Wimblccjon. x\nd w’ill you bedievo ' 
it, it was all so long ago, and life Iiad fold so upon each of us, ^ 
that neither rememhen'd the other? b’or it was not till after he ' 
detiarUnl that T suddenly recollected that Stallwood’s Cidtages were 
nigh to VVimbl(‘don, tliongh that was not how T located them , 
mentally, and tliat Porky Owls’s real name was Kobert Howells. * 
And tlu'u I was as sure, when it was too late, that this grizzled ^ 
si^aniaii of fifty was Porky, as L was of myself having been that ■ 
Biniill boy who caught newts with him in ponds, and carried them 
liom(» ill piekle-holtles. Of course* I was sorry we parted un- ' 
K'vealed, but om* can’t always have the dramatic and interesting — ’ 
one has to accept tho actual. As an Aim^rican poet sings, " Oh, ‘ 
darn those tilings that go and be, witliout eonsulting you and 
me 1 ” T should have liked to have chatt(‘d over old times. I 
might have convinced him of tho existence of equilateral triangles’, 
•—who knows ? 

* But what does my perverse memory run back to now, at hia 

* , ' 'V* ’ 



.saggostion? ^Not tiie ponds and the hen'tsH-not llio renown at pegf, 
top he was named from — not his contempt of Number and Magiii-. 
tndc. What comes back to me iinbiddon is tlio front room at, 
, Chelsea, lookinjr over the river. And it is my birthday — and 
Janey comes from the back room to kiss mc' — my wile of all those 
years ago! And what brings this back is her having asked from 
the back room, two minutes after, for a confiriiialioii of Porky^S 
impossilile name. 

Perhaps if I think of the earthquake at Lima the next night, 
and the mad terror of man and beast, all but the fire-llies, who 
seemed quite unconc(u-mHl — perhaps if T think of these I shall be 
safe from things that come out of the past laden witli useless 
j)ain. I will try. 

Perhaps, however, T will first s(*e who my landlady (a most 
disagreeable person) is treating with eonlumely on tll^^ stairs. I 
will go out and listen ovijr thr^ banisters. T suspect it is Tferr 
Pfleid(Tor, my Corman chess-frieml. Tt is, and it scorns he will 
vorgilT iTK' I hat drig, and blay a game, if T will admit that it was 
a drig, and was not a broi)lem — in fact, was not jex at all. 1 am 


not sorry he has (*onio, and admit everything. And then we liavo 
a two hours’ gana? <‘n<ling in a draw — I avail myself of a i)cri)ctual 
check, or neither of us might get to bed to-night. 



CnAPTEB XL 


This chapter is really all devoted to Dr. Thorpe's opinions, although it protends 
not at the beginning. Better skip them. A quotation from Teuuyaon* 
Junoy and Joe make each a promise to the other. 

Aftkr iny Fa11u;r’.s death the world went on as usual. The 
rapid constriifitiou of infernal machines of various kinds pro- 
gressed at I lie Factory, and pointed to a happy time in the future 
when, all tlic' able-bodied males of all races having become 
Casuallies, the blessings of peace will accrue to their fellow crea- 
tures, until a eoupk^ of them are discharged cured and ready to 
Ix^ftiu again. Mrs. Macallister’s next baby came — or stop! Was 
it her lu'xt baby, or the next after that? I really cannot be i)osi- 
tivo at this l(‘ngth of time. Janey used to borrow a young and 
3*11 ii‘y one, 1 know, and gloat over it for hours together. She, poor 
girl, did not approve of being out of it in this way, sind thought 
Jeannie V(Ty greedy for wanting to keep so many to herself. She 
would gladly have appropriated this one outright. Perhaps it was 
well, as it lurn(‘d out, that she never did so. 

There Ts nothing in all this story of any importance that I did 
not tell to Jancy, one time or another, in very nearly the words I 
have used here. Even that wretched week at Oxford, after Dr. 
Thorpe wont hack homo and left me to wrestle with my own con- 
fusion— ^^ven that 1 told her, without reserve. I should have felt 
dishonest to keep anything back; and told it all, the best I could. 

I put my soul in Janey ’s keeping, with all faults and errors of 
description, like fish sold by auction at Billingsgate. You could 
never unJerstaud it as she did, even if you existed, which youv^ 
don't. Still less, I conceive, than she does if she exists now— ' 
which is at least as likely as that you ever will, maybe more so! 1 : 
can remember, one time at Chelsea, how I looked up from writing, 
a letter, and saw at the other side of the table Janey with distinefe'Ji 
tears in her hazel eyes, and her chin resting on both hands, 
ing at me. V 

‘‘What's the matter, ducky darling ?'' said I, “you're gettiiig/;t 
low, and want cheering up. Let's go and see Terriss at th&i' 
\ Gaiety; he'll make us laugh!" ■ 

“I'm not low! Fm very cheerful. I was only thinking 
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you, you poor darliilg silly old Jacky, all ky yourself xti those 
rooms at Oxford, crying your eyes out about Losbio Otbprc^! 
Wouldn’t it be nice now, do be honest and confos^s, to wake up and 
find it was ail a dream? All, all, all! — up to ii(*w, I uioaii,” 

"That’s too stiff a question to answer oir-hainl/’ 

"Oil no! Just tliiiik— fancy waking up iu the luorning and 
writing it all to Lossi(»! (Hy-lhe-bye, you havi-n’t forgotten to 
post your letter to lior, I hope, and iiiino to tin' cl(‘ I’eiulx'rtous to 
say we can’t come on Monday? ThaVs all right!) \V»*1I, Jacky 
dear, what would you have said?” 

"I should have said tlu*r(' was a young lady in th(* dnain that 
I loved such a lot of veri<'s that I wished myself ask'eii again/’ 

"Just like you did Ihdwig?” 

"Why, no! TI(‘d\\ig was a dear girl, no dtuibf, and very pretty, 
but she was I lie age of iny daughters— the dowdiis tliat they wen*! 
Do you know, Jilly darling, I i*o\< r ft It quite sun' lliat girl didn’t 
cosset up to iny girU l>(*eanse she was tall and fhev A\er(* sliort, and 
she could sijig and they eould only grunt, lik(' pigs! Jlut llu'y’ro 
all squaslud now, and if doesn’t iriatl«*r.” 

"1 wondtT wlu'llier tlu're’s a Sehlos^ anywhen' that means to 
come down and stiuasli all in this dream — and wliitdx of us is going 
to do th<' waking.” 

"1 hope you will! No! darling. 1 won’t be so beastly stilish, 
I hope 1 shall,” 

"Arc you quite sure you’re really there?” asked Janov, willi 
very grave eyes and mouth. "Arc you?’’ said I, aii<l then Lolh 
agreed we felt pretty certain. 

I <*W(*11, then,” said she, "perhaps when the Rchloss comes down 
.^wo shall both wake together.” 

"Bother that Scliloss!” I exclaimed, "T declare' T will no! bo 
overhung by any such abominable infliction. I’ll thank that 
jf^hloss to dry up.” 

"But it would be rather fun to wake together and talk it ovc'r, 
wouldn’t it now, Jaek?” 

' "Well — it certainly would!” 

"I should so like to know what Dr. Thorpe thinks about such 
.^.^ngs.” 

"What things?” 

" Bogy things — I shall ask him and make him tall^ about them 
Sunday.” 

: > For whatever else changed there was one thing that remainc'd 
' ;unchanged, and that was an alternate Sunday-ovcTiiiig vi.sit to 
' ijPoplar Villa. It had got inaugurated when wc were first <mgaged, 
' 23 
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only it did not occur half-a-dozen times in our first engagement. 
When wo got broken off I resumed my every Sunday, very often 
going to lunch and stopping all day. Since we got broken on 
again, as Janey called it, wo had alternated a Sunday visit there 
with a Hampstead one. Wo usod to go to her family on Saturday 
evening, and stay till Monday. 

This particular next Sunday eamc, and wc hansoined over after 
tea through an alternation of deluge and sun-blaze, on what would 
havo b(*en a glorious April day if it had been the Saturday follow- 
ing, which was Ai)ril FooFs Hay. I remember this because I 
remember Janey hoaxing me on the way up to Jiampstead on that 
day. She asked iin* (piite seriously, if L was sure I had the ticket 
in my pocket, and iny hand went to my pocket before I re- 
membered that llit‘ ticket was not >ot taken! It had been settled 
that we diould go to Italy fo* a holulay, by sea if possible, and I 
was to eiKpiin' about the tickets on the Monday following, in 
Coeks])iir Street. 

Only Professor Al)Salom, Dr. Thorpe^s old friend, was at Poplar 
Villa, <'\e('pt ourselvc's. The Maeallistcrs had been asked, but had 
dc'clined privately, in eonfereneo with me, unless it was guaranteed 
thal H(j)piTio would not be in e\idence. As [ knew he would, if 
lie lu*ard that Jeaiinio ^/a8 coming, I could not press them to 
accept the HoetoPs invitation. 

In the course of the evening, as we all sat in the Library, Janey, 
detorinhi<*d to entamrr the conversation towards the discussion of 
wliat she ealUd llogy things, referred to a story (I believe it is a 
very well-known one) of the recovery of some lost leases, which 
were found as indicated by a clairvoyant in the organ-loft of 
Exeter Cathedral, having benn left there by their owner during a ' 
short stay when he ollieiated as temporary organist. It is a very 
good story of the sort, and Hr. Thorpe remarked that he classed 
it among those testimonies which are either impudent lies or con- 
clusive proofs. “Proofs of whatC’ said Professor Absalom. 

“Til this ease.’’ said the Doctor, “proof that a man’h intelligence i 
can go outside hi.s radius. Or else that he can leave his body be- ’ 
hind liim and carry Ills intelligence with him. I am speaking,*^ 
continued ho, laughing, “ with a painful sense tliat 1 do not ’ 
derstand my own words.’^ 

A general protest followed against any one keeping silence oiki ! 
that account. “ Man is endowed with the faculty of speech,” r©- 
/ marked Professor Absalom, in case any one else should be able ^ 
to understand him. No reasonable Creator would require that he ^ 
<<^hould bo intelligiblo to himself. If ho did ho would soon be 
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disillusioned. I beg your pardon for iuiornipting yoii, Mias 
Thorpe — you were just going to say? ” JTor Aunt Izzy luid en- 

deavoured to make an observation. 

1 was only saying, Profe'^sor, iliat it surely was very wrong of 
him to leave all those poor i^irlH in the org.iu-loft by thenis(‘lveH. 
Of course, if iIkto was any older or re^ponsibk' person there it 
would not matter so much. Jhit just fancy, all night iji an organ- 
loft ! ” 

The Doctor looked at me for a clue, and T looke<l at Tanev. We 
all shook our lu‘ads, as l)atlled solvers of an enigma. Wi* must 
get at it gradually,” said h(‘. ^‘Try and (ducidati* it, Mrs. Joo. 
8ho hears your voice pretfv well.” And Jancy shouted into tlio 
ear-trumpet, “ W/ia^ poor girls, Miss Thorpe?” 

W(*l! — my dear — those girls you said! That man’s ni(‘ees that 
ho l(^fi in the organ loft.” 

Wo were jdl well trained, and nobody Jangli(*d. Jaiiey shouted 
the corre(*lion loas(*s, not ntrrr,\** and Aunt l/zy said, ‘‘Of 
course it\s not, h\it >011 duInT '^ptak plain. 1 heard you perfectly 
this time. Only, why <litl he have the l^>lice up into the organ- 
loft?” I j)ulled oul a pocket p(*neil and wrote /c'usts, jdaiuly, on 
my shirt-entf and showed it hi her. Put Aunt I//y was 7 iavrra 
and thought would go to ImsI. although it w^as (‘arlv, ami said 
good-night and did what she thought. 'J’ho poor old lady would 
not accept compulsory silence, and it made eonversation dilTieult. 

“Now, Doctor, tiro away,” said .laney. “Yon said you would, 
you know.” Which was \iiitruc, but that didn’t matter. 

“What about?” 

“About souls in bodies, and general Dogyism; you know what I 
'mean, and I want to know what you think. No. Doctor, I’m not 
-in joke — I rt^ally should like to get you to talk about it —if you 
4on’t dislike ” 

^ “1 don’t lli(‘ least mind talking about Death and what follows — 
which I take it is what you nuau? My dilliculty is to find any- 
thing to say, worth saying, that hasn’t hecai said before.” 

He tapped on his anuffliox as if there might bo something worth 
saying inside, and held it out to Professor Absalom standing on 
, the hearthrug. The Professor took a pinch and sat <I<iwii on tho 
‘armchair opposite to enjoy it slowly and sius'zo in peace*. 1 filled 
!a pipe and settled down on the rug with my head in .fancy’s lap. 

“You know, Joe,” said the Doctor, “ £ really think ytiur dear 
father touched the root of the matter when he said that about a 
* corpse and a ghost — you remember?” I nodded, and lighted my 
pipe. “Weill I’m always speculating about why I always take 
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Life after Death for granted^ while so many people start with 
extinction, and throw the ojius prohandi of a hereafter on the 
Immortalist. I always catch myself seeking for a proof of ex- 
tinction, and finding none. 1 used to think once that it was only 
resentment against the attitude of those who sec a proof of cessa- 
tion of existence in the disappearance of the means by which they 
have d(‘tcet(d it in others. I moan the existence of other Egos 
than thoir own. For 1 never have seen, and never shall see, that 
tlu* cessation of the evidence of existence is necessarily evidence 
of the cessation of existence. Em very wordy, Imt it’s difficult! — 
Well! In those days 1 was satisfied that no man ever spoke of 
his Self — sounds vulgar, doesn’t it, Mrs. doe 

“Very. Do go on, Doctor! Spoke of his Sedf?” 

“And ni(*ant ojily his Carcass — 1 used to think of il this way, 
and thought others ought to think as I did. — Well! Eve changed 
my mind.” 

“Oh, Doctor! You never mean to say you have ceased to be- 
lieve in a soul ^ ” 

“Devil a bit, dear Mrs, doe! I believe in it (in my own. at 
any rate) more tliaii ever. I only mean that in these latter days 
I refer iny strong conviction on the subject to a physical fact more 
than to a logical s('queiice.’^ 

“Do you discredit your earlier logic?” asked Professor Ab- 
salom. 

“ a hit of it! Tt was all very well as far as it went, but no 
man over was convinced by logic of anything so strongly as I am 
convinced that T am (to borrow your dear Daddy’s oxpn^ssion, 
Joe) a ghost in a corpse. No — Joe dear — not even that eciiiilateral 
triangles are also equiangular.” 

Ei'rhaps the chair on the other side of the table liad reminded 
him. The hair of the corpse was greyer now, and the linos on its 
face deoi)cr. But the ghost was the same ghost, or very nearly. 
The small unpuzzled boy that had sat on his knee was almost a 
new corpse and a new ghost since then. The Doctor continued 
seeing into my mind. 

“Don’t look sad over it, old Joe! All these are things wq 
should find an immense satisfaction in, if we could only sec far 
enough. It’s our eonfoimded short bight.” 

“You’re losing the thread of your discourse, Thorpe,” said Pro- 
fes.sor Absalom. “ Why aro you so convinced ? ” 

“I am convinced by constant observation that it is not true 
that all people feel more or less as I did; but that there arc two 
distinct classes of people in the world; those that feel that thqy 
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flicmselvcs arc m a body; and those that foel that they themselves 
are a body, with somethinpr working it. I foci like the contcuta of 
a bottle, and am very curious to know what will happen wlicu the 
bottle is uncorked. Perhaps 1 shall bo 7nousscux — who kuow’S? 
Now I Jenow that many people feel like a strong moxiug engine, 
self-stoking, and often so anxious to ki'cp the lire going that they 
put too much fuel on, and it has to ho rak(‘d out ami have the bars 
cleared. Which do you ftvl like, Mrs. Jo<*?” 

“J)o you know. Dr. Thorpe, I doubt if my mind is made up. 
Of course if 1 iiad known lh('r(» were peoph} who didn’t fe(‘l as T 
do, I should have oxaniim'd myself at intervals to se<' if I didn’t 
really feel as they dul. It would only 1 m‘ fair.” 

^‘Excuse me, Mrs. Joseph,” said Profes'sor Absalom, “you 
haven’t answered the Doetor’s (piestion. Whicdi do you f('el like?” 

Whs, of eour‘^<\ like tli(» eonlents of a l)ot(le — only with 
an apprehension that wiesi they draw the cork it will Jiiirt me* 
llow <]o you fe(‘l al)out that, Doctor?” 

“Only that it doesn’t matter. Th(* eork uill come out, and the 
materials of the hoUh' go liaek into llie nulting-pot. It will eomo 
out (piite suddenly with me. f shall die of angijia p(‘e1oris. I 
have r(*e(Mved medical adviee on no aeeonnt to fri't inyscdf on that 
aeeount, as fn'tting will bring ou an attack. And I mustn’t allow 
the apprehension that fn*tting will bring on an atlaek to cause mo 
uri(*asiu("'S. It’s like ^je suis Cassaiidre, d»\se(ndu(‘ dossii.s, pour 
vous faire eomprcmdre, Mesdaiues et "Messieurs, (jue j(' suifl 
Cassandre,’ etc. 1 am to kf'op my tlioughts off all d'^'pressing sub- 
jects, especially Death, which appears to be considered in Europe 
the most depressing subject there is. No doubt tl»» Higher Al- 
truism would bo ocpially fussy about d(*ath on aeeount of, the 
inconvenience to survivors. But when one has done a great deal 
$of surviving oneself one feels one has a right to be scllibh about 
that.” 

“It seems to me,” said Professor Absalom, “ that we arc wander- 
ing from one point to another, perhaps equally interesting to many, 
but not to mo. I siii)])osc it is because I am an Egotist or an 
Egoist (T forget wdiich is right) that I care so little about Al- 
truism, higher or lower. Whnt I am listening for over Iiero is 
Thorpe’s explanation of what he means by feeling like a ghost in 
a corpse. I always ascribe a sort of meaning to him; and in this 
case, being quite unable to detect one, I am oblig(‘(l to apply to 
him for enlightenment.” 

“My dear Absalom, Euclid wanders from one point to an- 
other. However, I’ll go back to the first proposition with pleasure. 
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By-the-byo, you never told us yourself which you feel like, tho 
contents of the bottle, or the bottle itself.” The Professor said * 
neither one nor the other. “ What do you feel like then^’ asked 
the Doctor. 

« Very liko mo. J have always had a startlingr rcsomblanco to 
myself, and 1 have no doubt sliould have bc‘en startled by it when 
it first oecurred to me, only 1 was so younj?.” 

“Couldn’t you ask your Self wliat it feels like? Como, Pro- 
fessor, to oblif<o a younK lady? Look at Jancy’s serious face, 
waiting: to know.” The* Prof(»ssor stoppc'd to consider u minute, 
and then said, “ F ap:re(» with tlu* i^oeL: 

** Body and Spirit aro twins - Ood only Known which in which — 

The Soul 8({uats down in the Flesh like a tinker dinnk in a ditch.** 

The Doelor oliserved llint ho wishiMl Leppino had written that. 
Ono of us rc'inarked llial it wasn’t really Icnnyson, but an imita- 
tion. lie said la^ Avould have IxH'n f>lad < ithiT way. “ Ix‘])pino’s 
pr(‘S(‘nt imitations,” he added, “speak ill for llHsnscdvt's or their 
prot()(>ins -1 siispeel the former. That one do(‘s honour to both. 
Put th(* last line is on my side. Come, Professor! And now, »Toe, 
ther(» you sit with your mouth shut! Wliat do >ou feel like?” 

“ Ves, Jaeky ilarlin#?, what ? Don’t pull my weddintr riiiff off.” 

“ I’m not, I was only strokinjr ov<’r it. What do L feel like? I 
think I still feel more liko the engine with the fuel arranp:cment.” 

“ Hut why do you say s/?//. Jot*?” 

“ Beeaust* I f<*ol tlu* feoliupr grow less. Wlu'u I was a kid, it 
never oeeurred to nu* that I was anything hut a unit, failed Joe. 

, As I grew older it was explained to mo that 1 was a maehino that 
convert(’d fuel into h''ore(S that the steam w’ould run dowm, and 
that F shouldn’t be religlilod again till the Day of Judgment, when 
it might he convimiont that I should go to llell to assuage the 
Wrath of Cod. That wavS ^r. Cnpsliek. The other was Penny 
- Lecturers my AFothor took mo to. You soo it will roally bo years, 
even now, before 1 got qiiito rid of Capstick and the Penny 
Lecturers.” 

“I consider,” said Dr. Thorpe, “that most votes go my way. 
But this present quartet can hardly claim to he real people at all. 

If you were to ]ioll all the men at all the Clubs, and all the women . 
at all the Churcli(‘S — wdiat w’ere you going to say. Professor?” 

’ “I was going to ask what the second proposition was to 
be— supposing we are ghosts in corpses, what do you follow on 
with ? ” 

“It answ’crs the enquiry — ^how far do I take Life after Death *, 






for grantod? which is what we started with. I take H that a great ; 
many people — most, perhaps — feel that they are Spirits in tho * 
Flesh, though the physical sensation (for that-s what it is) varies 
in intensity. I have it very strongly — conclusively, as ] inight 
say. So strongly that when I discuss the immortality question on 
regulation lines, I fool that I am a hypocrite; and am, out of 
deference to tho corroctitudes, coiici'aling what is (as far as 1 am 
concerned) the principal datum. I am sure, too, that a largo 
minority at least of the pcoi)lo that 1 have talked to on the subject 
have been strangers to the feeling.” 

Let’s report progress,” said Professor Absalom. “'Uhorpo feels 
like a Ghost in a Corpse, and concludes that when the Corpse 
dies the GhovSt won’t — is that right?” 

"No. I don’t draw any conclusions. It may die for anything 
I know to tlio contrary. But L want proof of its (‘xlinetion, and 
none is forthcoming. Of course, Professor, if you consider the 
withdrawal of the impressions on your scaisos, whif‘h have* revealed 
to you th(' existt neo of another Ego tJinn yourst^lf, a proof that 
the revealed Ego has humiliated, then the question whether wo arc 
immortal is answ^ered as soon as it is asked. I’ve said a lot of that 
before.” 

" Pm not cavilling, Doctor. I’m merely eliciting — give mo 
' another pinch. Don’t go on again till I’ve STioezed.” 

"I intend to sneeze, myself. As soon as I’ve snoozi'd — ynu- 
may-go-on-(‘lieiting.” The sneeze all but caught tho last fivo 
^ words, quick as they went to escape it. 

"Do you see your way, Thoryie, to any conelusions about the 
■hereafter itself? Anything that throws a light on what arul where 
, the Ghost is when its Corpse is insolvent, and in liquidation, wdth 
all the Capital withdrawn ? Because that’s tho Crux ! ” 

That’s the Crux, of course. But beyond the physical feeling 
? 1 have spoken of — little but speculation. Tho tondeney of it has 
been towards attaching weight to inferences to bo drawn from 
what we know of the Spirit in the Flesh, tho Ghost in tho 
' Corpse, rather than to those that follow from what are supposed 
to bo communications from the other side. Some of these may be 
.‘true, or may not. I have always felt on quicksands when I have 
»;becn tempted (as I have once or twice) to go to Bogy Seances, as 
-JJaney calls them. The authentic story of ono day is the hoax of 
^;:thc next. But what we can see in tho strange phenomenon other 
. people is safe to go upon. Consider this case, if yon can admit it. 
'VA man is bom incapable of thought or imagination, of a single 
^generous impulse or noble action. Don’t say no such thing can 
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be — a££er all, it would only bo an extreme case. Then suppose 
him to live a life of perfect satisfaction, supplied with everything 
his phybiciil nature can enjoy. And then suppose that physical 
nature suddc^nly wiilidravvn, and the miserable Ghost, despoiled of 
its darlint^ (Corpse, l(‘ft to nial<(‘ the Ix'st job it can of oxistenco 
without any of the things that made up what it thought its 
happiness on Ihis side, lb; would be no better off than a baby 
dc’ad at birth, so far as any growth or diwcdopinent goes that could 
take place Ik'h*. I hit whereas the baby would hr* open to take new 
impressions and ent(*r on new growths, our friend would have 
grimed into him all the worst con*nplions of earth, and would 
have forged ii liiindred chains to biml him dowu. I picture to 
myself some- c'oinforllcss vac'uily, f>ome Ciinnicriaii desert, in which 
the miserable stiiut('d Ghost would drag on a lif(‘ of yearning for 
his glorious debanehcriis in his liappy days on the planet Telhis. 
It is a m('r(‘ fancy, suggested by contrasting such a case with its 
antipodes, which 1 take to be that of the man who, absorbed in a 
world of his own mind, is absolutely independent of cxtiTnals. 
The higliest regions of mathematical thought, for instance, ofh^n 
cans(» an almost complete oblivion of physical surroundings. 
Imagine, to illustrate this, the difforonee of the meaning of sol- 
itary conlinenient to Isaac ‘Newton and Beau Brummell.^' 

Accurate valuation of the Ghosts of these two was diilicult, and 
was paused for so long that Dr. 'riiorx)o had begun again before 
auy one spoke. He had got wound up, and no one was going to 
stop him. 

“ 1 expressed just now my mistrust of what is called Spiritual- 
ism — (very absurdly, as it deprives us of a word the rcv(*rse of 
materialism. I want the word Spiritualist to describe myself, and 
can’t use it bccaiisc of "Mrs. Guppy and the Davenport Brothers). 
But I’m going to say a good word for even this sort of thing. I 
owe it a trifkj for a incssago said to come from Voltaire’s Ghost. 
It was ask('d ‘Are you not now convinced of anotlier world 
and rapped out ‘ There is no other world — ^Dcath is only an 
incident in Life.’ Ibi was a suggestive Ghost, at any rate. And 
among other things he suggests that the death of a man might be 
better described as the birth of a soul, and, inferentially, a parallel 
between the forc'sight into its life to come of the unborn child on 
tlio one hand and the unborn soul on the other. Who shall say 
that the unborn child in its degree docs not learn as much of this 
world as we 8uece<Hl in learning of the next? The physiologist is 
satisfied that the unborn child knows nothing and can receive no 
impressions, but then the Physiologist is satisfied also that he him- 
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self is what your young friend, Joo — ^you remember? — 
what wavS it?” 

i “A wimiior at knowing things?” said 1. “That was Porky 
Ow'ls.” And Janoy said did any ono evi*r hoar such a luuno^ — as 
before. J')r. 'rhorp(‘ CMiifinued: 

^‘Q'hat’s it. H(' tliiiiks he’s a wunner at knowing tilings, ami T 
suspect for jny r>arl that he knows just ns little of what ho doesn’t 
know at all ns ho did before he was born. In fuel, that the soul 
during gestation has <uily a inv-rnla anticipation of what is heforo 
it. Of eonrse the comparison suggests all sorts of parallels, sonio 
of them nnconifortable ones.” 

“JA)r ini-tanet‘, Thorpe?” 

“Well — for instnneo — vihat is the soul -parallel of llie child that 
dies unborn ? ’’ 

“The death of the Ohost in th(‘ (k)r]>se,” we nil spoke simultane- 
ously. 

‘‘Exactly. Do you lind the notion comfortable? 1 don’t. Ihit 
1 do derivi‘ a i;«)od d<‘al of satisfaetioii from its opposite'- -the ma- 
turity of tb(' (iho^t in the (\irp‘-e. In fact, dear xMrs. doe — and T 
know it’s what you w^-re iishing for- it i-i the keynoto of toy 
Philosophy in this ina1tc*r. The saeraineiiUil word is qrowlh. If L 
am right, a bmg life' to him i-j tin* best widi w(' can olfer any man. 
At any rate*, he has tin* opportunity of growing up, though of 
course ho may avail himself of equal opportunities of growing 
down or sideways — developing as a monstrosity, in fact 1 ” 

“But, Doctor,” said »lauey, “if you are right, wliat ])e*comcs of 
* Those the Gods love die young'?’’ 

“Goes the way of all gammon, HJrs. Joe, if Pm right! Jf Pm 
wrong, then I go the way of all gammon-mongers. Pending S(‘t- 
tlemcnt of that question, I busy myself keeping a close eye on the 
Viuecrest of Phoiiome'na, Somchody Else: and what I se'O tends to 
confirm rather than unsettle my ideas. Ever since* T began to look 
at this Phenomenon from my new point of view, T fancy I liavo 
got more and more able to discriminate anel classify him — he 
almost always pres4.*nts himself to me now as a growing, decreas- 
ing, or stationary Gho^^t. The last class is the largest, and tho 
first the smallest. Sometimes I am able to account for a nice 
child turning out a nasty man by supposing that his Ghost is still 
a baby» and has no control over his Corpse. Sometimes T am con- 
fronted with an instance of an attractive old age following a 
detestable youth. I can only surmise that it is due to a maturing 
of the contents of tho bottle.” 

“Tou are not always as mad as you seem, Thorpe,” said Pro- 
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fessor AbBalom; "I discern redeeming features in your present 
aberration. In fact, I should say that the idea of growth being 
the greatest good is tho natural correlative of my old notion that 
frustration is th(‘ greatest evil.” 

“ Exactly. And J don’t stop short, mind you, in my identifica- 
tion of growth and good, in sfute of apparent discouragement from 
the furl that Nightshade grows as well as Peaches. I would settle 
tliat all right if it wasn’t past midnight. Hut before the long and 
sliort hands are in a line, which ought to bo twenty -seven and a 
half minutes to one, if the clock goes right 

“ Keep to the point, Thorpe!” 

^‘Well— before* then I shall have to disclaim any idea of 
S('ttling the* question of tho Origin of Evil. That remains exactly 
what it was to me be'fore*, a question not needing discussion until 
the n,ilnn<‘e SluH't of the* Universe is auelitcd. As se)()n as wo 
know the total c*vil anel the total good wo may think this question, 
which Secerns to us now so important, a metaphjsieal curiosity. 
For the' logical puzzle re'malns tho same, cvem if we suppose our 
Universe* to be e)iily one among millions, and tho only evil in tho 
whole' one isolateel stomach-ncho. 'Fho owner of the stomach 
will be just as unable to see why an All-wise and All-powerful God 
createel his ache as we «nre why great fieas should have little fleas 
upon their hacks to bite Vm, anel liUk' fle'as have lesser fleas and so 
nd i/i/inilitm. He is the galleel jade and winces, even as tho 
human rne**' winces under Leprosy and War and Medicine and 
Orecels and Slock-jobbing and the Daily Press. Put the\se afflic- 
tions may not exist anywhere e'lse in the Universe, or may bo 
quaiilite] elown to endurance point.” 

object, Thorpe,” struck in Profe-ssor Absalom, “to your 
utilizing a conversation which is not without an element of 
interest, for tho purpose of expressing sarcastic disapprovals of 
favourite bugbears. Allow me to remark that none of tho evils 
you have so swoc'pinglv grouped togelher is without able and 
thoughtful advocates. Perhaps I should except Leprosy, the ad- 
vantages of which (so far as I know) have never been pointed 
out. And as for Creeds, Ghosts in Corpses that live in glass- 
houses shouldn't throw stones. What are you doing now but 
orced-mongering? ” 

“ I deny it m foio, Absalom. T have been illustrating a physical 
fact, and recording some impressions it has given me for what 
they are worth. 1 have, as I have often told you, no creed at all 
except ray belief that my Cause is greater than my Self. Unless 
indeed you consider a belief that it caused your three Selves, as 



JOSEPH VANOE 


^ 368. 


well as mine, another creed. If so, I have two; but as I ropard 
.myself as on all fours with the balance of the Universe in respect 
'of my Causation, 111 allow the two— provided you acknowlodgo 
yourselves part of the Universe. Perhaps you don’t I ” 

We looked at each other to sec, but decided on accepting the 
position of eifoctb of tlu* Do<»tor’s Cause. 

see no objection,” said the Professor, ‘‘wo are all nuieli of a 
muchness, as results. But 1 loresc*o, Thorpe, that you will have to 
confess to a third cn'cd directly, the rnfinily of your 

“It isn’t a creed! It’s the iiegalion of a enn'il— a disbelief in 
his Finity. T don’t boliovo the l^owor that caused Everything Else 
is limited, although my amour proprr is (at present) hardly suf- 
ficient to make me aserib<* omnipoteuoe to the diust' of M(‘, fm tho 
ground of that aeliicwemcnt oidy. JVly modesty pcTinit.s itu^ to 
imagine a Powct capable of (‘ausing Mc‘, but short of aehieving 
Newton or fSliiikspero. It would bo clover and capable, no doubt, 
but clearly limit < d.” 

“It’s all no good, Thorpt'! You are crecd-inongcring. and may 
just as well confess it. What I want is 1o elicit your crec'd — not 
to quarrel ov(‘r t(‘rnis. What is the (*nd of Life, and what is 
T)eath^ What is the highest good, and who is tlu' grcat(‘st ninn^ 
Answer me thos(' questions before the two clock-hands ar(‘ in line, 
and then it will bo an hour past hedtinu*. Put an (‘nd to this 
metaphysical dissi])aiion, and give me another i)ineh of smifi.” 

“ The end of Life,” said the Doctor, “ is beyond its powers <jf 
knowledge. Death is a change that occurs at its beginning. 'Ida* 
highest good is the growth of the Soul, and the great(‘.st man is ho 
who rejoices most in great fulfilments of the will of God. AftcT 
that I deserve another pinch myself. Take yours. The clock- 
hands are too near now for further loquacity.” 

4 S'^‘1 wonder whet the Pater’s quooting Tinnyson about,” said 
Beppino’s minced accent. Tie had come in uiiobservc‘d. “You 
didn’t quootc it quite right though. Pater. It should be ‘Tfo is 
the greatest who rejoices most in great fulfilments of the Will of 
God.’” 

.“It’s not Tennyson at all,” said Jancy, with intrepidity. Janey 
^ted Beppino, and ho for his part distinguished that she was not 
liis sort. He tugged at his moustache and said, “Oh indexed! It 
jj^undod exactly as if some ono else had said “Who indeed!” 
ffhis describes his pronunciation very closely. Ho adfled that 
heturally Mrs. Joo Vance knew Tennyson a great deal better than 
PB did. 

^ “I don’t know Tennyson more than every one knows Tenny- 



JOSEPH yANCE 

son,” Raid Janoy. That is to say, IVe read him ahnost all once, 
and aoino of him a dozen times. But I can’t remember a lot of hia 
blank verso. It’s not that that I go by. It was that I heard your 
father iTiake tlie phrase as ho wont, and hang on the meaning. 
Ooino now, JVIr. Beppiiio, if you know where it is, you can show 
it ii^.” 

It’s getting rather late,” said his father. “ But there’s Tenny- 
son on the sholf.*’ And Boppiuo got down a volume with con- 
fidon<'e. lie could put his linger on it at once! 

“ Is it raining, 1 wonder^” said Janey. “ Because wo can walk 
to a cal) if it’s holding up.” Bop])ino roinarkod that it was beauti- 
ful moonlight and big white clouds when he eamc in, but had 
been raining heavily. He spoke as one who could easily fish in 
Vivien and converse* at the same time. “1 know it’s here some- 
wlu're,” ‘^aid he. 

1 shan’t forget what you’ve been saying in a hurry, Doctor,” 
said .laney. “ H it’s Tennyson T shall try to find some* more like 
it. Perliaps 1 shall find all about Ghosts and Corpses too.” 

“Wlio, gracious,” murmured Deppino, still searching. “‘Ghosts 
and Corpses!’ How very unkemfortablo. It’s somewhere here. 

T know — who yes ! —No, it isn’t — Whoo, 1 know ! It’s hero ! ” But 
it wasn’I. The Doctor thought he would go to bed — and went, 
after seeing the Professor d(*part. 

“ JVrhaps J oughtn’t to keep you,” said Beppiuo. “ But I’vo 
just got it.” r saw a malicious twinkle in Jancy’s eye. 

“ 011 110 ! Wo like going to bed late, you ran always get up 
earlier in the morning to make up for it, you kiiow\ Like Charles 
Lamb. Please don’t hurry.” 

“Ha, ha! That’s good! Like Charles Lamb!” Beppino’s 
laugh was forced. Ho wasn’t shining. “Here it is — ^I’ve got it 

at last! — oil no ” It was only another mistake. 

“Go on, JMr. J^eppino,” said Janoy, “you’ve very nearly found 
it so often, some time you’re sure to find it outright. By-the-bye,, 
Jacky darling, how docs one ‘ very nearly ’ find a quotation? ” 
“What a shame, Janey,” said I, for I really was gottiiig sorry 
for Bo])pino. His vexation was becoming painful to witness. 

“Oh well!” said he, throwing the book down, “if you’re going^ 
to be nasty I won’t look for it at all.” . !i 

“No — no! We w^on’t bo nasty; let’s all sit down again comfy ij 
at the tire, and you bring the books.” . 1 

“It's hardly worth sitting dowm about,” said he. “Because I 
know exactly where it is now — ^what a fool I was not to think of , 
it before,” But it wasn’t there I 
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I Tcally nei^er had suspocted Jaiiiey of so ihnch impishncsa. 
She tortured that miserable young man till nearly two in iho 
morning. She would have kept him there all night, I do believe, 
if I had not said I should go homo and leave them to settle it 
their own w’ay. As for him ho was almost crjiiig with mortilioa- 
tion. 

Oood-night, ^Ir. Jioppino,” said Janoy; ‘‘I hope your admirers 
will road you more eari^fully than you have read your Tennyson.” 

And we walked out into the glorious moonlight and hlartetl for 
homo. “T don’t mind walking,” said she. ‘‘Look at those elond- 
mountains over there. It’s slushy underfoot, but that's no 
matter.” 

“] say, Jilly dour,” sai«l 1. “Yon ousht to be ashamed of your- 
self. J list fan(*y ! ” 

“Will, Jaeky darling, the more snubbii^g tlnit young Jackauap* ^ 
gets the bettor {'(Jr liini! I n(*\er feel that I know' nuieh about 
him. Sometimes F fancy lie is really V(*ry wicked. Hut I hope 
he’s only a jackaiiapi^s. Do ^ou know he gave me an o<ld im- 
pression to-ni^hl, coming in as lu' did on tli(‘ top of our con- 
versation, of being only a Haby inside — a Haby’s (Jbost in a Man’s 
Corpse ! T won<l('r what Ik' was like as a Haby.” 

“ A delightful Haliy,” said 1, “ and most eomie.” And Ihen I 
remcinlKTcd how vi\i<Ily Ikjipino, in his vexation, had broiurhl 
back the small boy of long ago, glue<l to Lossif's skirts. Herhaps 
he was still a ILiby, overtaken by Manhood^ 

“ lie was comic enough, just now, when he was in such a rage,” 
uursued Janoy. “He won’t forgive me easily. Hut I’ve never 
been popular with him. I’m not a Beauty, am 1, Jack ? ” 

“ No, you’re very ugly. But I should like' to see your dliost.” 

“In the interests of Psychical Eesearch? Wedl, I’d give' any- 
t|iing to see yours ! ” 

“In the interests of Psychical Research, let’s asphyxiate our- 
selves. Only then wei couldn’t publish our experienees.” 

“ Jacky dear, bo serious! I want you to malic me a promise.” 

“ All right, .Tilly dear. Cut away.” 

^ “ Promise mo, darling, if ever I’m a Bogy, and you’re not, that 
you won’t grieve, and be miserable. Because seeing you, ami not 
being able to speak, w'ould bo the worst of all.” 

“ All right, love. I’ll do my best. Same promise to hold good on 
your side, of course.” 

“Of course.” And we got home at three in the morning, just 
escaping a heavy downpour by jumping into a cab on ClapLam 
Common. 
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A chapter that had to bo written. 

If you romember anything of the great wrecks of from twenty j 
to thirty years ago you will romember the spring of 1874 — and the 
news that reached London three days after the departure from 
Southampton of the Glascatherick of the Glass Line. It came 
from a Lighthouse Station on the Portuguese Coast, and told how* 
the great ship with almost ail on board had gone down in a gale, 
having foundorcxl on a reef within gunshot of the coast. Whether 
from an error in navigation, from misapprehension of the Light- 
house, or from some failure of the engines, no one ever knew. 
The few who survived could tell nothing, their only testimony 
being that the voyage had all gone well till some twelve hours 
liefoni the catastrophe, when the glass fell steadily and the wind, 
rose to a gale. Some time after midnight, when those who were 
Ble<^piiig wore in their deepest sleep, came a sudden stoppage of the 
screw, shouted orders and panic of aroused alarm, then again the 
scTCw and then the hideous crash as the ship drove stem on to 
the rock of destruction. Then a scene utterly indescribable, 
utterly inconceivable, by tliose who have never known the like. 
ITusbands forsaking wives, and fathers children, in the agony of 
self-preservation, strong men thrusting weaker ones and women 
aside in the fight for the boats; lleligious Faith stricken with^ 
despair and screaming with terror of Death; and in unexpected ‘ 
quarters, sudden Heroism. Then forlorn hopes of departing over- 
loadtul boats, the cruel task of choice of who should be allowed to ; 
go, the dreadful cry of despair as they swamped before the eyes of ^ 
survivors. And then the terrible word of the strong to the wcaki ' 
who look to tlicm for help to the last, that now no help is left to thq « 
powers of man. If, as may be, those that die pass beyond Death ' 
from a scene like tliis, it may be too that the memory of it 
happily short, and even that oilier things we once accounted gain 
seem worse, a thousand times. For those who survive there is n6l 
escape from the knowledge of tlie past, and the memory of it ia ^ 
present with them till the end. 

Of the few survivors of the Glascatherick almost the only one who'; 
could give any cphereut particulars woa a young engineer 
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with bis wife was on his way to Italy. He told how she and he 
were awaked by the sudden stoppage of the screw, followed by llio 
roar of the steam-trumpet, and heard the shouting of orders, and 
strained rapid action of the rudder chains which passed close to 
thijir berths. Then the retimed niovcmeut of the machinery, 
which he was able to recognize as reversed, lie anticipated col- 
lision witli anollior ship, thinking that to a certainty land was 
distant. But the instant after came the crash, and ho knew it was 
a rock. 

He was so prompt in snatching the life-bells from the caldii 
coiling, so prompt in getting them on to himsedf and his wife, 
that wlnn tlioy made for (he stairway loading on to (he promdiade 
deck there were still belated sleeper*! coming out of their cabins 
to know if anvlliing was the inatttT. Otherwise he* could only (ell 
that they r<*a(*hed the deck, fewing their wa> through a half- 
choked passage, tliat the olticcrs and the onw wi're even then nn- 
lashing (he boats and sku*king them down ready for tJiosi* wdio 
might piH'fer that «l('nder chance of life to tlie certainty of death. 
They heard the voice of the Captain aliove the turmoil, — “Women 
and eliildrtn iirst- men strtiid back/’ — and saw him knock down a 
man who tlirust himself unduly forward. 1'h(* iirst mate came to 
them and tric’d to pi rsuadc’ Ihi’ lady to b lUi’ h(*r husband and go 
in the first boat, but she refiisul. “We go togcdlur,” said she, 
and they ri'inained and saw boat after boat g( t cli ar, all hut two 
that wore swamped almost as soon as thc’y toiielud th(‘ water. 
They stayed on somowhilo, he couhl not say how long, after the 
last boat had gone, and then the ship gave a hireh and si’omed 
to go head down — at least, said ho, it was tin' end towards tho 
land. 

Then the first male came again to them and said, “ 'N'ow is vmir 
time to go. The land is not a mile away, (lood hiek to noth!” 
And then he and she were in the cold dark w,it<‘r. Tlu‘ lifo-hclts 
floated them and ho swam with her left h.ind in his. The wund 
had fallen and the sea was less, and he was not without hope, 
lie even spoke to cheer hi'r, and she leplic’d — and thc’n once more. 
The third time ho spoke she did not answer. Still, if Ik* c'ould 
only reach tho land ! He himself had been drowned and revived, 
and that made him hope. 

But the great black i>romontory came no nearer, to all seeming. 
And the hand he held was lifeless. And his own senses wc’re fail- 
ing fast — and then his power died in his own hands, and 1 k 3 could 
hold hers no longer. And it slipped away from him and the dark- 
less closed in upon him, and he knew no more. 
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'* Why dd I wrife and his wife?^ 

Because I was he, and she was Janey. And I can scarcely bear 
rto write or think of that dreadful time; and could not bear to 
speak of it, now that I cannot see Lossie, and Dr. Thorpe is gone, 
to any living creature. Yet it is twenty-three years this Novem- 
ber — twenty-three long years! — since I passed a second time 
through the shadow of Death, and was a second time dragged back 
to life again — oh, how unwillingly! at a monastery on the coast 
of Portugal where I was washed ashore, with still a spark of 
Life. 

Why could they not have left me as I was? “Ah, mon fils,” 
said a very old Spanish monk who could speak FrcMich, “si on 
nvait au quo e’etait ta femme, on aurait su to laisser mourir.” 
As I rtiviv«'d slowly my first words had been, strangely enough, 
“Is the child safe?” The force of the revived sensation had 
carried me back to the old days in Devon, and I was again asking 
after Lossic\s boy. Then slowly came back the agony of life, and 
I began to understand that I Avas alone. 

It was a long lime before I recovered more than the merest 
fragments of speech. Tt was not grief — that was going to como 
later — hut a complete prostration that, perhaps happily, left no 
room for grief. I could only pass a dumb, stunned, unquestioning 
existence. I believe it was the old Padre Pablo who set going the 
first real revival of conscious life. When I replied to him that I 
should have welcomed death, he said: “Je le comproncls bion. Moi 
aussi, j’ai perdu unc epousc. Mais pour moi, mon fils, e’etait plus 

cruel ” lie paused a moment; Ihcii continued: “ Oiii vraiincnt, 

bien plus cruel! Enfin, cV^st moi-mcme qui Tai tuce.” And then 
in reply to my look of surprise: “Voiis no m'avez pas tout-Ji-fait 
compris, mon fils? .To parlo de moi-ineiiic. Je Tai tuce.” lie 
then went on to tell how, being a young man of twenty, he had had 
exactly Othello’s experience, but never knew till long after how 
groundless his jealousy had been, lie had fled, and it was sup- 
, posed she had killed hers(*lf. “ C’ctait encore pis pour moi, mon 
fils, quo pour vous,” he repeated quietly. “Chaque jour — chaque 
heure — ^j’cutends Ic cri do ma mouraiite. J’ai quatre-vingt-dix- 
ncuf ans. Qa me durera jusqu’a la mort.” 

Nearly eighty years ! The blow had been struck in Paris, in the 
.days, say, of the Directory. And the cry of his murdered vie- ' 
tirn, so Father Paul said, and I believed him, had never died away. 

A day elapsed before 1 was able to give any intelligible account of 
myself. I thcui wrote the words “On shore alone — tell her family,” 
and told them to write to Macallistcr, Chelsea, England. I felt 
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' that would be sufficient — and was glad to be brief, for exertion , - 
Kto think was terrible, and torpor alone seemed welcome. I then ^ 
’ charged Father Paul to give in reply to official enquiry when it 
came, or to newsmongers, simply my name and what I had been 
able to tell Jiim of the wreck, and then resigned myself to stupefac- 
tion. With the except ion of a few words with him, and now and 
then thanks for some (‘xpression of sympathy in an unknown 
tongue, from the others, I was silent, until one early morning as 
I lay awaiting the dawn and listening to the long-drawn thunder 
of the swell on the i^rocipico below, my car was caught by an un- 
wonted sound of voices that came nearer, mixed with the ring of 
hoofs upon the rock road. Was one of the voices English, or not? 
No, it was not! Yes — surely it was! And it said loudly and 
cheerfully, as <ni(^ who encourages another, ‘"Keep up — keep up — 
we are here at last."’ 

Then J rememher rising from the eoueh with a now life, and 
running out to nierM- Archie llacallister, and tlien my brain swam 
and I tot(i‘r(‘d forward, lie was just in time to catch me as I 
fell, and ho ]>iokcd me up and carried mo back like a child. Then 
I remember lying again oti the bed, having found iny own weak- 
ness, and weing on on<' side of me Bony, and on the other her 
father. I have told enough. 

Man has to live, or die. If ho chooses the former, he has to dis- 
cover a modus vivf’udi after any crushing blow. According to my 
experience, strong natures invest their capital, so to speak, in self- 
defence, but mak(3 up their minds to a long si(ige. I knew, even 
as Father Paul know that the cry of the dying woman wonhl last 
till death, that I should have to live with the touch of my darling’s 
rjngs on the hiigcrs of my left hand as hers slipped away forever. 
But I had to find out a way of doing it, and T think I was as brave 
IS most. 

My partner, and her father, both of whom had left the conduct 
>f business matters in good hands, were able to stay on with me 
:or a while. It may seem strange, but I did not wish to get away 
'rom the sea that had engulfed her. It presented itself to mo . 
mly as the scene of our last farewell. And the last words she said 
rere still in my ears, Now, Jacky, recollect! ” and then when I 
text spoke, no answer came. 

What was it that I was to recollect? It was a promise, repeated 
lore than once after I made it when we walked that time from 
^oplar Villa after Beppino’s literary collapse; repeated in the 
bip’s cabin as I drew the life-belt on, repeated again in the water 
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that drownea her. A promisie not to grieve should she go first, 
lest it should break her heart to see my grief, “Promise again,’’ 
she had said, and T replied, “1 promise, my darling.” It was a 
promise easy to make — but oh, how hard to keep! 

Whieli is iJio worst off, I wontler — tlio one tlint is left, or the 
one that is gone — the'. oii(‘ that secs no longer or the one that still 
s(*('s, or it may bo sees more than over ht'fore? If thcTO he risk 
of this, how W(dl worth tlu' effort to hang as lightly as may bo 
on the iiew-foimd frcM^dom of the departed! Of what profit to 
oneself is the indulgeiuv of grief at tlu‘ best? Of how much 
less if each pang a<lds a new pang to otli(*i* pain cLcwhere. 

Tt was all such s])(vuIalion, and the darkmss seems so real to 
him who only guesses in the dark at an iinsec'ii sun. Hut a 
I)romis(' was a promise, and I fouglit hard and truly to keep mine. 
There' was uo fe'ar of my siieeee'ding too well. 

rt w'as 1 tliem, and neilluT of my t*oin])anions, who may be said 
to havo lake'll the leael towards a re'sumption of life'^ — the life wo 
had to finish with before' each could get on to his oxliiietion or 
his kneiwle'dge of the next. It toeik mo a week of nursing and 
anothe'r of convalc'soence before I was able to loeik plans for tho 
future in the face, [lael it not been for my companions I might 
havo stayed on indefinite‘ly,wau(le‘ring about auel wale'hing tho great 
white rollers live their life and die. T hael no elefinite expectation 
of any trace of the* body, but I suppose some siu'h thought made 
part of my motive's. 1 was, however, distinctly relieved when I 
heard that, thougli so near the* shore, the ship was in such deep 
water that no atte'mpt at salvage would he made'. T hael dreaded 
and avoidc'el derails of the WTe*e'k as much as possible. It is still i 
rather strange' to me why T found it so liaril to break away. But ! 
there' was Bony, and the're' was he'r Father. I knew they would 
not go and leave inc. Neither would the'y, eithe'r of them, begin'^ 
upon the task of settling the future. So I took the matter into" 
my own hands. ^ 

“T say. Bony,” said T. “Jeannie will want you back.” 

“ Yes, del chap, \ve’ll settle all that iwesently. What a queer old 
boy tho del Padre is ! ” 

“ You had better take care — ^hc understands some English. Do ^ 
you know, in liis novitiate, or something of that sort, he passed > 
a year at a place near London callcil Foolham. Do you know^ 
it?” ; 

“ T know there is now an establishment of Catholics at Fulham, 
but I should hardly have thought it was so old.” ? 

“ ITc speaks of another at Amsmeedza. Do you know that one! ” V 
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. *^Tlie one at Hammersmith may be older. But they can’t Ix) 
bolder than the century. He is.” 

Five-and-twcnty years older. More. TTo was actually living 
in Paris, and married, in the days of tlic National Convention — 
before Napoleon — before everything.” 
didn’t know 3iloiiks married.” 

^^rio wasn’t a Monk then. l£e became one after her death. 
Don’t bo frightened, Bony, I won’t become a Monk.” 

Poor Bony! I could not break tlowii. Ho could, and did. When 
ho spoke again I could hoar it in his voice. 

‘‘Perhaps it wasn’t in his novitiate he was at Fulham. It may 
have been later.” 

I “Very likely! Whi‘n ho told mo, 1 wasn’t quite so ” 

}' “T understand.” 

^ “As I inn now. But, Bony dear, you havo got ofT from the 
point. fJeannie will want you back.” 

“Yes — and you too. J. know wliat you are driving at. Part- 
ner. You want to run away, and travel about and disiract your 
mind and all that sort of thing.” 

“Nothing of tlic sort. Partner.” We ealled each other “part- 
ner” by fits and starts, unreasonably, “I mean to do (*xactly 
whatever Jnney likes.” 

Bony looked anxious. He felt my hand to S('e if it was hot. 
He felt iny pulse to sec if it was quick. Nedthor was eitlier. Ho 
gave up diagnosis. But he couldn’t accept the form of my B])Occh 
without a protest. 

“ I see what you mean, dear old chap. Exactly what Janey would 
like if she were here. Quite right.” 

; But the form of a hypothesis did not suit my mood. “ Exactly 
Iwhat rlaney likes if she is here,” said I, obstinately; and Bony 
peplied as one who yields to a patient’s whim, “ All right, old boy.’^ 
' He was so gently acquiescent to my every impulse, that 1 felt 
I had been dictatorial and overbearing. So I thought 1 would 
soften it by discussing hypotheses. 

“ Do you remember old Dr. Serocold of Magdalen ? Oh no — of 
course, you were at Cambridge. How one forgets!” And Bony 
asked what about the old party, nevertheless? 

“Only what we wore saying made mo think of the nature of 
an hypothesis — and of course that made me think of old Sero- 
c»ld. When I told him how long it took to scull to liBcy and 
back, he twinkled and said he supposed iffley was tlio place where 
they made the hypotheses.” 

i ' Another time 1 should have followed this on with more of old 
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Dr. SerocoId’« absurd sayings. But now I was awaro of a web 6: 
'Strange fil aments of pain that kept my eyes dim and my lips stilly] 
and T know I eon Id not laugh. T plunged straight back into 
heart of th(^ convorsiation. 

‘‘Grant it/s a billion to one against »Tanry hearing and seei _ 
me now. It’s b(‘tt<'-r to catr*h at that chance and be mistaken than 
to neglect it and find my mistake after. T know what she would 
flay, almost as if she said it. ‘Think of the Lord Chancellor.’” 
This was tlio name we had got into tlui way of calling her Father. 
“ That’s what T shall do. Kook at him ont there.” 

Poor ohl Spencer di<i not h)ok the same man. The pro.sx)crous, 
responsible lawyer that had hid »Janey ami me Godspml less tha: 
three weeks since luul disapr>eared, and now a broken-down ol 
man wandered some fifty yards from where we sate* on the clift-e 
siele, h)olving ont over the sea. lie Inul a poekot telescope witll 
wdiich lie* S(.*anned the horizon and the rock island some^ miles out^ 
or till' nearer rocks Ixdow. Whether he thought to detect a sad 
addition to the scraps of sealtered wreck that were still lcl\* whicli 
would have been his and mine to <‘laim, 1 know not. x \h4 
spent much of his tinu' in this way. and did not scern to .TO 
for talk, flaney had been his spivial daughti'r, and his heart wag 
wrapped up in her. Surrey had practically vanished to ColomboJ 
only rt'appi'aring at intervals. II is wife was nil, I saw that hj 
decadence had begun. As I finisluil .«5]M‘aking to Rony, he look 
over to the grief-worn figure that made, upon a roek-emiiii 
near us, a silhonetto against I he sea. 

“Yes,” said ho. “ TTk* journey was awful. Too much for 
old gentleman. T thought I shonldift ever gf*t him hero!” 

“'Oh, Bony! What a job you must have had!” 

“ It was pretty stiff. But we got here, somehow. It wiil 
a lot easier to go back.” 

“But you see what I mean. .Tanoy would like me to ki 
near him.” 

“ I expect sho would be right. All go back together — eh, Joe 
and I assented. 

I can well remember how desiierately weak I was as Bony hel] 
me up the steep pathway when we returned to the Monasi 
not four hundred yards away. And how a thought crossed 
mind, as I leaneil on his strong arm, that had I not boon 
months his senior it would have gone ill with me in the 
days at St. Withold’s. But it all secmied a dream, and I 
hardly strength to think — least of all of the great riddle p£ 
gild change. I let the memory slip from mere fatigue. 
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*^Tou sit down a minute, Joe, while I gro back and lend Mr, 
jfSpencer a hand,” said Bony. But just then Fatlier Paul’s voice 
{pamo from behind us, saying:, Permettoz, Mossioura. Je suis asses 
fort, malgre mon age,” and offered mo his arm on my right. 
Seeing that T had looked round to my left, as expecting him 
to come on that bide, ho added exjdanatorily: Voiei ina main 

forte — a gauchc > — la mnno izqiiierda. J'ai ton jours eti*^ gmicher 
CO quo nous iiomnions iei — nous autres — zurdo/' And tlu'ii niy 
weak mind, stirring again towards its old zest for impiiry, must 
needs be thinking how long was it before that deadly bailie at 
Ilelstaplo that this other hand I leaned on had struek the life 
out of the h(di)l(‘ss girl. Half a eeiitiiry, and iiion*, I hough I 
could not iix the figuiv. Surely this old man had expiaU'd hia 
crim<*t But my mind reeled again, and f<dl baliled from the 
thought. 

And Father Paul hims(‘lf might be as little in my memory 
now as any of tlu‘ crowd <»f monks who gutlaTed to hid us far(»- 
well a fortnight later (1 could not move suoiu*r) but that ho 
himself was not among tlusi. He had got his release. And 
the last I saw of him was what lay on a w^ooden pall(‘t under a 
huge crueiiix in I he cell to whi(*li they summoned jne to see 
the Padre, who had died in the night. 'Hiat was what had held 
him near upon a c(‘ntury; and now it seemed an efligy in alabaster, 
small and clear-cut, on which the hand lliat had struck lh(.‘ blow 
eighty years sincf^ lay movedess. The ears had lu'ard for the last 
time the cry of the murdered woman, and PathiT Paul himsidf 
xnew very mu eh more, or verily nothing. 

And J said to myself, but in vain, that ray own lot, niatelasl 
against his. should seem happy. To go with my cbirling to the 
very gate of death, to know above all that 1 had sharc'd every pang 
to the moment of parting, that what she had suffered £ had suf- 
fered, that her last words still reached me almost like a voicci from 
the other side — was I not surely the better off of tlui two? At 
any rate, if no consolation camo from thinking anoth(*r worse off 
than I was, the pity for him took mo out of myself and gave' me 
a better courage to look back on the past and forward to the 
days to come. 
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Joo ifl a widower. A tenantloss old house. IIow ho wont to Dr. Thorpe ; and of 
a child that was saved on the wreck. The sympathy of Boppino. A good 
idea ! Why not take lieppino to Italy? 

One a \vi(l()wor, as a prosaic incident ainonpr one’s sur* 

roundinj^s, witli \inquestioning content. Of course Mr. Smith’s, 
a widower! It’s a way other people have — you are not going to. 
bo a widower yoiirsidf -you know better! 

T don’t ibiiik that bride's feel nearly so confident of never being 
widows as bridegrooms that tlu'y will never bo widowers. My 
experhmee is tliat women look the facts of life in tlie face better 
than men, not only in this but in all things. Man is a sanguine, 
imaginative animal'—porhapa necessarily so. All sorts of things 
have to be done by nn'n in life that involve the use of intentional 
hope as a means of self-decc'ptiou. Man has to obtain shareholders, 
and negotiate loans, and form syndicates, and do many things 
of the same j^ort which a prosaic and unimaginative animal would 
fight shy of. JIo goes into the Battle of Life confident of vie-, 
tory, even as the warrior on another field is confident. Perhaps 
neitlicr would go into battle at all sometimes, if ho were not. And^l 
then everything would slump. 

So if each man had not an inner conviction that other people, 
would lose their wivi^s, but not he — well! would any man dare to/ 
marrj’ ^ Or would he not, if ho married, seek for some mate 
would Ik? glad to bo rid of ? Would he not shudder at all Love^, 
except the sort that never lasts? Would he not rejoice and bo.; 
merry wlieu Mrs. Smith was not down to breakfast, and when ho'! 
camo home wet and tired and disheartened to find that MrsA 
Smith had not waited dinner for him, but had gone to an inter«r^! 
eating lecture, woukl he not hug himself and bc^ happy and 
that now here was a cJiauce of a real comfortable evening? 
assiduous cultivation of this attitude of mind he would 
a possibly ovcrwhcliuing grief for himself, and by affordinfi^® 
stimulus to a recdprocal feeling on the part of his wife, wojojfe^ 
fortify her to endure his loss with resignation, and to look 
ward to it with equanimity. ^ 

If I had to live my life over again, with the foreknowledg^.^^ 
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what 'was to oomo,' tshould I &ire *to put my head into flic lionV 
mouthy as 1 did ? For I had to acknowledge to myself with shame 
* when it was all over that J was not more — or say, not much more— 
than half in love with Jaiioy when J iirst mado up my mind 
that it would be a good thing that wo should be a oouide aud 
have an cstabli''hrn(*nt. A good tiling for both of us, mind you I 
—for my magnanimity decided on ull‘^ollishllest» (within reason- 
ablc limits) as being demanded by solf-respcHit. 

And >et I fi‘el I am wrong to think thub bitterly of my old 
self. Ilow many a joiing man, after such a shock as I had 
experienced, would have brought a much more damaged jiieco 
of goods into the market than the one 1 oUend daiiey! And 
if none but uudamaged goods were for sale in that market, how 
many wuldings would there be in a lwel\MUonlb^ 

Y^et in a st ii,( it ^served nu' right— though it was lianl measuro 
regarded as ntribution for a trivial dislo.vallv, a slight Iwsilalion, 
tliat 1 ^luiuld loM' at a <T,ish what hul giown diarer to me day 
by da^, from the h(*gi!iniiig. What <}i(] it maft(»r, to put it plainly, 
that L was .still very, very fond of Lossie when J askid Janey 
to take oviT the empty teii(*ment she could never ix'dijiy ? It wont 
by vories, said Janey, the little girl that bueked tin* pi*ppeririiiit 
drop, aud with Janey the woman it wimt v<ry (pnckly by verics. 
Could T count tliem at all as we stood on tlu* ship and watehed 
the sun go down on that evening of the wreck — tlie bun that never 
rose for her again? 

But I did put my head in a lion’s mouth I 1 fancied — how 
many boys of my age have thought the same with far li»ss rea** 
son — that things were at an end for me whi*n Lossie, who 
had filled every com(‘r of my life from tho UKmicnt she kissed 
the Man’s Boy in the pantry till that earlier sliipwTi ek of mine 
at Oxford, was suddenly withdrawn and left flu* dilapidated house 
to let. And then when tho now tenant took iiosscssion, and even 
(if the metaphor holds good) took over some of the ohl Unant’a 
fixtures, and the new paper eamo upon tho walls, and the whole 
placo was sweet with tho smcdl of flowers, and tho song of birds 
in the Summer, and tho fires blazed on the hearth in the Winter , 
—oven then T formed no image in my mind of wh.it that house 
would bo like next time it was in the market. The timant left 
suddenly, and tho house has stood iindwelt in. Tho shutters to 
the street are closed and the windows broken; but, could you see 
in, you would still sec tho old furniture, just as she left i1>— 
you would see too that the old tenant’s fixtures remain there stilL 
But it is dark and silent; and tho gas and water aro cut off. 



m JOSEPjf VANOE ‘ 



for it, chiefly from Agents, but the door has never been opened^ 
since the day of her departure, except once or twice to show old. 
friends a picture or a piece of furniture. None knows where the 
tenant is gone, but 1 suspect the next street; — and then my 
metaphor is quite at fault, for the house is my heart, 
and my heart goes out to seek her, and the house could 
not. Tills metaphorical house, though, supplies me with some- 
thing 1 need. Those old tenant’s fixtures still form part 
of my life, and give mo a way of thinking and speaking of my 
feeling towards Lossic after Janey left me, that 1 might fail 
otherwise to find. T had no heart to make now confidences, and 
I wrote to Lossu' as freely of my loss as 1 had spoken to Janoy 
of my old love* for Lossie. T felt all through that they two and 
I should understand eaeli other, whatever the regulation attitude 
in stieh a case made and provided might be. I can remember dimly 
how I began my letter to Lossie tliat I wrote from San Joaquim’s. 
It was more like a wish that I could he with h('r to help her to 
bear the news 1 had to tell than a wish that she could he with 
mo to comfort me. Willi most correspondents T have always re- 
read every sentence to see that it was right. Generally I never 
reconsidered anything with Lossie, and wrote straight off. This 
time T nwl antt re-read, thinking to ni\self, “Will that give her , 
the idea that I have broken down and cannot boar my nnhap-. 
piiiosa?” 1 did not write really to tell Iut news that 1 knew 
would have reaehed her alr<»ady, hut to do what I could to allevi- ^ 
ato the blow that I knew my calamity must be to her. To Dn 
Thorpe 1 wrote otherwise. It was an odd letter, and not one 
I would have cared that any but the Doctor should s(K}, I can- 
not recall the words, but 1 have still his own letter in return, 
which reaeh<*d me just before leaving the Monastery. Here it is, 
twenty-three years old: 


**Mt Dear Old Job : Novor war a braver letter written than yours. All is 
right. I am sure of it. I don't beliovo one of us has any idea how weU Ood if 
going to manage it. Leavo it all in his bands. 

^ too hatl A hard fight for it, and thought I must givo in. But I didn't, 

though I had to tell two baby girls that their mother was, as tho phrase is, no ' 
J more. I know, dear boy, my trial was not to be compared with yours— It was all'i 
^ in tho day's work, and only what comes to many. But it was hard to look those 
ohildren in the face too, that day at their Granny's. Poor little Loss ! I remem- ' 
, W how she came out and looked up at me. 

f ** I have to cut this down to a short line, to make sure of it catching yon— the 

' lest possible post, AS 1 make out, is going m half-an-hour. Believe me, 
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' vigliti is right, is right. T^i story of tho PsOre aoems to me u terrible sb toy* 
thing 1 ever heard— of course 1 shau't repeat it. 

** Yours affectionately, 

**Uani>all Thoupb.” 


T had had a lonpr letter from him before, which mine was a 
reply to. It mu’st have boon written after the L\ulre had told 
me his stor^. I feed in a mist about it all now. Little woii-» 
derl 

I am writing all this, as T have said, for myself alone, and 
with only a vague idea, to give it working plausibility, that you 
, will one day read it! So 1 do not copy all the letU*rs I have 
kept, but jilaco some of them in tlu‘ ^MS. uncopiod. I do so 
with the first letter I nceived from Los^^ir after inv wifi’s death, 
and also the M'eond, wlueh came in an'>^^er to mine uunonneiiig 
it. Ladv^Despn h tiers are more ilhgible than Los‘-ie Thorpi*'h, 
and somewhat diffiimlt to road, but worth ileciphering by any one 
who cares at all about following Ibis narralive. 

1 began this chapter with some kind of notion of hel fling myself 
to realize the dilference of iny surroundings in Chelsea and at 
Poplar Villa whtii I came baik from Portugal. I had Htarti‘d 
six weeks b(*fore in full health, in thi‘ jirime of early luaphood, 
great spirits at an anticipated holiday trlf), and by my side 
Cthe dear woman whom I loved, my companion in all things. What 
';! saw in the little mirror in th(» hansom in wliirli 1 rode to J^)p- 
lar Villa the day after my arrival late at night in Chdsea was 
man ten years older, broken down and ill. And when I paid 
Itho cabby I saw that he rcniombercd having driven mo before, and 
'■i that then there was another fare. 

The little mirror in the cab brought back to my mind that other 
'^i^Ung man I saw in the glass at Oxford. Was it he, come to life? 
pSe had been very much in abeyance during all my happy days 
'^Vin Chelsea. But here ho was again, posing as a correct widower; 
labile / knew in my innermost heart, though T dared not know 


|it aloud, that all that was must be right, however little I could 
puffierstand it. There was he straining that foolish limiter] mind 
prfE his to grasp something beyond tlio roach of our conccfition 
Infinity, now and again almost crying out aloud with tlie pain 
some happy memory reached him out of the past, destroying 
the lonely silence of the night tho sleep T could have slept, 
for him. I pointed out to him again and again that Jnnoy 
l^ight be seeing it all, and tho misery his cowardice would occa- 
i£um her. But it was useless. So I said to him : " Very well, then 
be a widower ! But when I am talking to Dr. Thorpe I aliall 
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be obliged to you not to intrude your vernacular ideas, and your 
tedious complaints of the darkness of the night, but to make way 
for the voice of tho watchers who believe in the dawn; and then 
you and 1 can talk about it afterwards.” lie promised to do hia 
best, but when it came to the proof, and the Doctor’s voice in 
the old unchanged library said, Joey — my poor boy — ^my poor 

boy I” and could speak no more, ho broke utterly down, and could 
only hide his face away in silence, stiU holding the Doctor’s hand, 
till I fairly forced him to the effort, and one or two words came. 

I wanted him to say that he would bo all right directly, and that 
it was only just at ffrbt. I wanted the Doctor to realize that 
ho was mi‘^repr(*S( nting me. We got steady in time, and then 
tho Doctor and 1 were sitting talking in the old i)laee where we 
and Janty Jiad sat and talked such a short time hack. 

No, Doctor. It doesn’t hurt ino to talk. It’s good for me. 
Wliat ^as 1 saying — about th(* ship? Well! you know there wasn’t 
tho slightest reason for apprehension. Oh yc‘S — the glass had 
fallen, but the rough we.ilher was nothing — nohod> troubles about 
that in a Iwin-bcrew of seven thousand tons’ displaecmcmt. My 
opinion is they mistook the lighthouse for th(‘ one on the island 
ten milc»s out, and thought they were steering for tho channel, and 
of course it was the maiidand — ^no one will ever know.” 

^^TTow many did reach the land?” 

“Very few. Probably T know less about that than they will 
tell me at the Company’s Office. I shall go over to-morrow. There 
were two or thren.' little girls saved. I particularly wished to know 
about one. The reason so little is known about the cause is that 
tlie Captain and all the officers went down with tho ship. The 
only men who got away were Hie boat’s crews, and they cotdd 
tell very little,” 

" What was the little girl ? ” ^ 

** Rosamond Fox — oh no I Those other people were Fox. She 
was one of that Daniels lot. It’s all just like a dream now. Sh<> 
was a little tiling of four, and Jaiiey bad been playing with heJ^ 
all day. I had been playing chess — I played six games that 
-—then it began blowing and we all went to bed.” -k 

‘‘ Rut the little girl — ^why did you "g 

Want to know about her more than the others? Why, becauila 
when Janey and I came out with thoso cork things on us we 8a% 
tlie little ^ing in the passage. She said, ^take me,’ and Jancf 
wanted to, but we couldn’t. It would have been useless, Beside| 
it looked as if her father had left her there and meant to 
back. That’s the worst of a wreck, you can do nothing for 




, 

); oao eJse. Ko ond can nave any i&nception of what it meana wStoJ 

t has not seen it.'^ 

/' .^“Stop a minute/' said he; can find the newspapers. Tve^ 
' kept them all.” And he found one witli a list of passf'iigers. “ Let's ^ 
"..fiee — what name did you say — Daniels? Dax — ^Daimicker — ^DuporL^.^ 
'No — ^there's no Daniels at all.” ' 

‘‘Mistake, I suppose. Is there nothing anywhere of pooplp/.^ 
saved?” 

' “ Oh yes I It's here, only I haven't got it yet. Ilcre it is! Oh^f 

Joe — how good!” \i 

“No” said I, jumping up from my chair and going to look | 
myself. “You don't mean ” 

“Yes, I do. It wasn’t Daniels — it was Dannickor. Kosainond , 
Dannieker. Look here!” And as well as I could for tremulous 


hurry and half-blinded eyes, I read that tho little girl saved in the \ 
.first boat (tho only one not lost) was so named, but could not\ 
bo identified at first, as she only knew herself as Kosic, and no \ 
, other evidence was then forthcoming. “ She was saved by tho 
merest chance,” said tho paper, “ if the narrative of so young a 
child can be trusted. It seems that her mother, who refused to "4 
. go herself, preferring to remain and die with her husband, asked 
the chief mate to place her in the boat. This is our interpretation 
of the child's report of what ho said, as ho picked her up, “MothcrA^ 
Bays you're to come now — she and father will come together.” i 
} The recollection of this baby as I forced Jancy to leave it had 
I been one of my worst nightmare memories of all. 
i' “Thanli God for that, at any rate!” said 1. “It has given 
me one pleasant thing to think of. I shall hear more about it : 
J-.at the Ofiice to-morrow.” And I lit a pipe that I might sit and 
^" caress this little consolation. The Doctor looked very happy over 
> it. It was something to breathe with, ho said, 

\ f Then, as I sat there smoking, more came back. I could see as > 
Sin a dream Janey and myself waiting under the shelter of a 
\ bulkhead — could hear her say, “Wo go together.” But surely 
there was something else she said, and pointed through to thoW5 
|inner stairway, where we had left little liosic — and surely the^j 
^^pffioer nodded and left us, going straight for the place. We hardly'^fj 
him after, and you may wonder that we did not — ^but I tellp 
l^you again, you have no conception of what it was. I could aei&.'M 

all, in one sense, more plainly as I sat there smoking than I did 
at the time. 

“It wasn't her mother. Doctor,” said 1. “It was Taney toldj^- 
^j^.Jfate where she was.” And 1 told him the story, adding tfaat;|^ 
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' of course he took us for the parents. “ He easily might— First 
Kates don’t learn the passengers by heart.” . ! 

What became of tho mother? ” 

“ Heaven knows ! I know about the father, though — saw him ; 
try to scramble into tho first boat, and the Captain caught himV 
by the collar and fiung him across tho deck. ITo’a no loss! He 
\^as a nd-faced, burly man— one of those chaps there always are 
on ships, who sit in the smokmg-room when they’re not eating, 
and imbibe goes of whiskey and soda. He’s had his last go now, ’ 
poor dovil 1 ” 

“ Perhaps ho wasn’t a dovil. Most likely only a Baby’s 
Ghost in tho Corpse ot one of those cha])s there aie on ships ! ” 

In the Corpst of a boo7y snob ^ ” said 1, for 1 was not mercifully 
disposed towaids him. ^‘But little Jlosu* was a dear little thing, 
and was liea\y on my heart. She’ll always believe it was her 
mother, because no oni* but I can tell her anything.” 

Wo sat and talk(d, and I began to get a feeling almost of ease. ; 
Tho Doctor’s traiujuil acceptance of lus own hopeful schemes for 
hereafter i^as soductne. For whenever he was not on tho lines 
of giving them logical suppoi t he simply accepted them as a mat- . 
ter of course. For instance, when spoke of Padie Pablo, ho 
remarked that the stoiy was an awful stoi*y certainly, but for 
all that tho Padre might bo a most fortunito man — or at least 
a most fortunate soul. ‘‘A healthy birth following a long ges- 
tation,” said ho. “Your little lassie’s ^^o^thy father was much 
more unfortunate. He doesn’t c\en get any pity. Look how 
wo speak of him! What was the old chap like in himself i ” 

“How should I de<^cribe him? Perhaps as a man concealing 
pain and forgiving the rack — ^that’s the nearest 1 can manage.” 

“And his bndv after death — ^how did that strike you?” 

“A seiiii-transparont shell with no fish in it. You’ve no idea 
how small and dry he looked.” 

“ I can fancy it I — Come in.” 

It was a knock at the door, and the knock was Beppino. It 
was tho first of a series of inflictions that it was his fate to? 
impose upon me. For Beppino had never knocked at his father’s j 
; door in his life before, and now he did it because I was a wid-^ 

' ower. For the same reason, when he had come in, ou tiptoe^' 
i ho spoke with bated breath, and asked me how I really was ma^ 
times, each time throwing doubt on my previous veracities. Eft 
v even went the length of asking sliouldn’t ho pull that blind downt 
Obviously, truly considerate persons won’t allow widowers’ 

^ to suffer from sun-glare. But when I said, to help him to ^ 
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r&tnet easier footing, that t ^oiild be myself aj^n soon, but 

■ of course I had had a stiff time, he couldn’t find any words, 

^ but merely said '‘Oh-h,” and shook his head sadly, as oiio who, 

> not being a widower himsolf, could not talk on an equality. I 
, would willingly have spared him the embarrassment 1 saw ho 

really felt (it was one wo are all familiar wdtli) only I really 
did not know how to set about it. The Doelor always tried to 

■ palliate or shield Ileppirio, or discover graceful sub-intents in his 
clumsy egotisms, and 1 think ho was now grateful that he was 

; no worse. At any rale, he had not come hoof-down on my corns, 
V so far. So as soon as h(» had found an anehoragi' outside the 
radius to which my position entitled mo, and was ti\ing me with 
' a sympathetic e.\e from afar, tlio Doctor tried again to get him 
; a natural and easy place in the oonvcrsalioii. He lisnl not so 
very far to seek, bccing bow in his boyhood I had nearly lost 
my own life lisbing tins very same fat little poetaster out of the 
water. 

w«)n<lcr how' long you were quite uucoiiscious this time, Joe. 
' Of course you don’t know.” 

Thus the Doctor, and I replied that I was vc'ry much in the 
dark, besides forgetting all they had told me. It seemed almost 
/ miraculous, I said. But then it was different from the other time. 

This time 1 was flaat(>d by the corks, and the uneonseiousiiess 
; was as much due to exhaustion as to drowming. The other time 
' it was drowning pure and simple, 

^ « Which other time? ” asked the Poet. Tie asked in perfect good 
\' faith, and had evidently completely forgotten. His father gave a 
^IHtle half-groan, and said, " Fancy your having forgotten that, 
r, Beppino ! ” 

I Who, good gracious — of course,” said ho, with sudden aeknowl- 

|\edgment of recollection; ‘Vhy, Juvence pulled me out — thot time 
lyi was left in the water. Just foncy my forgetting thet!” And 
lihis father repeated drily, *^Jusf fancy!” 

I was rather sorry his tone was such as to give Beppino an 
it ^insight into the figure he was cutting, for no sooner did he per- 
1^ ceive that he was doing an injustice to the really nobl(» character 
k of a contributor to several leading reviews, than he proceeded 
i,to reinstate it in a way that threatened to disfranchise every 
^'bther topic. I omit further attempts to spell him, except easy 
4.^neg. 

/ «Why, good God, Joe Vance, you must think mo the most 
I ; beastly ungrateful fillow. Of course I didn’t really forget. It 
a slip of the mind, don’t you know — one of those things that 
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^happend> ^<l6n’t you know— tehat Sammy Sparkler calls a m6sh 
alliance with oblivion — don’t you know.” 

Oh yes — ^we quite understand — of course, Joey,” etc., etc., from, 
both of us. But Beppino was not going to be stroked and patted^ 
and subside soothed — ^not ho! 

^‘Why, good God! It’s only the other niglit I was talking 
to some fillows at the club, don’t you know, about drowning, and' 
I Ihoiight to myself what a lucky lillow I was to be there at all ! ” , 

I'his seemed such a painfully flat anecdote that I felt it would 
only be kind to make sonic remark that seemed to assume a 
reasonable unspokc'ii sequel. So I said: “I was very lucky to 
be able to haul you out, Joey. But you needn’t be so very grateful, 
because you would have been got out by Carvalho, or Guppy, or 
— somebody— if I hadn’t done it” I was just going to say 
Thomlx'rry, but stoi)ped myself in time. 

Now it IS a much easier thing, when gratitude you liavo not 
expressed is imputed to you, to swear that ^ou have not said, 
and can never say, too much, than it is to start fair and say 
how grateful you are, and always have been for anything. Bep- 
pino became quite oppressive as soon as he was supplied with a 
fulcrum, and my almost happy chat with the Doctor was quite 
broken up and spoiled. But as it was clear it was to be Bep- 
pino ft prnflerea nihtl, I tried to calm down his hymn of grati- 
tude for what he had clc‘arly forgotten, and to get the conversa- 
tion into another ehannol. 

“ I say, Bep — (oh. of course, my dear boy, we understand. We 
know you wouldn’t be ungrateful) — ^but look here ! You were not 
loft in the water.” 

‘‘I was, Joe! It must have been half-an-hour at least. I 
know because of the rum dream I had. It must have lasted half- 
an-hour, at least.” 

The dream about how you were out on the top of the rock, 
and the lady came. But dreams are like that.” And I thought 
of the Schloss, and how Janey had wondered whether there waa’ 
a Schloss overhanging this dream. There was, and it had fallen^ 
and she had wiikcd, and I was dreaming still — ^when should I wake? 

^‘Yon’ro tired, Joe,” said the Doctor’s voice. Better not trj^ 
to talk — you stay quiet! ” I did so, and went off in a half-drowsy^' 
more mere fatigue than sleep. Beppino showed consideration ds-< 
tentatiously, going out of tho room like a conspirator oppre8SS<j^ 
by sympathy. " * 

Peel better, Joe? ” asked the Doctor a little later. I had rouss^J 
up and gone to tho open window. It looked out over the 
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house top. It was a uuo ciuriy Hummer uay; but very chilly aftc^’ 
Portugal. I listened in vain for the song of Lossie’s birds in 
the greenhouse. The scythe of Samuel the gardener rang as 
Bwath followed swath. Nothing would induce Samuel to uso 
a lawn-cutting machine. Jle was old, he said, and liis scythe was 
going to last him out. So his whetstone still was to Ixj heard 
thinning the old scythe down, and (as 1 have understood) waked 
Beppino too soon, and was a ground of conii)laint. To-day I 
thought how like Time Samuel looked, mowing the lawn near 
the old pear-tree, whose blossoming had como and gone wdiilc I 
was watching tho great white rollers following each other to death 
pn the Atlantic. 1 studied Samuel mowing, and said J felt rested. 
The Doctor was finishing a letter at the table. 

^^1 tell you wh.it, Joe,” said he, pausing l)efore sticking to tho 
envelope, “ that dream of the Poet’s had enrious point He turned 
out on the top of tho rock (you reeolloet) just like a very small 
baby, and the lady picked him up and kisseil him. lie couldn’t 
imdcrstand having a pair of babies’ legs on.” And tho Doctor 
stuck down his envelope and directed it. Then ho continued, “I 
wish that baby could grow. If he wore to get away for a while 
and got shaken out of lamscdf a little it might give him n 
start. At present he consists of ill-developed artist ie familtic's and 
no moral nature to spo.sk of. 1 do not think, whatever any ono 
may say to the eontrary, that living in a circle of narrow-mi ndc'd 
voluptuaries can bo good for any young man — well! he’s five- 
and-twenty, that’s not old.” 

* "It wasn’t his ago I was thinking of. But aro these friends 
of his such a lot of sweeps ? ” 

, " Oh dear, no ! I don’t suppose any of them are half ns grubby 
Its they pretend they are. But they aro voluptuaries for all that. 
i«^They enjoy the confidence of the Muses and can instruct others 
in the ritual of their worship without iuiiiatiim for themselves. 
They take real pleasure in the practices of painting, music, and 
versification, so far as they can be indulged in spontaneously. 
'JSome of them, if they were forced to take pains, would do good 
work in their own way. But they are voluptuaries, and prefer to 
^]fpnjoy the luxury of smatterings to any outlay of effort to attain 
'maturity. What strikes me as oddest about them is the way; 
'in which they ignore the fact that their chief idols, the men 
..whose names are always in their mouths, have attained their own 
^greatness by strenuous and unstinted industry.” The Doctor pulled 
up and took snuff. " I sound,” said he, " like Mr. Barlow delivcr- 
a Popular Lecture on Impostors.” 
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a desiro that Bcppino should go somewhere else. I was a little' 
morose at his having come in at all. The fact is, he was always 
in the way at Poplar Villa. 7 

“Ile^s always talking about going to Italy, but ho keeps put- 
ting it off because it is so important that he should not vitiate 
his present inspirations until their mission has been fulfilled. I. 
don’t exactly know what they arc, but he wishes to keep tho^ 
Aspects of Nature homogeneous until he has finished the Enigmas 
of Aphrodite — I believe that’s to be the title of his great work. 

. The unity of the poem would be impaired if an Italian influence 
crept into the last half. lie entertains no doubt of its power' 
over a susceptible soul like his. Besides, he has never been at; 
sea, and is terrified at the idea of crossing the Channel.” 

“Poor little beggarl I can understand his last reason. Sea- 
sickness is an enigma of Aphrodite no one has ever interpreted.” 

Another thing is that although ho is a very good French and; 
Italian scholar, as far as writing both languages goes, he simply, 
has not a word to throw at a native of either country. He can’t , 
understand what they say, and complains of their pronunciation; 
I don’t believe he’ll ever go unless some one collars him and takes 
him.” 

This sot me a-thinking, and I resolved in my own mind that- 
however little sympathy there was between us, I would collar Bep- : 
. pino and take him away for the Doctor’s sake. I saw it would- 
be a real relief to him. I was even now beginning to fidget abou|'j 
the business which was partly the original object of my joum^v 
to Italy that had ended so disastrously. No one but I cou^!^ 
transact it, as it related to a partnership or alliance between nSj^; 
- own Firm and one in Milan. It was not open to indefinite post^J 
ponement — in fact, tho sooner it was carried through the betters 
I told the Doctor of this idea before I left him. He thought. If 
i really believe, that I was making a great sacrifice. I was Jixi0 
For nothing made the slightest difference to me, one way or 
'.other. • 

When I announced to Mr. and Mrs. Macallister my intentidj^ 
of going to Milan later in the year, and taking the Poet witM 
me, Jeannio said, ‘‘What, that little idiot 1 We shall he able.'t^ 
Jgo and see the Doctor while he’s away, Bobby,” which wad tlM 
.^current name for her husband. Bony muttered something I dids™ 
quite catch, hut I understood it to imply a low estimate of EWiI 
rpassus. 1 told Jeannio that perhaps if they paid Poplar VilM 
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' into the fresh air 9” My suggestion had an clement 



a visit now, she would have a chance of sittinf? for Aphrodite. 

You might got a turn, for IlephfDstus, liony,^’ T added. And 
Jeannie said, listen to her jealous husband growling over llicro. " 
It was Jiko the beasts at the Zoological Gard< ns.’’ 

I spent an e\oning in every week with iny poor old Xatlier- ' 
in-law. If(' was slowly reooveiing some ol his lost ground, but 1 
saw ho would iic\(‘r be himscll! again. I had. how(‘\or, a sense 
of discomfort, not due to this. <luring my visits. 1 1 is ahsolntc e(‘r- 
tainty that nothing c\er ('ould he known on the horeaitir (inostioii 
was iiainful to me, and T ntwer could get him to see that his j>osi- 
..tion claimed powers of jiutgment just as extended as that of those 
, who held the opposite view. I talked to Dr. Tlmrpo about him, 

. end h*' said it wa^^ only Sp( iieer’a legal eaution. I dar(‘ sav,’^ said 
• he, “ Spcneir feds bottled just as much I do, hut he’s afraitl to 
commit hitnsidi and be twitted for rashness h(‘reaitcr if he turns 
out noii-exi'^lenf.’' 

Lossie was to come over to Enghnid this Autumn, bring- 
^ing children for European education. It was only her second 
^return since her marriage. Jt was small allowuneo in over 
eight years. But this time Sir Hugh was coming with her 
.for a long spoil — peihaps not to r<‘1nrn at all. The first time 
(which you may remember was during my real engagement— 
>the second one' — with .Taney) lie was a very short lime in hi» 
native land. This time they were to slop In Italy during tho 
‘Winter, to soften the severity of tho ehiinge, and eonu' on to 
^ngland in the Spring. It was something, at any rate, to look 
Jforward to — in fact, ^‘Lossio again’’ was almost the only antioipa- 
I dwelt on with pleasure. I had, however, misgivings that 
might build too much on it — and that it might turn out a dis- 
appointment. Things did, very often! T must ho prepared for 
'^^ange. But then it would not matter if it were only in the 
,teme direction as the change I had seen Ixiforc. 
ft 1 don’t think I can havo been influenced by tho chance of seeing 

R a bit earlier, in my decision to go to Milan in the Autumn, 
le I made that decision when Dr. Thorpe talked about get- 
leppino abroad. The first announcement of their &chf*mo for 
ig in Italy was in Lossie’s letter replying to mine about tho 

to the date of my going, that of course depended on the 
ky of Beppino’s inspiration. It was certainly impossible 
iplete the last enigma of Aphrodite within two months; and 
we should have to wait for the end of the gnat heat. It 
vst as well not to be hurried, and wc should be sure of a 
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calm Channel, croBsing towards the end of August If it had been 
the Northwest Passage the Poet could not have made more fuss 
about it. Certainly it was very curious how a man (I had to 
remind myself that he was one) whoso experiences had gone so 
far in some directions should bo so childish in others. 



CHAPTER Xim 


How Janey's piano was to bo kept in tune. IVau Schmidt. Tho Waldeteis 
Sonata Tho Frau misleads Beppino. Who Miss Sib} 1 Fuller Pcrcoval waa. 
Tho golden bead m the liumau ciuciblo. Tho Kim ardineshiro Joint-Stock 
Bank. How about tho Doctor's heai t ? 

The conscientious thoroughness with which Janoy had put her 
affairs in order before starting was a great relief to mo in 
the rearrangement ] had to make after my return. Even that 
excruciating experience, tho dispo-^al of the wardrobe, was in a 
great measure spared to me. She ha<l given away almost all 
the clotlies left out after packing for tho journey — and what were 
left were chiefly new things I did not as^f>eiato with her. My 
stepmother saw to their disposal, and I made no encpiiry. I per- 
suaded i^heenor, as I continued involuntanly to call her, to occupy 
the house provisionally, as I did not look favourably on tho idea 
of letting it, and it Avas much too big for me. At tho same 
time, although 1 liked to tliink of it as still tcnanknl, and main- 
taining somewhat of continuity in my eonneetion with Chelsea* 
I could not bring myself to live there, and divided my life about 
equally between the !Macallisters and Dr. Thorpe, and (when I 
could get away easily from the works) Jancy^s old homo at Hamp- 
stead. 

I clung to the idea of keeping the house in statu qvo, or rather* 
perhaps I should say, shrank from the task of dispersing its con- 
tents or moving them elsewhere; hence any little thing that spoke 
of its still being in use was congenial to me, I can recall espe- 
cially, on one roasting afternoon in July, as 1 passed my own 
house on my way to the Macallisters, what pleasure it gave mo 
to hear the piano-tuner tuning Janey^s piano by contract. If 
there had been the slightest neglect of that contract I should* 
have written instantly to Broadwood that I regretted to find* 
etc. So my pleasure was not solicitude about tho piano. It wag 
the coming on it accidentally ; and tho air of life it gave to the 
house that made it so agreeable to me. 1 let myself in with 
my latch-key, and talked sympathetically with tho operator, treat- 
ing the welfare of this piano (which no ono ever played on) as 
the first object of human effort, whatever the next one might be# 

887 
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'^We r^ted a kind of chorus of indignant hostility to damp* We 
i lamented that this particular piano should be so seldom played 
? on; not because of the interest of listeners or performers, but 
« because it lost pitch. Our conversation seemed to assume that 
;''the final end of music was the perfect condition of musical instru- 
ments. It sanctioned Mozart and Handel and Bach, as supply- 
, ing thorn with a raison iVHre, but implied that the equilibrium 
. of perfection was to be found rather in their pcrlett readiness 
‘ for use than in any results that would accrue trom it. Even the 
1 book-collector is not more callous to the contents of a book than 
; a truly professional piano- tuner to a Sonata. 

So when J dwelt with regret on the silence of the instrument, 

« whose sweet little luniinors romaimd for ever in rank, while each 
'i might Im' longing to share chords and assist in the resolution of 
discords, and •^liow superhuman dJacrity in response' to magnificent 
^execution — niv friend was only inclined to s\mpatlii/c under rcs- 
^ ervation. Still, coiieession was permissible to human weakness; 

< and he \i(nt so far as to lemark that it was a good pianoforte, 
J^and no doubt there were people who would like to play upon it. 

> Ho had been tuning an old piano in Beaufort Street that aftcr- 
^ poon. It ^vas quite past use, and its owner was a lady who 
"couldn’t go to expense. F don’t know that he meant this lor a 
hint, but r took it as one, and asked him to give a message to 
,tho lady, placing my piano at her disposal, subject to conditions 
: about time. She called ni'xt morning, and Phecner made stipula- 
^tions ae<w<lingl,>. 

I did not want to make this lady’s aequaintance, or anybody’s. 

' But 1 ionnd a ceitaiii selfish satisfaction in thinking that there 
fwas a small fraction less of discontentment in the sum of human 
misery — owing to J aney’s piano. I remember how onec when Janey 
5 had a bit of sticking plaster on a cut finger, she said: ‘‘My poor 
piano! How it must bo swearing at that broken wine glass!” 
'^The oviclcneo of her existence to the senses of the piano had been 
5 withdraw u again; and from myself also this time. An equivalent 
Iwas now supplied to the piano. There was none for me. 

' My own love of music had never been more than negative. 
liked hearing ffauey piny when I was smoking, but onlv went , 
to concerts on lier account; or liecaiiso a friend among the per-^*I 
[formers had sent tickets. Yet I suppose I was roallv just as ; 
Jnusioal as the public, though much less numerous. The public " 
can show its well-balanced mind— one-half going to an entertain- 
jtaent, the other stopping away, I was too self-contained 



that> but had I been divisible I fancy one of the halved would havtf* 
gone to every Monday Pox). For in those days there were Mon*^ 
day Pops. i 

Being, then, this sort of ambiguous half-lover of music, 1 waa^ 
arrested opposite my own house on another later, even holler, July 
morning by tht» sounds that came from JaiieyV piano. Certain 
caiiarh^s were in competition or anxious to aeeonipany; and a 
parrot was eloquent close by, hut was not speaking to the* point. 
Street-eries made other interruptions in counoetiou with i)eas and 
new potatoes. But tlm music had the beat of it. 

When a tooth that Lis ached for days is ‘^luhlenly touched with 
some etFeotive anodyne, the incredible rest is good at (he moineni, 
even though the torment ho sure to conu' back. When a heart 
has ached for uiontlH, and for sheer weariness is ready to welcome 
any alh^viatioii, howevtr ‘-mall, a strain of music we might scarcely 
notice at another tiim* may bo a relief. This music somehow 
relaxed the tension of tluit web of pain that I spoke of before, 
just after tlie wreck, ft had remained ever since — ^iiow more, now 
less — but always tin re I 

As 1 stood vvat<‘luug the red siil of a barge droj)ped to lu'gotiate 
the centre span of the old wooden bridge, and saw the barge 
jam itself across two piers, and make up its mind to wait for 
the n<*xt tide, it daw’md slowly in my s(*nii-nmsieal bruin tliat 
the little haminors must !>(» very glad of this new activity. How 
they must be rejoicing over impulses they had iwwv fidt the like 
of I In a few moments 1 was almost w^onderiiig if it was really 
' a human hand that could do it^ Had it a thousand fingers, and 
' a heart in every finger? — ^T)id each little hammer say at each 
; note, T have recorded in a sceoml a world of loves, a‘?pirations, 

" and longings; a hnmlred tales of skies and seas, of piled-np 
■ clouds and driving foam; of tlie cry of tlw' Earth for the Hawn, 
,and the lament of Hesperus in the flame of tlie sunset; and 
J I am ready to do so again the moment Frau Schmidt says ‘ go ! ^ ” — 
For Schmidt was the name of the lady wdio had borrowed 
iJaney^s piano, and that was what her magic hand was do- 
iing with those little hammers. Each single note said all that 
^ could be said — all that the most exacting (*ould ask — of love and 
and the great interminable universe. Each one, as its chancO 
l^came round to speak, said it again and again, and each as it 
I spoke said too that the end of it all was Death. Tlieri* is no 
i life but dies, no love but ceases, no sun but shall some day 
5?grow cold and be left an ash in dark space. I stood and watched 
.^^e dronning red sail of the boat, and my heart pleaded with the 





piliusic for a respite. But the music only said again, if possible/ 
f more beautifully, all it had said before, and gave no hope. 

Stopl What was that? A sudden voice of triumph crying - 
fbut through the bewildering vortex of resonances — a sound aS ^ 
^though the morning stars sang together and the sons of God/. 
- shouted for joy. And then again — and then again! I stood and 
listened, and lived in the music. Why would it persist in Death " 
after such a cry as that? I stood and listened and longed for 
it to come again. . . . There! 


r And I heard what it said so plainly that its repetition made 
sentence in my cars. Stop — stop — stop! You^ro quite mis- , 

: taken. Stop — stop — stop! I know you’re wrong.” And when, 

; a day or two later (for 1 was due at the works that time) I sought 
Frau Schmidt’s acquaintance, I was able to make her understand, 
by repeating that sentence, that it was the Waldstcin Sonata I was 
' asking for. 

; I could tell how tall and broad Frau Schmidt was, by re- 
sorting to a yard measure, but I don’t think my resources 
in language are equal to describing how ugly, nor how rude* 
But what did that matter ? Tho moment she had dusted the 
piano-keys and cracked her fingers, one know what was com- 
f ing; and in a minute it came and the whole world was cnchant- 
; ment. She spoke English very fluently and without more Ger- ' 
( man accent than was natural; but contrived to select phrases no// 
; Englishwoman would use. I shall play to you a great deal 
very often,” said she. ^‘And you shall find my choosings of 
I'piusique to your satisfaction.” I did, and I considered that I 
indebted to Frau Schmidt for an introduction to BecthovenV-!' 
^;and have ever since regarded the latter as being not so much a. / 
J Composer as a Eevelation. His music always seems to me to , 
5 express everything that I can understand, and to supply exhaustivd|; 
/ conclusions in all the crucial questions of life and death; and| 
^',1 am satisfied that, when I don’t understand, it is my faulti^J 
fvaot his. 

5 ^ Very likely tho foregoing may seem strained and exaggerated^ 
~but wait till you have undergone such tension as mine had 
f and you may judge otherwise. For my part, I merely write 
t/3fecollection. 

'fxk Anyhow, music was a great consolation to me at this tim^| 
'k and I felt no sort of new trouble because I heard it in a desof J 
I lated home. So long as I could shirk getting up in the momins^ 
!/and coming down to a breakfast table there with no Jani^^ 



'not 80’ mucl^^aind ^ 1^ 

',%eni bankrupt during the night, but I made. up the books apd;^ 
'^aa ready to face my creditors by tea-timo. Then very frequent.^ 
/ippointments ensued for Frau Schmidt; and Jeannio and Bony/J*! 
||ind even more, came in. And then the Frau, after grunting *4 
l^at every one, and insulting selected objects of contumely, would "J? 
^ crack her hands backwards and suddenly let Heaven loose. How 
often I said to myself after some perfectly convincing phrase of 
Beethoven, “Of course if that is so there can bo no occasion to " 
worry.” It could not be translated, naturally, into vulgar Gram- - 
mar and Syntax; but it left no doubt on the point, for all.:!^ 
that. 

I am very glad that I was cautious and did not give Bep- 
pino a general invitation to Frau Sclimidt’s recitals. For when 
he came, his c<jnduct left much to desire the absence of. He 
tecognized Mozart, Bach, and Handel as friends of his boyhood 4 
whom he had outgrown ; but who deserved recognition. Ho closed 
his eyes and pawed his fat hand to the tuno as one who sane- 
tions and forgives familiar simplicities in a rudimentary art. He ]- 
derived as keen a satisfaction from this assertion of his maturity / 
as ever the Art-Critic did who invented primitives. Why ho found 
it a gratification to his vanity and a means of affirming free- 
masonry (or trying to) with the Schmidt over our heads and to 
oup exclusion, I can't imagine. But he did, and then made a 
^ merit of concession to Beethoven and Schubert. He elbowed ub 


?all into the background, and shared the whole proscenium with 
the German lady, who I think at first accepted Master Beppino /:;* 
as a reality. But a Nemesis was awaiting him ; for in his anxiety’ tf; 
to arrive at the pinnacle of Wagner, he forgot that he was not^ 
acquainted with all the works of that composer, and laid him-^;| 
Belf open to detection. When the Frau (in whose face I saw sus-'^| 
picion) asked him if he knew the Grossgdnserichslied my German ‘ jl 
scholarship was enough to make me smell a rat. Beppino waa!^ 
taken in and asked for a little, to see if he knew it. The Frau-’^^ 
^complied, though she said that without a full orchestra it could^^ 
‘not be understood. It appeared to consist of a maelstrom o£|S 
aurgings and rumblings, quite in the lower half of the keyboard; :^ 
and getting distinctly worse. The performer seemed to recognize'^J 
'1^ fact, and suddenly administered the top-note of the instm-^| 
quite by itself, like a pill, and it didn't seem to act. On 
^the contrary, the symptoms became alarming, and had to be^jll 
|treated with a second dose, this time two very high notes, with^'l^ 
|pq better result. Just as the time seemed to be coming round- i? 
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for a tWml, tl» Frao atoppod ahd said she couldn’t recolfect any 

more. 

’ If licppjno ivuuld only havo loft it ahnio, none of us would 
, over lia\<' Kinhsid. Hut hu ptiM^ud in linakinj' into our sub- 
‘y» fiCHiijtaU nt of ('hopiii op. hy introduoiiif^ disoussion 

of tin* (tro'iSf/nnsf ndislti d b(*tu(<‘ii tin* niovcinont’s. llis atlrnira- 
^ lion of it vv.i‘i rapturous, lit* <viii pititioind tlu‘ Frau to repeat 
n few Imis, ill coiitrasl with somi* plin^is jii op. 100. Hut his 
anri/eini ii( jiiul di'^^u-t w« ut alniost to a luirsl of Uars when 
the ladv s.uM impatnnllv* “I iMiinot npc.il that sliift. It is 
not Wj«»icr; 1 make n all iin’^dl Y(>u au lh( ‘t'nat (lander/ 

^ Afr, Tlioipt.” She woiihl not k t him oil, but 1 don’t think it was 
(piilo fair lf> H< [ipMio. 

He was viry inp^ isoni<» about it, :ind fori^ol tint it wasn’t luy 
fault. Fv( ti if jf had Iwi fi, I torisidtr that the J\)( t’s chain of 
iiiftreiue was ru'f wariantul. Il is not luec^sanlv true that a 
person who lllIMl(^^d^ vou about VV'apiur dcxsii’t want vou to f^o 
lo Italy uith him, Ih ppmo iumpK pidhd his nioustaeho out by 
the loots (U( r it. *^()f (ouim‘ vou iliink na* a thni fool, Jiivcnco/^ 
said he. ** Hut 1 tloii’l want to hi a haw lo aiiyhodv. And I’m 
not siin‘ that it’s pood for me to to Italy just yet. 1 have 
to I'ofi id< r M V VVoik ’’ 

“My dear Hi ii.” I lemotiMr ited, “don’t he a little jackass. I 
was talkiie^ to Mad<imo Sdiuiidt ‘ihout it, ami she sa>s no human 
cnature loidd possibly hiye known that what she played wasn’t 
a v» raon ot Wapinr. No on<» could s,iv anvlhlii^r at all with 
^ certainty about an imitation ol a tidl orehestra on a pi mo.” I 
sliirn d oyv r the' fail that Htppino's blunder had not been in 
nof know 5m' tint it aviwiV Wiuncp, hut in ^rnetm^ it with ac- 
^ clamalioin due to undoubted anthenlieity. I assund him that 
the lady had slatid, with eynknl sc*If-satisfaetion, that it was a 
^<#slc*fri r” unit iti -n, and dm hid “diud it on Makarotfsky,” and 
he had 1 h'« ii “ da^'c'ii in.” I km w 1 had j^rot this name all wrong, 
but that it wouldiri matter, as Heppino would newer question 
anything pbiusibh* 11.' was mueh app.Msed; di-cerning a re- 
covery of solf-n-poct for himself in his groat fellow-victim, whom* V 
ho ncoeptod a hou<hf ouinb\ Hut 1 think what assuaged him too 
was my exaggeration of the Fiaus very slight German accent. ^ \ 
8lu‘ was. after all. only .i Fort'igiier; why should Balham fret, or 
tJppc'r Tooting ? 

<<Wc'll.” saitl Dr, Thorpe, when T rejoined him in the library 
after this oouversatimi with Heppiiio m the old nursery, “has the 
Poet come to his senses— or their substitutes ( ” 


%■ 




* "H^?8 oom6 out ot his uon-^neds,’^ said I, t davesajr 

woiu’t go back. I’ve told Anne to pack his things for him, and 
I’ll <K>me down on Monday night to take him away in tho morn^ 
ing. I hope to goodness tho wind won’t blow ! ” 


I made all arrangomonts for Frau Schinidl to eontinn(‘ to enjoy 
. her privilege of llie last six weeks, sinr dir; saiil gt>od-bye to 
Jeannie and Jioiiy and the babies ; paid Ilanii»si<*ad a fan*well 
: visit; and w(‘nt over Poplar Villa on the Monday to get a 
really oonifortable chat with Dr. Thorpe Ix'fore starting iit‘xt day. 
After dinner we settled down to cofTee, smoke, and ri*(*apilulation 
in the Library, as of old. “Pm glad the Poet has gone to this 
farewell dinner at the Fuller Pereevals,” said he. “ W<‘ enn ho 
snug and enjoy ourselves. I am really sorry for that hoy. I keep 
watching for any sign of coming maturity in him, and oidy mei»t 
disappointment. It may come some <lay. Perhaps Sibyl Fuller 
Pereoval will make him grow'.'’ 

^‘Oh, that’s what it is, then!” said T to mvsidf. And then aloud. 

Sibyl TAdlor Pereoval. A pretty name, anyhow I And they live 
I' in Park Lane, I understand t ” 

[ "They live extremely well in Park Lane. And (spially well 
f at Acres, which is their Sornersetbhire rosldencn^ And I believe 
they undergo very f(‘w privations at Ciaigsellar, wlu<*h u their 
deer-forest in Perthshire; though it is a m(*re shoot iiig-hox — 
^ according to Peppino’s report. Even whc'ii they have to rough it 
in Paris or Vienna they manage to come pretty well off for 
W champagne and delicacies. Hut they detest th(» World and its 
P vulgarities; and are distinguished from tho remainder of tho 
Court-Guide by their Arcadian simplicity and devotion to Nature 
^d Art, especially Art. All their tastes arc artistic.” 

"Including champagne and delicacies^” 
t "Certainly. Peppino assures me that the old gentleman ifl 
superior to Bacchus, and that his love of dry Alonopok^ is a 
0 Spiritual instinct. The daughter’s love of dress is not due to 

wish for admiration, or any personal feeling at all. ft is an 
feStttiate love of beauty, and its development is among the higher 
I'^dtrties of life. Miss Sibyl doesn’t neglect them, and runs into 
l^^faundrcds over dresses from purely Artistic motives.” 

^ Is she a beauty herself? ” 

" She is — ^biit it is a beauty of a higher type than the common 
pl^oart. You and I are too banal (that’s the word) to understand 
' It takes a Poet with a big P, or an Artist with a big A, 
lilb'do that” 



^ Are ihere any brothera } Is she the only daughter f ’’ 

“ She*s the only child.” 

«Hol” 

“Why did you say ‘IIo’?” 

“ Oh, for no particular reason.” 

“ People don’t say ‘IIo’ for no particular reason, Joe. How- 
ever, I’ll tell you wily you said ‘ IIo.’ It was because you thought 
perhaps this girl loved Beppino, and tliat more would come of 
it. But 1 don’t believe it will. If 1 did, I should go straight 
to old Gaffer I^ercevul and give him a hint about the young man’s 
character. I would ^ Joe, though he’s my own Son! 1 assure you 
I’m in earnc'st. But, good Lord! It’s as safe as tlu' Bank. Why! 

« — the girl will have iifty thousand a year! That sort don’t marry 
Parnassus — eh, Joe?” 

“Doesn’t it^ It can afford Parnassus.” But the Doefor, after 
looking uneasy for a few seconds, said: “Oh no — oh no — stuff 
and nonsense I Thing’s impossible.” lie then had a good pinch 
and a long sneeze, before ho resumed tlie Subjoet, 

“You know, Joe, I shouldn’t have liked tho job of sketching 
IMastc'r Joey to his future father-in-law ! ” 

“Has there been anything since that Thoriibcrry business?” 

“1 couldn’t say. I am a coward, and would rather not know. 

I find it difficult to excuse myself, but then, look you! lie’s the 
last one here, and he’s Lossio’a boy I Wliy, remember tho ridiculous 
small Baby that fctehcnl y'ou in at that door and got under the 
tabic. And then we did the Euclid. Tie’s little Joey still, and 
I can see it as plain ns possible. His Corpse has overrun him, 
and the poor Baby Ghost has never a chance. ITis intellectual 
powers and his carcass have grown. But his Self — ^no ! It’s little 
Joey still — that preposterous kiddy-widdy.” * 

And I saw tho Doctor’s face beam in the flicker of , the firelight 
(wo lilwd the half dark to chat in), as ho thought lovingly of the 
baby of iho years gone by. What would Lossio feel about that baby 
when she eamo to see him, this time? At any rate, she knew, 
nothing about his follies — and never would from me. Then 
wont off thinking about Lossie, and her farewell to me on 
wedding-day. When she came back four years later, I had not-f 
wanted her as sorely as I wanted her now. She had presented.'^ 
herself to me as a new person, but with the force of sisterhd6df^ 
If I dreamed about her then, Janey came into tho dream and oaiM J 
celled all else. So 1 thought back into tho older years, whesrd 
memory lived in no terror of the awful night of the wredc. 
(vondered if I should really meet her in Italy. I was temporai^j 




lit witfi pain until ahe taSbould come as a reinforcement. Then ' 
]E urould have it out, and be victorious. Or rather I was like one 
retains his breath iii e lon^? dive, and every second expects 
ijio air. Lossie wonia come, and I should then get at a modus 
i^vendi, for the rest of tlio time. If I had known how long tho 
lame was to be, and how lonely, should I have dared to face it? 

All’s to come right in the end, Joe, bo sure of that!” And 
the Doctor’s voice struck into my reverie like the phrase in tho 
Waldstein Sonata. “ I don’t mean, you know,” he went on, “ that 
WiS shall meet corrected and improved editions of each otlier here- 
after, in a corrected and improved place, from which all the l^easts 
and fools, who have not been corrected and improved out of all 
knowledge, are excliulod by a Creator who might have had con- 
sideration enough for them to let them be — doing no more harm 
than any other l)caat or fool who has never eomo into existenctd 
I believe I describe very fairly many people’s idea of a selected 
hereafter. But I <lon’t mean any such thing. I mean when I 
say all’s to come right in the end, that it will do so in some 
sense absolutely inconceivable by us — so inconceivable that the sim- 
ple words I use to express it may then have ceased to mean 
anything, or anything worth recording, to our expanded senses. 
To a mind that conceives this degree of Inconceivability, it seems 
merely common sense and common prudence to leave it all in God’s 
hands.” 

^^But,” said I, “there must bo some residuum of the rubbish 
of our thoughts and perceptions that will hold good throughout 
for this state and the next. There must be a golden bead at tho 
; bottom of tho Crucible.” 

; course there is,” said the Doctor. “Love is tho golden 

‘bead at the bottom of the Crucible. But love isn’t thought or 
^rception or even passion, in the ordinary sense. It’s God knows 
'^hat ! I give it up. But it’s a breath of fresh air from the highest 
yHeaven brought somehow into the stuffy cellar of our existence. 
life the flash of light that strikes on tho wall of the tunnel our 
|;^in is passing through, and shows ua the burst of sunshine that 
coming.” 

again as he spoke, 1 heard the phrase of tho Waldstcin 
ata. And I thought to myself, how simple it all was, as stated 
Jf^'Beeihoven; how complex when rendered by what my father 
have called poll-parroting. Though truly Dr. Thorpe’s poll- 
filSmting seemed to me to go very straight to the point. 

S.^*As fop Joey,” continued he, going back to our penultimate, 
^ his hesitating tone again, “ he’s had much too easy a time 



'Kope^ii^ trill 'i]4i||^Sl^ 

;: ’grow» what 1 mean is 1 hope a disappointment’s brewing for hj^ 
in that quarter. Only I doubt his being capable of forming ah 
attachment the frustration of which would do more than wound 
his vanity. That might make him worse instead of bettor. His, 
best chance would be in real trouble. You see, Joe, one of my 
theories, about soul-growth, is that pain of ono sort produces it. 
Perhaps 1 should rather say that certain circumstances pro- 
duce forced growth of the soul, and wo call the effect on our- 
selves pain. We can’t tlie least analyze the sensations which a , 

great loss ” Tho Doctor stopi)ed suddenly in the middle of his | 

sentence. “ There — there ! ” said he, “ I was quite forgetting. 
But you forgive me, my dear boy; I know.” He interposed a 
pinch of snuff, and shied from off his topic. “What is the Ger- 
man lady who plays the piano Did you ever find out more 
about her?” ? 

“IVc not asked questions — I had just heard about her before > 
the piano-tuner mentioned her — or T might have been afraid to i 
ask lu'r round. But go on. Doctor, whore you left off — ‘We can’t \ 
analyze the sensations a great loss produces ’ — ^Dr. Thorpe looked \ 
intuitively at me for a couple of seconds — then decided to go \ 
straight on. ^ 

“ Produces, bccaiisc we can’t localize it. Tt is not our body . 

tliat is suffering, nor onr mind, which often remains quite col- 
lect and intact. It is, briefly, our Self. And it is in moments ^ 
of greatest suffering, of that sort, that we feed most keenly that 
wo have a Self, that is neither mind nor body.” lie stopped, and'; 
then after a pause said, “This is vivisection,” and T answered,/' 
“I prefer it.” I am not cooking tho conversation, but giving h,,' 
V word for word. The operator, however, seemed less ready th^^ 
the 8ubj*ect. I did not want him to flinch from his analysis. , So;? 
I went on with it myself. 

“When I beg.an to recover consciousness — well! let me thinfej- 
— what did I feel? I myself was perfectly free from suffering^/ 
and recollection alike. I only wanted to be left unconscious. 

I wanted to say to them was, “For God’s sake, don't T Thonll^t 
spoke, and thought it was Lynraonth over again. But I 
recollect that. I was told after. Then T had a long half-stupe|i^5^ 
tion, in which I waited for the man T should be obliged to bo-^olp 
remember something I dreaded. That’s the nearest 1 can go 
Then I began to suspect that Dr. Thorpe imagined he 
touched too roughly on the siibject, and believed I was ma 
a parade of my readiness to talk of it in order that he might'l^ 



«. 'i^ '••'i/*-'' ' jV^i.<i_]j- -' ll iiL'ii'j-. 


mm^tf/ ' Perhaps* bfiit^^ the post 

ijiade an interruption. The Doctor opened a variety of letters 
a^d enclosures, and I filled a fresh pipe and went on smoking 
jiS silence, till the letters should be done with. 

' . “ Violet and her husband are duo next week in Bruton Street. 
Sou’ll just miss them, Joe. Like to see her letter? — ^Now what’s 
this one? Will I subscribe to the Home for Indigent Well-Oou- 
n^oted Valetudinarians and Hysterical Diacliargvd Female Con- 
victs? No — I won’t ” 

' ^^You made that up, Doctor.” 

-"Well, my dear boy, it’s very near. Now what’s Ihis? Another 
letter from the Dumfries and Kincardinoshiro Joint-Stock Bank. 
Do you know, Joe, I’ve been pelted with letters and* statc'rnmils 
about that Bank — it’s gone smash and ruined all the shnrcholde.rs. 
I’m sorry for them, but why did they send to me? 1 can’t 
imagine. / can’t help them!” 

. Let’s have a look,’’ said L And the Doctor tlirew me over tho 
papers. I eauglit iliem, and he opened another l(‘1(er. 

‘^Woll — that’s a good joke!’,’ said be, presently. “You remem- 
/ her Thistlethwayte ? ” I couldn’t, however. 

‘ “ He was that Perfect Lubricator chap. Well ! 1 le’s got liold 
of a rich man who wants to found a Chair of Perpetual Motion 
an some University, here or in America, and he’s to be the first Pro- 
fessor. Isn’t that funny?” 

^ “ A — ^ycs. But I was looking at these Bank Failure things. Arc 

; 'you quite sure you never had any shares?” 

\ f Quite sure. I never knew anything of it.” He was evidently 
A quite unconscious of any connecting link. 

,;'’:v“What about the perpetual motion man?” said I. “Is ho 
'lining to found the University as well as the Chair? ” 

have to. But then he can work in some other chairs 
same sort, a Professorship of Quadrature of the Circle? 
%,Hov^would that do? Or a .chair of Omniscience? One of Aero- 
'^^fation would be too reasonable. And one of Transmutation of 
.jKetals ” 

„ the Doctor stopped suddenly, and lay back in his chair 



in long breaths and blowing them out sharply. “It’s 
’ said he; “it ’ll be over directly.” Some whiskey was 
to be made into toddy on tho tabic, and T made him 
a little. It made him recover his colour, which had gone 
iier rapidly out of his face and hands. In about a quarter 
■^fin hour he seemed all right again. 

J^often have little upsets of that sort,” he said. But it made 
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could not help feeling uneasy about. I slipped liie papers un 
noticed into my pocket and kept the conversation to cheerful sub 
jocts, such as Lossie’s arrival, the possibility that she might reman 
in England for good, and so forth. We chatted on very cheer 
fully till \vc were interrupted by the Poet, almost wild with pani< 
because the wind was blowing a gale — so he said! I went oul 
to sec, and came back saying that it wasn't a gale — it was 
a hurricane and was just from the worst quarter. “Never mind. 
Bop,” said I, “you know you've only got to swallow a quart oi 
salt water, and then you'ra sick and never feel any unpleasant- 
ness after.” A further statement that people had been known tc 
bring their toes up, inside out, excited his suspicion. “I believe 
you're humbugging, Juvence,” ho said — “I really do — ^Now 1 
say, reely, aren't you?” And I admitted that it was the case, and 
observed that it was a balmy summer night. “ There now,” said 
he, “ you're going all the other way round now. One doesn't know 
where to have you sort of cheps.” And he went to the window 
and put his hands out to sco if it was blowing great gtins. 

T persuaded him to go to bed, as a good long sleep (I said) kept 
off seasickness. And as soon as the Doctor retired, I made a 
packet of the Bank Papers with a letter to my father-in-law, 
asking him to find out if anything concerned Dr. Thorpe. I wasn^t 
easy about them, but could not see anything in them myself. I 
posted them next day at Charing Cross, when we were in course 
of departure. 

Thus it came about that Beppino and I were actually crossii^ 
from Dover to Calais. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 


, Beppino as a mariner. Paris at Paris. Tho Jonrncy to Italy, liloraenco 
Pellegrini. But no Janoy now. Beppino carries off Joe’s trunk to Florence ; 
whereof tho engraved uamo causes much miBapprohension. 

Lest I should seem to write with undue irritation about my 
namesake, I may remind you that I now look back at him through 
events I have not yet related — events not of a sort to appeal to 
leniency. You know nothing of them. 

I felt very tolerant at the time of our start. Only the child- 
ish part of him came to the fore. There were no interesting 
' girls in the train, whom he could have snapshotted (as the phrase 
is nowadays) as models for any repulsive female in History or 
Mythology. So his manly qualities kept in tho background. Ho 
was so anxious to know about tho cross-channel passage that ho 
inquired of railway porters at stations on tho way down whether 
the sea was rough. He tried to do it in an incidental careh^ss 
way, as an old sea-salt who was above suspicion of basins. Tho 
referees replied, unfeelingly, ^^Can’t say, I’m sure. Sir” — except 
ono‘ who testified to having heard say that they was expecting 
-a gale at Brighton. This terrified tho Poet, who passed tho rc- 
fmainder of that railway-carriage in catechizing a very stout old 
'lady and an intelligent spinster concerning seasickness, its cauao 
and cure. Tho trying crisis of arriving quite close to tho ter- 
xible ocean and not seeing it, was passed through in dumb silence, 
and then, as tho train sauntered easily into the harbour-siding, 
arm-in-arm (or handle-in-arm) with a row of porters it recognized 
"on the way, peace came to tho soul of the Poet, and swagger 
(and defiance of the billows set in. For not only was the sea 
a Aeet of glass, but expert testimony came from our particular 
Ijporter that we were sure of a smooth crossing to-day; though: 

had been blowing hard in the morning, and he expected a bad 
lliange shortly after our arrival at Calais. This gave us the posi- 
of the most favoured nation, and seemed to call for liberality - 
tips. 

Once safely on board, Beppino strutted about tho deck in a 
^;^li^d railway wrapper, and felt like Francis Drake or Sebastian 

8W 
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Cabot. The tension having: como to an end, he tendered retro** 
spcctivo recognition of former experiences of mine, and reminded 
me 1 was a widower by a certain considerate minor key in his 
voice. ‘‘Of course you’re used to this sort of thing, Juvcnce,’’ 
said ho. J^ut 1 was not tliiiiking on the same line as he, — but 
of how rTanoy and 1 crosbod from Polkestono to Boulogne to go 
to Normandy; and how the sea now was not so blue as then, nor 
the gulls so white. 

By the time we arriv(‘d in Paris the Poet had persuaded him- 
self that he was familiar witli life abroad, lie seemed rather dis- 
concerted at the virtuous duliiesb of the French metropolis, hav- 
ing expected a city on tlui lines of Our Correspondent in the 
morning paper taken in at Poplar Villa. I forget what paper 
it was; hut this eoliimn was redoksit of chie, and can-cans, and 
gay <and lightsome occurrences of every kind; almost always re- 
bulling in dissatisfaction to bomo lady’s Inisband. Wc should 
not have had any excitement at all, if our cochcr had not got 
lo(‘ked into a jam of vehhdes in a narrow street and used 
Very bad laugiiage. The chaos of execration and badinage that 
ensued was, however, only French for what you might hear any 
day in Loudon, delivered more volubly. There was nothing plummy 
or wicked about it. Beppiiio was disappointed, and 1 think rather 
frightened. Ilut lie got some consolation from the many portraits 
of forward young women, all of them evidently no better than 
they or any on<' el«e should Ins who thre^w the whole force of 
their fascinations into persuading you to take aperients. After 
dinner, at the Hotel, wc strolled out and got coffee and cognac 
in the op(‘n, and a very pleasiuit fat woman with an equally 
pleasant fat baby put a little automatic doll to dance on the 
pavement for our delight, and probably remembers us with grati- 
tude to this day. But the multitude of complete families that 
were having, or had had, their evening meal at marble tables in 
the street, seemed a shock to the Poet’s sense of immorality, which 
ho had hoped would be gratified by a visit to Paris. I explained 
to him that the parents never belonged to one another, however 
plausible they seemed. “ In fact,” I said, “ it’s only by the merest I 
chanco a French lady ever marries her own husband.” Boppino^ 
then distinguished that I wasn’t in earnest, and we went into* 
a cafe ohantant to see some real life. An unemployed vivandi^re* 
was singing an arch song too fast for either of us, and occa- ^ 
sionally kicking a Pierrot, much taller than herself, on the head^ 
apparently without difficulty. Nobody could have predicted it of, 
her — she was so very plump. After this it was no great surprise'. 
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that she should climb up him somehow and stand on his head. 
I didn^t like to tell my companion that 1 had gathered from a 
heard word or two that this couple were united in lawful wed- 
lock, and that domestic bliss was the leading idea of the per- 
formance. It was altogether loo respectable. 

Wc had made up our minds to travel all night. But I think 
if I had realized how intensely sleepy a Poet could be 1 should 
have insisted on staying the night in Paris. And not only was 
he intensely sleepy, but he could no more sloop upright tliaii a 
toy-tumbler with a weighted head. JFirst he fell over to the right 
on a pair of Prench honeyraooners who had covered themselves 
with one rug, and who came out to say that Monsieur was iriis 
maladroit. Then when I had pacified them, and got them to bod 
again, Boppino rolled over to the left on a Baron who was har- 
bouring a live fowl somewhere, which had puzzled mo by crow- 
ing at inl(Tvals. As Beppino was only equal to saying, “ Whoo — 
I say! What’s ihc French for ‘sorry’? Jo suis bicn fachd. 
Monsieur,” 1 had to do more apologies. This sort of thing in 
the green-shade darkness of a veiled light, skinned at intervals, 
makes up tlie oppressive life of the nocturnal railway-carriage — 
always to me the worst of all between Paris and Basle. Then, 
as you have just won a position, and are getting a little sloop, 
you shoot into a sudden benighted station inhabited by a for- 
gotten functionary with a lantern, who to annoy you asks to see 
your ticket, and shows indifference when you produce it. And 
you subscribe to the opinion that the Turkish system of simply 
keeping the victim awake is the cleverest torture man has yet hit 
upon. Outside, in the darkness^ the endless yell of the wliistlo 
through the night, and almost before the tink-tink-tirik of the test- 
hammers on the axles has had time to report favourably on one, 
the cry of “Eii voiture, Messieurs, cn voiturc I ” 

Consolation comes at Basle. — Coffee is always coffee abroad 
(though sometimes an appalling calamity in England) and fresh 
trout is a great consolation — ^to those who get it. I wish you 
may, next time you are at Basle. Wo were lucky, and went 
ahead refreshed. Then the Poet, who was very bad about Gor- 
man, wanted to know what a nicht-raucher was, evidently think- 
ing it was the name of a wild beast. We felt emancipated from 
the clutches of the night, and conversed cheerfully. The engine 
began to complain of having to go uphill ; and then towards lunch- 
eon-time three young German Frauleins, who were taking a little 
refreshment to keep them going, suddenly started up shouting, 
" Schau— schau— schau I 



402 JOSEPH VANCE 

And what we were to schau was the Alps. And Janey was not 
with me to see th(;ni. 

Eeppino was on his guard against admiration, and showed such 
watchfulness and discipline that I hoped maturity was going to 
sot in. The amount of cunning he exhibited in the protection of 
his amour-propre was equal to that of a full-grown Critic. The 
Jungfrau (1 think he said) was greatly overestimated; which 
may have been the case, but I have never seen an estimate. But 
li(^ made some concession to the outline of Pilatus. 1 forget 
w'liothcjr the railway wcait beyond Lueernci in those days — I fancy 
it did, but we went by the boat to see the sights. 1 can remem- 
ber Beppino in his secundum arlem suit, very tourist of very 
tourist, walking about the dfjck wdth a double-barrelled telescope 
and a Bacdek(jr, aiid conversing affably with wandering Anglo- 
Saxons until detected and consigned to oblivuon. If he had been 
content not to prelcjid, he might have been that interesting young 
man we met on tlu* boat,” in several English and American families. 
But he preferred to strut, and fell in their esteem accordingly. He 
was much more circumspect when I was in the conversation. He 
was dreadfully afraid of me. 

Wo slopped at Brunnen for the night, and Beppino purchased 
an Alpenstock. My recollection is that there were already somo 
names of inaccessible peaks carved on the handles, which the owner 
would have ascciulc<I if his inclination had been great(‘r, and that 
of the mountain less. I explained to him that it would be no 
use on the diligtuico across the 8t. Gotthard. lie was really re- 
lieved when T told him the road was as clear of dangers as tho 
Old Kent Road, and felt ho could climb imaginary Matterhorna 
in peace. Ills next severe trial was sitting still on the top of 
the Diligence whiles it skidded down dreadful stoops with nothing 
but stone sugar-loaves to prevent its going off the road and over 
a precipice. But a promise of an easier time was at hand, and 
when tho rock tunnel came tliat lets the traveller into a sunny 
Italy, tho Poet felt reassured. 

And then wo descended into Heaven, and at the end of every 
new solo of the skid that shrieked on the wheel the sun 
was warmer. And the Ticino roared and thundered along its 
private road that it has made for itself in all these long past ^ 
ages, and called out to the coach above that it, too, was on the 
way to Italy and was glad. For it had had a hard, cold time 
on those cruel moraines up there behind us, and now the sun 
had set it free. What the Poet made of the music of the cataracts 
below I can^t say; but I was pretty clear it was a hymn of 
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praise to Helios, and that tlio rich p^rapo clusters on the incrons- 
ing vines wanted to join in it audibly, and call attention to the 
benefit they too had received. But practice forbade them — aTid 
they could not oven hold their tongues, having none; even as 
one^s partner at whist has none, and trumps. 

Children are precious everywhere. Even tlie beer-slopped midget 
of the beery vermin of a beery London suburb is precious, and 
one yearns to pick it out of the beer as a ily out of the milk. 
But oh how precious are th(* swarms of babies that come out 
to see the eoacli go by, when it goes by on a stradii, and thi‘y 
come out of casas and quarlieri that their babbo can hardly 
pay the appicoionc of — when their voices are out of all propor- 
tion to their eompact minuteness, and a crowd of llicin bubble 
out music like a grove of nightingales — when, in short, tli(\v ar(3 
bambini! Every little pair of feci seems io be carrying an irn*- 
plaeeable jewel, a germ of endl(‘ss possibilities in manhood, into 
all the dangers and most of the dirt that two recently o])cned 
black eyes can see their way to; every little pair of bands h) bo 
seeking something to put together, or something else to pull io 
pieces. And there are s\ich a many of them, anil they seem so 
cheap ! 

But in that land where we wore they arc not in the mJirket. 
You may, if you like; pick them up and ling them, wliile regri‘t- 
ting their dofectivo hygienic arrangements, but buy them you 
can’t, whatever may be the case farther south. 1 recall two espe- 
cially, somewhere near Bellinzona, close to a water-mill, whero 
we stopped a few minutes, who were engaged thoughtfully on a 
most beautiful mud-pic. I suppose they had seven years hetwoon 
the two. I was fain to pick up the smallest and kiss it. Its name, 
as I learned, was Idoineneo Pellegrini, and its face was solemn. 
It was not alarmed, and returned my attention courteously, print- 
ing off one of its hands on my forehead. 1 was obliged to wash 
it off when we got to Liigano in tlic small hours of the morning, 
I was sorry. He was to mo the baby I should have passed on. 
to Janey when I had done with him, had Janey been there. How 
she would have enjoyed Idoraeneo Pellegrini. 

' But Janey was not there, and I could only half enjoy him by 
myself. I left him and his friend going on witli the mud- 
pie thoughtfully in the valley of the Ticino five-and-twenty years 
ago. Perhaps a baby of his is making a mud-pie there now. 

We got to Lugano, as 1 said, and the sleepiest cameriera that 
ever was waked by an 'ostler shouting Mariuccia to her, and 
banging at her door, came out and got us a candle, and showed 
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U3 a room and forsook us rapidly, leaving us without matches. 
Whereupon the candle tumbled on the ground and we were left 
in the dark in a silent palace, and had to shout to Mariuccia, 
who didn’t hear. However, at last Fiammetta came and rescued 
us, which did just as well. I am ashamed to have to record 
though that Fiammetta boxed Beppino’s ears for him before she 

left. 1 had to explain to him that he was no longer in Eng- 

land. 1 wonder if Fiammetta ever thinks now of that impertinent 
young Signore Inglese, and how the slap resounded. 

Nothing of any interest occurred during the rest of the journey 
to Milan — indeed, if I were asked why I have thought the fore- 
going worth writing I should be puzzled to say. My business 

detained m() in Milan; and in a day or two Beppino was bored, 

and as ho was getting accustomed to his surroundings, and I 
noticed that ho was keeping at a respectful distance from every 
ragazza, L raised no objection to his going on to Florence by 
liimself. But, I say, Juvcnco,” said he, “what am I to do about 
that blessed portmanteau? It’s all ripped open.” 

“There’s a trunk-maker just down by the arches,” said I. 
“You onn say to him, ^Mi occorre rammendaro un haule rotto 
— Holol Sorrento — Subito, suhito!’ Or suppose I come with you 
— perhaps I’d better.” 

“ Won’t the Hotel people got it done for me? ” 

“ Of ooursc they would. But they arc human, and their intcresse 
is for you to stop on. Twig?” 

“What a race of double-dyed scoundrels foreigners arc! But 
you’re a dear good filler, Juvcnce, and you’ll come along with 
ino and explain, won’t you?” 

“With pleasure. Or, atop a minute! Wo ean do better than 
that. You can take my trunk — it’s the same size as yours. And 
I can. easily get yours mended after you’re gone.” 

“Good filler you are, Juvence! Then I can go at once.” 

“Catch the next train — this evening! You’ll just have time to 
dino comfortably if you go now and pack your things into my 
box. I’ll come and see your luggage booked. And I’ll wire now 
to the Minerva at Florence to make sure they have a bed for you. 
Of course they will, hut it’s well to wire. Cut along and get 
packed.” Ife did so, but presently reappeared. 

“T say, Juvence, there’s your name, ‘Vance,’ written large on 
the portmanteau. Shan’t I get in some row about that? ” 

“Not a bit. If any one says anything, pretend you think he 
bclow^^"^^ for una lira, and give it him. But nobody will. They don’t 
at names where tickets are given for luggage,” 
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“Of coarse not!” This was said with a pronunciation which 
implied, “ As if I didn’t know that ! ” 

“Besides you can say it isn’t a name at all — say it’s a place 
— name of your villa residence near Lonclni, They’ll only put it 
down as another forester’s eccentricity. They’ll look on us as 
mere children, and (luilo unaccountable. But tie on a label with 
your proper name on it. They’ll call you Torpay.” 

Which Beppino did, and departed. I wasn’t sorry to be rid 
of him. When he had pone 1 sat in the front pnrdc'n at the 
Sorrento and made tobacco rings from the smoke of a Trabueo, 
and wished twopenny cigars fit to smoke could be had in England. 
A small boy climbed up outside the railings, and lauglied with 
Lossie’s laugh, filling ilie whole place. And 1 pass(‘d him llirongh 
the rails a more substantial meal tluin ho had for some time; 
Janoy would have done so. And this ragazzino ate it all up ns 
he would have oaten it then. But when ho w(*nt away the. song 
ho made to dance <lowu the street with was not wliat he would 
then have made. It was 

“ II signore forestierc, 

II signore forestier— ’* 

and had Janey been there it would have boon la Signora. Tt did 
not add to my sadness, or rny hunger fr)r the end, to think 
all this. It was as it was. Nor was iny longing to sec; Lossio 
crossed by any fear of a counter-clash of two feidijigs. I say 
what I mean quickest when I say that I know wc three knciw 
all about it, and understood. I only looked to Lossie to bring 
me a precious gift of tears I could not get elsewliere. Should 
I meet her in Italy? I went to bed and dreamed of the Baron, 
and the cock that crew all through the night in that miseral)le 
railway-carriage. 

A letter came to me at Milan about five days after, announcang 
the Poet’s safe arrival. I did not fret about him, as 1 knew 
all about the Post-Office in Italy in those days. Probably it 
has improved. His letter said Tuscany had taken the matter of 
his name in hand, and settled it in its own way. He was Van- 
chay, not Torpay, and remonstrance was ineffectual. If he got 
in the thin end of the wedge of explanation with tho Com- 
missioner in the ingresse of tho Hotel, who spoke English, Ger- 
man, French, and Eussian equally well (or ill), the waiter in 
the sala da pranzo came out and undid it all by affirming tho 
accuracy of Vanchay against all comers. And when the unfor- 
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lunate Beppino shouted, as one shouts to him who says ‘‘Ho 
capito” and (as Beppino added) doesn’t capito at all, and was 
beginning to make him see tlic truth of the case, a pestiferous 
cainoricra from the landing above claimed powers of interpreta- 
tion, and cut in with “Thus says the Signore, that one makes a 
sbaglio when one calls him Torpe. He is really Vance.” The idea 
of Beppino’s convulsive elforts to obtain his name, always with a 
rev(*rse result, was laughable enough. He ended his letter by 
saying ho should have to accept Vancliay, as even an Italian lady 
at the Hotel had failed to procure Torpay for him, although she 
spoke English Ihiently. And then it had turned out that she 
herself had misunderstood, and made matters worse! 

“ It’s got grim(;d in now,” wrote ho, “ and I can’t get a chance. 
Howovct, L suppose it really doesn’t niatter,” I too supposed 
then that it really didnb matter. 



CHAPTER XLV 


Joe’s return home. Mr. Spencer and Comto. Ilia bad iicwa about Dr. Thorpe’s 
affairs. A for^otteu Trust fund. The Doctor bankrupt. Lossiu’s return 
from India. 

I UKsoLVEiJ lo SLunik^r about a little in the north of Italy until 
I sl)ould know deiiiiitiily when Lossie and her liiisbinid were com- 
ing. i linihlnd niy business in Alibi n, and not iindiiig anyUiinp: 
very intcrt'sliiig in tlie town, went on to IbM-giimo, lirescin, and 
Verona, idling about void of pur]>o^e; and building on lbi‘ cbaiUM^ 
of Lossic’s arrival. 1 was afraid when sIk^ got to Italy she might 
be tempted (o stop on into the sjiriug. A London winter, after 
the sun-world of tlK3 south, is far from tempting. So J kept on 
hoping to see her in Italy before returning to the laud of bushed 
speech and tied houses and All the Winners. Jlut my hopes were 
dashed when 1 got to Vc‘iiie<\ where I had toUI liouy to send 
letters; as it made the end of a fortnight’s slow progress through 
the above thn*e towns, (ieneral Desprez and Ids family had been 
detained later than was expectxxl, and would md. rt‘ae]i Home, 
where they would stop first, till October. It w'ould not 1 h‘ fair 
to Bony to leave the business so long. So, after a w(3ek in Venice, 
chiefly in a gondola, I cut my own stay short and came hack. I 
should not have stayed so long, only 1 felt I ought t<i consider 
Venice, and give her my valuable company for a w('ek; cjspc'- 
cially as she would n(;ver bo able to iiiidorstand that I ri'ally did 
not care about anyfhinq at all. T remember thinking how ni(*e 
it would be if the Fondaco dei Turchi. some fine moonlight night 
when I passed in a gondola, would fall over and crush m(3 oii<;o 
for all and have done with it. In those days the Fondaco was 
on crutches and seemed on its last legs. It has been sot up 
again since then, without the aid of all the king’s horses and 
all the king’s men, and is quite spick and span. It did not fall, 
and I came back a roundabout way through Trieste, Vit‘nna, Mu- 
nich, and Strasburg — then down the Rhino to Cologne and some- 
how to Antwerp and London by a boat called, I think, the Baron 
Osy. All that wandering left little to recollect, and I was very 
glad when I got hack and was giving the presents I brought with 
me to little Archie and Flixie, Jeannie’s children. 

407 
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I had not been away over a month, and of course I expected 
extraordinary changes on my return. The crowd of events in 
a short tour seems always to imply to the traveller an equal sup- 
ply of incidents at home during his absence. And of course noth- 
ing had occurred. I went the day after my arrival to Frognall, 
and turned into the library, to feel illogical surprise at its identity. 
Mr. Spencer wasn’t back yet, Missus wasn’t up. So I sat down 
in the old chair — ^my first chair in that house — but took out a 
book. 1 did not choose it, but took it up at random. When I 
found it was “Peter Simple” it brought back my first visit, and 
how full of Lossie I was in that schoolboy time. And, mind you! 
I did not remember the non-Lossic part of that visit then nearly 
so clearly as it has come back to me since, while writing this. 
But T read on in “Peter Simple” and came to the old place 
and the explanation of flapdoodle. And I looked up at the little 
mirror on the table — there it stood as of old, on a little base of 
silver-work — ^l)ut tlie room I saw in it was cmi)ty, and when t 
had looked before 1 had seen a little girl — ^lialf shy, half bold 
— approaching circumspectly through scattered incidents of fur- 
niture. Dull and stony 1 sate, and dreamed tlirough what came 
back of our childish talk, till I came to the end, and my memory 
of the little girl used the words I remembered her using again 
so well — her last words to me as hope died in my heart, as I 
fought the waters in vain. “Mind you recollect ” 

Yes — I would try hard to keep that promise. But it was so hard 
not to grieve. If only the tears could come, and I might feel 
less like a dry wood-chip, aching. 

As I write this for myself, not for you, I shall add now some- 
thing you will not understand; an odd experience of a mind 
strained by sore tension, not self-control ling, but forced to take 
its course by stray impulses, coming Heaven knows how! As 
my memory came to “Mind you recollect,” Lossie’s knock at 
the door followed, and she came in and brought again exuberance 
of life, and the idea that all the blinds had been drawn up and 
the sun had come out. I could almost hear again the stimulated 
singing of the bird. The effect upon me was that 1 broke into 
a torrent of tears; — not the very first perhaps that I had shed 
since, but the first of relaxation, almost of luxury. Grief had 
a new form that I could welcome, and I was an aching wood- 


chip no longer. I was grateful for that memory of a girl with 
sunny hair blown across her brow and long lashes to gray-blue eyes 
mat looked so seriously at the boy that once was me. And that 
jjJ^^hing that stood there still, in my memory, finishing that 
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peppermint drop, was Janey, my wife that was gone; that I could 
see and hear no longer; that I had lost touch of in that dark and 
dreadful sea. 

I could say none of this to my father-in-law. It would only 
make him talk about the Choir Invisible and how th(! dead were 
really with us still, only they weren’t, lie had found eonsobition 
among Positivists many years before, and had eommitled hiuiself 
so often to the sufficiency of Comte to a wcll-n’gulaled mind, 
during a period of luippy exemption from home-thrusts ol' Death, 
that he could not well surrender at discretion because was 
hard-hit in his first general engagement. He was (if a ])ers(>]i 
who has not gone nuieh into these matters may V(‘nture on such 
an explanation) an example of a Christian who had endeavoun'd 
to strain off the teachings of Jesus the Nazarene from the scum 
and the dregs of the World and the Churches, and had never 
been able to decide on the mesh of his strainer. He and 1 and 
Janey had often talked vaguely on the subjetd., and lie always 
seemed to me to be endeavouring to find a sieve that would b t 
Christ through, and keep the Miracles out. Do w'hat he would 
the Ecsurroction slipped past. The stone that was rolk^J away 
from the Sepulchre broke a hole in the mesh, and the Cadareno 
Swine found it out and came through with a rush, anil then 
a new sieve had to be provided and the whole operation ri‘p(‘ate(l. 
There was one thing clear, that due account had to be taken 
of what the Laws of Nature would permit. And though Mr. 
Spencer didn’t include them in his own Legal acquisitions, it 
was very well known that they were pretty well known in All«'- 
marlc Street. But personal application (so to speak) fur a ref- 
erence to the original Codex of Nature having led to no produc- 
tion of an attested copy, poor Mr. Spencer was thrown back 
on choosing between the interpretations of the churchi^s (or 
rather an interpretation of some Church) and pure Negation, 
unless some form of compromise could be effected. Tie had si^i^mcd 
to find satisfaction in Comte, though I never could trace out its 
source. His continued adhesion under strain I fedt did him credit, 
and I did not want to disturb it. So when he came into the 
library, and read my thought in ray face, I gratefully accepted 
the way he held my hand and looked at mo as sufficient recogni- 
tion of the past, and let me go on to other matters. He had some- 
thing on his mind to tell me. 

“ You’ve seen Dr. Thorpe, of course, Joseph,” said he. 

No, only my partner and his family so far. I only came home 
yesterday evening.” 
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You were good to come to us first,” he said. “ But the Doc- 
tor will want to sco you as soon as you can go. Of course you 
got my letter ? ” 

‘^No, indeed — no letter has come. What is it?” For I was 
alarmed, naturally. 

^‘It is less serious than wo anticipated,” said he, leaving me 
still in complete ignorance, in his anxiety to minimize some evil 
ho had to tell. 

But what is ? Whai is ? Do for Heaven’s sake, dear Padrone, 
tell me all about it.” This is a name I used to call him by. When 
it began I forget. 

“ I wrote a long letter to Milan to tell you all about it You 
recollect those paiicrs you sent me — the Dumfries and Kincard- 
ineshire Bank smash? Well! It appears that poor Thor])o was 
one of three Trustees for a large sum in Bank Shares, lie had 
completely forgotten it or never knew it. The dividends were 
regularly paid into a Bank. The other Trustees died — one in 
St(*pnoy Workhouse infirmary ; the other I believe was a Mis- 
sionary on the Niger, and a tribe he was converting dined off him. 
Anyhow, the matter wasn’t properly looked after. And so it went 
on for thirty years. An Archdeacon’s widow, who was tlie party 
concerned, ri'ceivcnl her dividends and asked no questions. And 
there wore the shares still standing in the names of the three, 
Thorpe being tlio only survivor, and the estates of the others nil/* 

‘‘But the upshot, Padrone, the upshot? The Doctor never can 
he held liable for this money ! ” 

“I’m afraid!” said Mr. Spencer. “Pm afraid!” And hav- 
ing made his communication, my father-in-law retired into, his 
shell of caution, and would say little more on tlio subject. 

“Wliat’s all this. Doctor, about the Dumfries Bank?” was my 
first question to Dr. Thorpe next day, asked as early as I could 
got to him to ask it, a sliort preliminary for greeting being dis- 
counted. 

“ Money matters, Joe, money matters,” said he. “ Money mat- 
ters don't matter. Don’t let you and me fret about them.” 

“ But how much money is it that doesn’t matter in this case ? ” 

“Never mind, Joe. It will be all right in the end. How did 
you leave the Poet ? ” 

“ Oh, hang the Poet ! At least, I hope he’s all right. Of course 
I’ve heard nothing of him for three weeks. But how much is 
the money? Do tell me about it, Doctor.” 

And thus urged he told me all about it. It was fifteen thou* 
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Band pounds, neither more nor less, for which the failure of this 
Bank had made him legally liable. It was money held in trust 
for a relation, under a Tiuirriago settlement ho had protested against 
being forced into when lie was quite a young man. Ho had 
been under the impression for some twenty years past that tho 
Trust was wound up; and had any change in tho disposition 
of the funds been inadc^ lie must have known, ns his signature 
would have been required. But the dividends had calmly found 
their way to Coutts’s through all that long time, and the lady who 
was their lawful owiuir had receive<l them and i)romotiMl Chris- 
tianity among iho Jews with them, and restored some old churches 
io a condition they had newer been in before. For a long iitno 
past there had beeni (so said jiroplieoy post actum) suspicions that 
the Bank was shaky; and now all that evoryhody would have 
said, had h(j spoken out the secrets of his prophetic lieart, had 
come exactly as he so coiisiderattdy refrained from saying it, and 
the Bank had su<ld(‘nly gone smash. The worst of it was that 
the Doctor was liable as a sharehuld(T in tho Bank, and tho 
liability was not limited. Had bo only had to settlo with his 
cestui qui trusts it would have been easier; but ho and his follow 
shareholders had to face the liabilities, and, to be brief, Ihtj Doctor 
was Bankrupt. 

T don’t blame anybody, Joe,’^ said he, “except my family, who 
took their part in fhiiling and thwacking and drubbing and loot- 
ing a young man of my then age, five-and-thirty years ago, into 
a position he did not understand tho rights of, and for wliieh ho 
W’as totally unfitted, I simply acquiesced in what sccancid to mo 
then a mere formality, a kind of good-natured court(‘sy to a rela- 
tive. I had no idea I was going security for anything, and I 
soon forgot all about it. I haven’t, for twenty ytiars eerlainly, 
been asked to sign any document which would remind me this 
Trust existed. In fact, I thought the whole thing had come to 
an end long ago. The last document I signed probably was a 
request to pay all dividends into my cousin’s account at Coiitts’s. 
The other two trustees seem to have died and made no sign — 
probably they too had forgotten all about it. Spencer says tho 
legalities were improperly managed. Very likely! They often 
are. But that’s no consolation. What docs it matter to me whether 
those Joint-Stock Bank Shares were a permissible investment 
under the settlement? It comes to the same thing in the end. 
I am the sole holder of fifteen hundred ten-pound shares in a 
smashed Bank, and am liable for my share of its creditors’ claims, 
and also for the fund I had in Trust to its actual owner. Spen- 
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ccr says I shall have my claim as a shareholder as well as my 
liability. But that is a will-of-the-wisp 1 Take your hands out 
of your sleeves and open your liiis and don^t glare, dear old Joe. 
It doesn't really matter. All will come right in the end.” 

I suppose the Doctor’s stage-direction to me applied to what 
an Italian would have called an analogous attitude on my part, as 
3 sat facing him in his old chair that turned on its axis. I 
transferred each hand to its breeches pocket, suppressed the glare, 
and spoke. 

“ What is the end? The Bankruptcy Court'll ” 

“I believe I shall have to attend at that Court and make affi- 
davits. And Poplar Villa will be put up for sale. Probably 
Nolly and Vi and Loss will buy it and its contents and let 
me remain on as a caretaker. I wondcT if the court compels sale 
by Aaietion — ^blest if I know ! ” And the Doctor took a very long 
pinch, and seemed to enjoy both it and his prospects. 

‘‘But,” he went on, that's not the end I was referring to. — 
When that will come 1 don’t know. Probably all will be much 
Tighter than anything we can imagine within a reasonable time, 
say a million years. Then wo can settle down comfortably to the 
enjoyment of Eternity.” 

“All right, Doctor. But what do the others say about it?” 

“ Vi lays claim to having predicted it. But she doesn’t appear 
to be quite clear about the circumstances. She regards it as a 
moral lesson to people that don't have marriage settlements. Nolly 
looks forward with professional zest to getting me a first-class 
certificate, and then placing his whole income at my disposal. 
His wife Maisie opens her eyes as wide as Portland Place and 
says why not? She can always find time to sign cheques, she 
says, and Nolly can always go to her for money. She’s given 
him a book full of signed chwiues to anticipate demands, and is 
under the impression that if he overdraw\s he can write a cheque 
for the amount and send it to the Banker.” 

“Bony knew nothing about this.” 

“ Why should he, if he didn’t happen to see Spencer ? ” 

“Isn’t Aunt Izzy dreadfully upset?” 

“ She is. I think she knows something has gone wrong about 
money, and is much concerned. But what she thinks it is, I don’t 
know. Nor does Nolly. You know Nolly and his wife are com- 
ing to-night?” 

I didn’t, but they were, and came. Also Aunt Izzy appeared 
in due course, and we went in to dinner. Nolly’s wife Maisie 
rather justified the way some of their friends described them 
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as Nolly and Dolly. One had an impression that, if one could 
devise* ii plausible pretext for the search, one mipht lind the end 
of a wire somewhere, which would open and shut her eyes. Shi 3 
kept up her old intimacy with Jeannie, and was Aunt Maisie 
at Cheyne Row. Little Elixio had christened h(‘r most porten- 
tous daughter after her, a daughter whose legs wtire waxen half- 
Wellingtons, pulled on to a core with a strang<3 flavour, and 
Bony and 1 used to laugh about the likeness. 

It was after dinner and had cornc to real home-grown peaches 
off the end wall of the garden, when Aunt Izzy became invested 
with her old dim genteel remote air, noticed by Jjossie, and thus 
addressed her brollu'r across the table. 

“I’m sure, Randall, you must recollect our second cousin Sarah 
Carinichael-Jackson, that married Archdeacon 'riirelfall of IJak's- 
wiek in Somersetshire. Not Kate (3armi<*hacl- Jackson. Sh(^ had 
a har('-lip and nev(T marri(‘d, but Sarah.” 

The Doctor assented to Sarah, and Aunt Izzy proceeded. “ Will, 
dear, I’m afraid she lost a great deal of money, b(*cause I nj- 
member when I was a girl there was always a bothcTation about 
her settlement money, and I remember ii was all put in tlui Dum- 
fries and Kineardiiieshirc Bank, and now lh(* news])ai)('r says a 
Dumfries and Kincardineshire Bank has smashed uf). Sarah was 
a rather bony girl with a slight limp, and they say she hafl a 
short temper and letl tlio Archdeacon a life. But her cousin Lady 
Penelope Carmichael -Jackson, etc., etc., etc?.” 

And Aunt Izzy broke loose among the wel 1-con ncc ted, and had 
a high old time. The Doctor didn’t interrupt her. “ I’ll try to 
explain to-morrow,” said he. “I shall have to write', her a letter 
under her eyes-.” 

Memory cheats me now, and slips away. I cannot bring her 
to book. This is almost twenty-five years ago, remember! Then 
how come I to recollect all the incidents I am narrating? The 
answer is that I don’t, if you mean rememl^er every word, every 
gesture; every thought of my own, every cough of my neighbour. 
No part in my tale is quite true in that sense. But then none 
is false. I recollect the substance by gusts, and the above visit 
at the Doctor’s was a gust that blew steadily. 

After this the puffs of wind are very intermittent and only 
now and then raise a ripple on the surface of the puddle. The 
surface is but little ruffled until the return of Lossie, who with 
her husband got to Rome in the October following, and remained 
there over Christmas. They then took a villa near Sorrento, and 
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bcirip: kept reassured about the Doctor’s affairs by carefully writ- 
ten letters, were persuaded not to risk exposure to the north and 
to remain at Sorrento till the following April. 

Now anybody would have thought Beppino would have rushed 
south to meet his sister. But he didn’t. He wrote her most 
affectionate letters, which delighted her, many of which she sent 
on to me, to show me what a darling the Poet was, and how 
true and affectionate. But though he was always going next week, 
he iKiver went until the ensuing Kaster, when he contrived to 
interfere with a visit of Lossie to Florence by taking it into his 
liead that he ought to see Homo at Easter in the int(^rcst of 
Art. He wrote to her at this time: “For T, so I say, am a 
]k)(;t. Eonuui nature, belioves that I know it.” And he cer- 
tainly went to Home, and Lossie and her husband and children 
met him there, and stayed on to be with liim. But it made 
them so late lhat Sir Hugh could not possibly stop on for 
Florence; and Lossie did not care to go alone, and also was 
anxious to be with her Father again as soon as the spring was 
warm enough for the children. This seems trivial detail, but 
has a bearing on my story. It is quite possible that had Los- 
sie gone to Florence, some doings of Master Beppino’s there would 
have come out wliich would have seriously affected the current 
of events. As it was, the whole party arrived early in May at 
Charing Cross Station, where I met them, and Lossie cried over 
me in the station without disguise. I can feel her arms round 
my nock still, and Hugh’s great strong hand that took mine 
and trembled as ho pressed it; and the same face, grayer now, 
that I had seen in the mirror at Oxford, with the same look 
on it. “ Oh, my poor boy ! — ^my poor boy ! ” cried Lossie. “ All 
alone ! ” 

But no! Now I come to think of it, she did not say the last 
two words. Yet she and I thought them in such unison that it 
came to the same thing. 



CHAPTER XLVI 


LosBio— Sho has no patience with Dr. Thorpe’s victim. Deppino and Miss Fuller 
PorcGval. A invHtprioua letter from Florence. Heppiiio’B exphinalicn. 'I’ho 
Cenotaph in Portugal. Ji)e cjirries the Turk past the Duetor’rt library door. 
O Grave ! Whore is thy Victory? 

That wjis a .stron;i: rijiplo of llu* Motnory pool, ^flu' in'xl oiio 
bririf^s back a talk with Lossio in old fxardou at .Poplar Villa. 
It is a pcrb'ct (^’cniiiK in Juim*, and dinner is 1o lio over so 
late, pk'iisi', th;if \vc may not lose llic, siins(?t. And wo arc' not 
losing it. Wo bavo bo('n watering tho plants, and tlio sirioll of 
tlic water is sweet in tho (xroat boat, and ini.ves w-illi the sot*nt 
of tho iiew-inowii hay. And the rhylhmio rinp: of tho scythe of 
Samuel, growiri^r over thinner and thinner, sin^rs llnv souk I 
know so well, about a little boy W'ho piekc'd sic'wintr pears in 
that tree; and about a many tilings that shall 1 k‘, long years 
after, fresh in that boy^s grown-iip mind, am I not all forgo LU'ii, 
as 1 think, liy J.<ossio. 

But of course I cannot guess how much of 11ios(‘ early days 
she remembers now, in that PJorenco she fjn'](*(l to visit ihi'n, 
whore most likely sho will, as the phrase is, end h(*r flays. On 
that June evening she remembered a good deal and talked about it. 

“Well now,” said she, “you are an oblivious old Joe. You 
don’t mean to say youVo forgotten tliaiV* 

“ Forgotten what ? ” 

“ Kiss your undo Joe, Pojipy, and call him an old slow-eoach. 
Why, of course, when Kolly lost his pot snake;, and you and ho 
went ,all along the road asking about it fit every house. And 
old Mr. Treralott went round and eomplained to tho Poliee.” Poppy 
w'as tho little girl. She dutifully obeyed her mamma, and her 
uncle Joe can still shut his eyes and think of it with pleasure. 
She called me an Oat-oat-oats. 

“ Of course I recollect that. Loss,” said I. “ Old Mr. Tremlett’s 
flute wouldn’t blow next day, and when he took the top joint 
off, the snake’s head stuck out and waggled, and wouldn’t hold 
still for him to get it on again. He came round here wild with 
terror, and Noll and I went back with him and captured the 
serpent,” 
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“ Oh, dear — the heat! ” said Lossie. “ It’s as hot as India! ” 
Come I say, Loss ! Draw it mild ! ” 

‘‘Well — as hot as India when the thermometer’s the same. 
No ! It’s worse. At least, it’s worse in London. The air’s so stuffy. 
Don’t let Miss Desprez quite choke you. You dear, good, patient 
uncle Joe! Leave off kissing your uncle. Poppy! it’s too hot and 
sticky for anything. Come off ! ” And Lossie rescued me from 
her daughter’s clutches, and sat down opposite me on some of tho 
hay-crop. 8hc sat there, just like her old self, filled out and 
rounded, with licr hands round her knees like the schoolgirl of 
twenty years ago. There was the hair-bracelet just as formerly, 
but fitting a little tighter. 

“How nice it is,” said she, “that we’ve still got the Villa. 
Just think whnt it might have been if we hadn’t all been so 
rich. Fancy an auction at Poplar Villa.” It was a gruesome 
idea, and we shuddered. “But that’s all safe, at any rate. Hugh 
says it’s all right, because poor old Lord Fitzb rough ton is sure 
to die long before the Bank affairs culminate. And you 
know when that happens Hugh will come into a lot of 
property, tliough ho won’t have the title. I’m glad of that, but 
sorry we shan’t get the old place — Stoats-Leaze, you know. It’s 
just like Chesney Wold, and I should have liked it. But I don’t 
understand the details about the Bank.” 

“ The details arc easy enough. Don’t you sec it’s like this ” 

“ Co on and tell — only don’t say assets and liabilities, or debit 
and credit, because I never know which is which. Yes, my precious 
pet! You shall go to sleep on Mamma, and squeeze up. Only 
you really ought to be in bed, ducky ! ” And Poppy’s mamma let 
her knees go, and accommodated the applicant. 

“All right. Loss! It’s very simple. The creditors arc to find 
out how much can be screwed out of the Doctor, and wc four 
have guaranteed the amount. Wc shan’t have to square up till 
tho shareholders have done wrangling. Hugh wants to pay my 
share. But I ean’t be kept out of it and Maisie’s father get in 
— if I know it! The Doctor was always like my father — one of 
my fathers, I should say.” 

The grave gaze of Lossie’s eyes as she sat there in the sunset 
light, with tho stray uncontrollable lock of hair stirring in the 
sunset wind, reflected, I know, what the recollection of my own 
Father showed in mine. 

“Poor dear old Joe,” said she, after a moment’s silence. And 
then resumed the conversation reflectively: 

“ lie was a good, creditable old Earl to behave like that. You 



JOSEPH VANCE 


4i: 

know I was here the day lie came. Of course Papa said it was 
quite impossible at lirst. Put the old boy was so urgent, saying 
that all his property was no use to him if he w'as to be rnado 
miserable for life — and he certainly would if Dr. Thorpe, whom 
ho had revered all the thoughtful half of his life, was put up 
to auction. So, as 1 understand, Nolly isn’t to be allowed to 
contribute, as a set-oflF. Wake up, Popsy darling! She ought to 
be in bed by now, it’s so late. You may carry her up to Nurse, 
dear Joe, for a treat, if you like. She won’t wak('. I know. Nurse 
W’ill put her to bed without waking her. She did the other night.” 

“ Wliy not let well alone? She’s sleeping like a top. Wliat iimro 
can you have? The others will be back soon.” For the two <*lder 
ones and a couple of cousins who were staying here with Aunt 
Vi had gone to an arteriiooii party with that aunt as guardian. 
‘H-iOt's keoji her till they come back. She’s such a treat.” 

“Yes — they're delicious when they’re aslc‘e]>. But when they’ro 
awake, they’re Turks.” So the Turk slept on; now and then, 
as I judged by a movemeut of her lips, kissing some other Turk 
in a dream. 

“Pm afraid Papa is miserable about that detestable Mrs. Threl- 
fall and her money. Oh no, Joe, it's no use trying to make 
me sorry for her. I’ve no patience with i>eople of that sort! ” 

“I admit that she might have been nicer about it. Hut it was 
no fault of hors. The fault was in the blessed system of making 
every one a Trustee, whether or no. irowevcr, if the Hank pays 
ten shillings in the pound she’ll get back half her inonoy.” 

“But that won’t make Papa’s mind easy. lie frets about it 
dreadfully. I’m sure that attack ho had on Thursday was caused 
by that horrible letter of hers. ^Preying on the widow and the 
fatherless,’ indeed! It’s her own fault if she’s a widow — she wor- 
ried that poor little pot-bellied Archdeacon into his grave. And 
as for fatherless, when one’s father is seventy-three when one’s 
born, and one is sixty -eight oneself, how old would one’s father bo 
if he hadn’t swallowed a cork that blew into his tliroat out of 
a soda-water bottle at seventy-five, when one was two? Do tho 
sum, Joe! ” 

“ Sixty and seventy’s a hundred and thirty. Six and five’s 
eleven. A hundred and forty-one. But most likely she was re- 
ferring to her own children as the swindled orphans.” 

“ She— -children I She never had any. Couldn’t have ! She 
might have had rocking-horses, or packing-cases ; but she couldn’t 
have had children. My precious ! ” Popsy had, I presume, kissed 
a Turk. 
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“1 wish 1 had been here when the Doctor had that attaek on 
Thursday. I can’t make out if it was more or less than the 
one I saw before I went to Italy 

“I’m afraid he was in great pain. I only eame in just as 
he was coming round. Put tliat detestable woman’s letter was 
on the table and J know it was that brought it on.” 

“ Then I’m afraid it was worse. I wish something very pleasant 
would come about to counteract.” 

“Well, you know, if this affair of Beppino and Miss Fuller 
Perceval comes to anything, that will be something pleasant.” For 
when Beppino returned with them in April, ho had recommenced 
his attentions to Park Lane, with the additional advantage of 
his devotion having survived seven months’ separation. He was 
getting a good deal of credit for this, especially with Lossie. 
“Fancy,” said she, “the dear child out there by himself pining 
for his love!” Fancy, indeed! It appeared (shortly after his 
return) that he had a year previously offered his hand and heart 
to the heir(\ss, and had made ofEcial application to the father. Tho 
latter had suggested that as his daughter was young, the genuine- 
ness of her sentiments should bo tested by separation; and that 
a winter in Italy would not do tho Poet any harm. This ac- 
counted for Boppino’s readiness to go away with me — my pro- 
posal to take him was fortuitous, rather singularly so. He had 
corresponded intermittently with his adored Sibyl during the whole 
of his exile; but I suspect had engineered his desire to go to 
his sister at Sorrento as an excuse for delaying his return some- 
what beyond date. There did not, however, seem to have been 
any doubt in her father’s mind about his constancy. Perhaps 
a welLgronndod faith in thousands a year prospective, and a hand- 
some allowance down, contributed to this. 

As this is not really a narrative, and it is an casement to 
me to bo disjointed, I will ijitcrlcave an incident of Beppino’s re- 
turn, before I resume ray conversation with Lossie in the garden. 

Just after the party started from Rome to return to London, 
meaning to stop a day in Paris by the way, a letter came to Poplar 
Villa addressed thus, and bearing the Florence postmark: 

Illmo: Signore 

Signor Giuseppe Vance 
Villa Thorp5 

Balhamh Inghilterra 
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I naturally supposed this to be intended for me, and brouj<ht 
it away in my pocket. When I opemul it, 1 was amazed to liiid 
a passionate love-klter, written in very Tuscan Italian, and sip^ned 
■fino al tuo Bramnil'isimo riiorno la iua addoloratisslma Annuncia- 
iina. It be^an “ Adoratissimo niio Pepi)in(»," and 1 Jiad only to 
glance at the first and last words to see that it was not nu'unt 
for me. A moment’s further thought connected it with Hepi)ino’s 
involuntary adoi)tiou of my name. Ho had Ix'cn at some folly, 
or wickedness; and some Italian girl had been duped or vic- 
timized by him. That was clear. But a natural reluetanec* to 
read another person's letter prevented my making mysidf nuislor 
of its eonleiit^?, as I miglit have doia*. T luielosed llu‘ letter back 
to him at onoe, and was free from further teuiptatiou to look 
at it. 1 deiermiiied, however, to speak to luin about it, and te,ll lum 
that (though I had not rea<l it) what 1 had htiui unable to avoid 
seeing wouhl relleet o7i him iinless ho could furnisli some ('xi)laiia- 
tion. Ho anticipated mci in this, speaking about it without (mu- 
barrassment; but ii<'V(‘rthdess (I tluaight I noticed) elmosiug a 
moment to do so, when wo were alone, and not likely t<» Ixi 
interrupted. His explanation was as follows: He was writing 
a novel, in whieh ho had to siiprdy lov<'-letters in Italian, writ- 
ten by a girl whoso husband or ](>v(t had dciserted h(T. Althougli 
he had aetpiired some Italian during his stay in Elonmeo, still 
he was not able to manage the letters without helf>, and lu; nsk(‘d 
a lady whom ho had recently met, wdio was half English, half 
Italian, to write him one or two saiiiT>h'S. H<i had roughe<l one 
out in English and left it with her to translate for him, and 
for a joke had addressed it to himself; and she for anolher jokri 
had signed her owui name to the translation. Ainnnudatina Tornn- 
buoni was her name (but her mother had been an bhiglisliwoman), 
and she w^as married to an eminent Italian avvoeat»>. “ Yon 
wouldn’t suspect Signora Tornabnoni of Vv'riting me a real l(»ve.- 
letter if yon saw her,” said Beppino. “ Her daughter might — 
only not very likely, as she’s just going to be married to a man 
named Draper.” It appeared very plausible, especially when 
Boppino ])roduced a sheet of MS. of Jiis novd containing 
an English version of the Italian letter, and showed the letter 
itself for me to compare the two. But I say, J uvenco,” 
said he, “I know you’ll be a dear good filler, and not say 
a word to any one, not even to Lossic, about the novfd. I do 
so want to keep it a secret till it’s finished.” Thi.s supplied a 
reason for his confidential way of speaking to me, and I was 
quite taken in at the time, and indeed felt that I had done 
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Beppino injustlco. I had no idea she would write off so promptly,” 
said he, “or 1 would have taken care to impress upon her that 
she really must direct to me by iny real name. Of course if 
I had been here it wouldn^t have mattered. He had been say- 
ing a good deal about the absurd way in which Vance had been 
necej)t(*(l ujid Thorpe rejected by his Florentine fric^nds. So this 
HeiTJi(‘d i)lausiblc, too. I will now go back to Lossie, whom I 
have left in the garden. 

“That will bo something nice,” said slic,‘. “And Ik; is so good, 
and, always has been. And he seems complcb'ly dovot(*d to her, 
and she to him.” Lossie was looking at tlio sleeping Turk, luck- 
ily. So I ha<l not to ke<‘p my i;oiiiitonanee in cheek under diffi- 
culties. IN'i-haps if slit; had iook(‘d up :i( ui(‘ 1 miglil still have 
siiec('edf‘<I in doing so, hy reealling the Ij<*ssic of old. on that v'ory 
grass-pateli, and little* Joey just the age* of tlu* Turk, tlire;e-an(l- 
Iwenty years ago. Tlu* image* eanu* to me* in time te) hearten 
mo up to say something, 1 forget what, in praise of the lleppino 
ho hael changed into. 

“ But why did you say. Loss,” T continued, “if it comes to 
anything? — I was regareling it as settled.” 

“ Oh —1 only nu'ant that there arc so many slips between the 
cup and the lip. Of eourso it is as good as se*ttleel. TlKjyHl bo 
dlsgnsliiigly rich, like me and llugli. F think it is too bud, 
dear olel boy I YouVe^ the only one of ns that isnM. as rich as 
Ormsus.” And l-.ossie looked up from the absorbing 'I'lirk, and 
met my eyes, that said, “AVliat should T do with all tlu* gold, if 
I had it?” I had never a word to say, and said none. “ Oh, poor 
Joe — poor old Joe ” said slie. “ How one is always in want 
of Papa to say it will he all right in the end!” 1 rt*c»ovorGd my 
voice. “It must ho either all right, or we be all nothing. That 
won’t hurt us! Just tliink what a lot of people are nut in oxist- 
eneo at all and never have been; and are absolutely, serenely 
happy! They arc not in a position to give throe cheers for non- 
existence, or r have no doubt they would.” But in spite of this 
absurd mctaidiysical excursion, T felt I wanted Dr. Thorpe’s re- 
frain, or the chord of the Waldstein. Lossie took no notice of 
my nonsense. She paused as I tliought to nip tears in the bud; 
and then harked back, taking my unspoken speech for granted. 

“What would you have done with it, I wonder?” 

“ I’ve made up my mind what I shall do with Janey’s settlement 
monoy— and Mr. Spencer quite agrees. I shall give it all to life- 
boats— every penny,” 
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But then how about the 

“The tiling on the promontory?” For Lossio had hung firo 
over a cohinin of marbit' I had told her T meant to place on tlio 
coast at San Joacinim. ^*1 can manage that well euoiigli.” 

“Joe dear! Before you settle it, do think about what 1 said. 
Make it twice as big and let me pay half, and only put niy 
name in ?inall in a corner — somewhere in a corner. It would 
make me so happy. Just think, Joe! It’s over twenty years now 
since you wc-re Tin* Boy, and I showed you and Joey the. black 
men pfTishing by thousands, you remember^” 

“Rather. Especially iM-cause we never saw the black men, and 
I’ve f<*lt sor<‘ about it ever since.” 

“N'‘ver mind! We/ll iind them. They must he in the house, 
and Poppy shall show us them. Won’t you, my precious darling^ 
But, dear Jo(\ you will think about what I say, and let me in.” 

“ I don’t think rianey will mind.” A passing puz/J(i oross(*d 
Lossie’s face. 

“No — dear hoy — Tm sure she wouldn’t liave minded.” Hut I 
was obstinate. “ I’m sure she won’t mind,” said I, and I looked 
her full ill the face, 

“Oil dear!” said she, \vilh a sort of gasp. “ FFovv happy one 
eoiild he if you and Papa were right!” For Lossie knew her 
Father’s ideas; and that I to a groat extent shared tliem; saw 
(so to speak) the sea ho swam in, but dared not plunge in lu r- 
self. I am not sure that she believed he was really afloat. She 
had once asked me if I didn’t think his notion about the Ohost 
in the Corpse might not really bo a mere re-echoing of the* 
religious teaching of his childhood. 

“ ]May he not have thought St. Paul really meant what he said? ” 
said she. “ And may not that, and his own firm belief in the Resur- 
rection of our Lord, have produced the sort of physical impression 
he speaks of, of being an Ego in a bottle? I think that’s how ho 
I)ut it.” And I had replied to this that the impression was still 
stronger in Janey, who had certainly not had a religious teach- 
ing like Dr. Thorpe’s in her childhood. She had been brought 
up by a mother who erased whatever she thought nonsense from 
the Evangelists — leaving only plain, honest, straightforward com- 
mon sense — and a father whose constant critical analysis naturally 
trained his children to regard revelation as a curious open ques- 
tion. Yet Janey ’s last words to me as the darkness closed over 
us, and left me to hold an unresponsive hand with the last of 
my failing strength, were spoken with confidence — not the con- 
fidence of mustered faith that rallies for a battle with doubts 
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but an easy certainty of a thing to be. However, I am travelling 
too far away from tliat gardim. 

‘^You know,” I replied to Lo?sie’s last remark, “1 always feel 
the Conditional J^ood is disloyal to Janey, when she herself was 
so clear about il. So I preh^r tJu; Indicative. 1 liavo got to think 
that way. It is she and tlui Doctor have made me ” 

‘‘Very w(dl, dear it shall be your way. Janey won’t mind 

if you do. So y<»u’ll let ino — lot us — go halves in the column. 
You’vci got the grounds” 

“ I wTote to t]i<‘ alaulia, and got a hdler in Portuguese. You 
wouldn’t 1)0 any the wiser if 1 showed it you. JUit 1 know 
what’s in it. They can’t give up the fee-simple of any of their 
land, but I may put up the column almost anywhere I choose, 
and it will be safe from nioleslalion. 'fliey will take charge of 
it. 'rile letler says ‘ iu>thiijg changcM 1 i(T(\ 'Fhe sea rolls, and 
th(i ships pass, ])iit notliiiig <‘banges. Tlu; Senhor may rest secure.’ 
So it shall b(' as you wish, Lussi(‘ dear! That sounds like a 
diuiUT'Warning. ^lay T carry Popsy'i?” 

I lui^Aht, aiul T curried that unconscious scrap of soft, deep sleep 
into file hoii*^e. I rerneiubor this all so well, as well I may! We 
go iiilo tlie house ui) the Utile iliglit of stone steps that sticks 
out sidewavs from tin* wall, and J.ossic* says take care of her 
lu'ad. And T take earo of her head. Then in the ])assage we 
are met by a lemiu'st of ol<l(‘r babies, just ri'turning from the 
parly. Tlu\v hang on me and make me a]»prehensiv(j about her 
lii'ad. Vi says shr wouldn’t I rust her wilh me if she was Lossie. 
We pass ihe library door, as Anne, the nurse, says Master has 
gone to his room. Hut the tempest surges up the stairs, and 
I convey the Turk safely to her ot>ueh, still sleeping profoundly. 
As we pass the Hoetor’s dressing-room, I notice that the door is 
on the jar. Ho may have soon finished his slight preparations for 
dinner aiul be ilowiislairs all the. lime. Hut then why did he never 
come out, with all that racket of excited <'hildreii in the passage? 
It was not like him to let them jiass up to bed unkissed. The 
two mothers arc too much behind time for anything hut immediate 
promptitude in clressing, and I don’t fancy what occurs to me 
crosses the mind of any one else. TFe may bo ill, in the Library, 

They disperse to ihoir rooms, and then I go down to the Library 
ti^ see. No sound coiiios from the room to allay my anxiety, and 
I half lack courage to oj^eii the door. Hut ho may be asleep. 

T say. “Ifs dinner time. Doctor,” but I hear misgiving in my 
ovsTi voie('. No answer comes, and T pass in. 

The Doctor is sitting in his old chair, where I sat on his 
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knee and did Euclid. Ills head reats on hia hand, and when 1 
speak he docs not move. I touch him and feel soinothinj? amiss, 
and still ho does not move. I go out, closing the door with absurd 
gentleness as if ho slept. A servant is within call, whom 1 send 
at once for inodieal assistance. Tlieii 1 go upstairs again, and 
knock at Lossi</s door. She tliinks it is shoes, and says put them 
down outside. I reply, “ ft’s ml^ — Joe. I want you,” and she 
opens tlic df)or, pulling on a dressing-gown with a seared face. 
She secs half of it at once. “ Then Papa’s ill,” she? says. I 
say yes, and wo go down to tho Library. Shi* goes up to the 
motionless figure on tin* eiiair, as I liad dime, and lays one linnd 
on its shouMer, and says, Papa.” And tlum again. ‘‘ l*apa dear.” 
But there is no movenient, and she lays lier free hand on tho hand 
that 1 ean soe even in tin* ilusk is too white* — and starts back with 
a cry, and 1 prevent her falling. 

There is a step beliind us, and it is her husband — I am not 
quit(,‘ unconscious of a kind of relief at the jm senee of the great 
strong man that has S(‘en so many die. Ho taki*s Lossio from me, 
ami I go upstairs to tell Vi — breaking it by a fi<*lion of a dan- 
gerous atlaek — and to prevent thii ebildn n knowing! Time i*noiigli 
for that next day! J rcmomlK^r ev<*ry detail. 

It is too lat^"* — f‘ven for inj(*etions of morpliia — but it is as well 
to try. Trying only eonfirms its uselessin*ss, and noibiiig is left 
for us now but the misorabl<> activities that ilrag so heavily on 
the hearts of survivors. And then we s.ay, and try to ]>eli(‘ve, 
that it is good to have to exert oneself. Wo all do so, except 
Violet, wlio hreaJiS down. She is not a strong eharacti*r, like her 
sister, who after tlic first shock is while, b\it resoliit**. Many things 
have to be doni*, and done promptly, and I stay on til! late into 
the night. Then at last Los.sie is prevailed upon to go to bed. Sho 
dares not go to slt‘cp, she says, for fear of waking. Jfiigh and 
I look at the sleeping children for a respite, and then I go away 
towards the dawn, just breaking over London. 

I do not care to accept the offer of a four- wheeler cab to tnko 
me, slower than I could walk, to a place I do not want to go 
to, for a sum the driver knows I should bo nsham(*d to pay him 
nt the end of the trip. I shun its damp and mouldy inner life, 
its incapable lurching, its window^a that will neither como up 
nor stop up, its woc-begonc one-horse power! I walk on through 
the sweetness of the morning, and think if the Spirit relea.sed 
from the Body were given a chance to return, what choice would 
it make? Would it shrink, as I did from that cab, and drink in 
the ether of a new life, as 1 drank in the smell of the now- 



424 


JOSEPH VANCE 


mown hay? And I walk on in a strange state of mind that I 
can only describe as wondering if ray fixed belief is really true. 
True or false, it was Jancy and the Doctor had made it. 

In a few days I was looking down into a new-raade grave at 
a brass plate on which was the inscription “ Randall Thorpe — Born 
di(Hl 1875.” And I said to Hugh as wo walked together from 
the Cemetery, preferring to discard the black coaches, “lie was 
to me all a father could be, and more than most fathers arc to 
any son.” But the memory of my dear old Daddy was none the 
l(iss in ray mind, that I was able to think thus of my beloved 
old friend. 

And thf'Ti as the undertakers diofl away to tho beer-shop, and 
left “0 Death, whore is thy sting? O (Iravo, whore is thy vic- 
tory?” to speak for itself, his own words, like the Chord in the 
Waldslein, rang in my mind again and again, “ Leave it all in 
Goers hands. All will be right in the end.” And when Hugh 
and [ got home, wo found that Violet had been much dissatisfied 
with “the way things had boon done” and implied that such 
miscarriage was due to some conspiracy of Atheists, not specified 
by name, but rampant. 



CHAPTER XLVII 


Joo’fl absence from Bcppino's wedding. Vulgarity. Banality. Another letter 
from Florence. Jeaiiiiiu dotectti a faint Boioll of a Bevil. But 134 ‘ppiiio gets 
his letter. 

Ip I wcrci to note that Beppino inarrictl his heiross in <hie course, 
I should have done all that is needed for consecutivencss. As to 
why 1 did not jro to his wedding, it was ostensibly bi'caiiao I 
was coin polic'd to go over to Paris on business the day l)ofore; but 
actually for reasons which shall appear after 1 have stirred up 
iny Memory puddle to sec if anything comes to the surface about 
that expensive* eerc'inonial. 1 don’t know whether the iiilonsc 
absence of Vulgarity, or the price of the Orchids, Jias the* first 
place in my rceolleetioii. The latter W(;ro at very high ciuota- 
tions; but 1 think the* reason I recollect thc^in, is bc'causo Lossio 
alluded to the pain it would give to be cauteri/.c'd for one if 
you had it on the tij) of your nos(\ Sh (5 an<l I sympathized over 
Orchids, or rather antipathizod in chorus. We werri in a minority, 
and indeed hardly aecounted worthy of scorn. 

I realized during the period in whieh I looked forward to wit- 
nessing the wedding, that I was about to bo inducted into a higher 
fnd purer atmosphere. The absence of vulgarity was anticipatccl 
and insisted on with denunciatory vigor; and J always felt when 
this was done in my presence that I was being pointed out as a 
painful example. T might be improved by my incidental hoist 
up Olympus, but should certainly backslide wlien let alone. It 
was no small consolation that Lossie was my companion in de- 
pravity — she being really as bad as myself. However, we could al- 
ways admire prices, so Beppino told us about them that wo might 
not be out in the cold. But he spoke over our heads to our superiors 
about the exquisite subtlety of the design of tho Venetian lace 
Sibyl was to wear, adding details of date in an undertone for them, 
not for us. We received as little quarter in Art matters from Bep- 
pino. as we did in religious ones from Violet. Reasons why, for 
this, were quite beyond my grasp. I don’t know what cither of us 
had done to provoke it. 

Well thenl — although I did not go to the wedding, Beppino 
and Sibyl were married. The affair came off in Somersetshire 
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at Parrottsdown, where Mr. Fuller PercevaPs country house was, 
in a Parish Church, which, though not large, is a perfect speci- 
men of Tudor — at least it was then; but it has been judiciously 
restored since, I believe. They enjoyed the advantages of a full 
Choral Service, and of absonco from Hanover Square. The wed- 
ding was implied to have scored heavily by not being at St. 
Gcjorgc’s — it was even suggested that it took place in the country 
in order to avoid that saint. A good deal of trouble was always 
being taken to dodge banality. But when turned out at the 
door it came in at the window. I bedieve the Orchids were a 
case in point, being denounced as banal by an opposition bride, 
who flatly refused to have anything to say to Orchids and would 
have nothing l)ut roses all through. If you search among tho 
new varieties of Floriculturo that app(*ared about ’76, I think you 
will flml a rose called the Barclay Bellasys, and an orchid called 
the Fuller Perceval. I saw tlie latter — it was like a lobster-claw 
hookiid by its point to a gangrene. Both were christened as results 
of Uicse weddings. 

But 1^1 r. and Mrs. Joseph Thorpe’s orchids have nothing to do 
with iny story? No, they haven’t. But banality has, iTidiroctly. 
For wlieu Italy was proposed for their wedding-tour, Beppino arose 
and denounced that land of Cook’s tourists as quite out of date. 
‘‘Good he exclaimed, Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage — Sam 

Bogers — oh law!” And Miss Sibyl had joined chorus — having 
evidimtly had the proper attitude indicated to her. It did not 
matter to tho family whether the happy turtle doves went to 
Florence or Avignon, wliich was the final ehoic(*, Mr. Fuller Per- 
ctwal was not in a position, owing to his life having been passed 
at iiUH'ts of houiuls, and in shooting over properties, varied with 
tlie curious intorludo of being a Warming Pan in the House, to 
dispute liis daughUT’s authority on belles lettres, beaux Arts, and 
BO forth. So when he began, apropos of Florence, “ But I thought 

'Buskin ” he was stopped by an appearance of amused despair 

ou Sibyl’s face; and two outstretched, out-thrown hands, surren- 
dering all points, but appealing as it were to Heaven and tho 
imblie to state a ease for some oth(»r court. Really — dear Papa 
— Buskin!” said she. Beppino turned round appealingly to me 
with a smile of inty and tho slightest shrug. For I was dining 
at tho Park Laue palace by invitation — the only time I ever was 
in the house, by the way! — and had put my foot in the Arts, 
the Chnee, and Political Life, all tho evening. Beppino only 
gave ino half his shrug, remembering in time what an Ishmacl 
I was; and passed on the remainder to a poor accidental gentle- 
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man who had somehow got asked hy mistake; and who was so 
glad to be allowed inside the conversation that ho became quite 
vociferous. 

So it was decided that Florence was banal and Cook’s-tourist 
— a new adjective — but that Avignon wasn’t; at b'ast not yeti 
It would be very soon, but wo could go there for a little. 

Now if all this had happened in the beginning of next century 
(how near it is now to the end of tho iiineteenlli !) — it would 
have born quite, as I anticipated, in harmony with thi^ accepted. 
Happening over twenty-four years ago, it shows how hard Heppino 
and his fiancee were to get abreast of. They were index'd advanced. 

I was living at my own house now, as 1 had made the <dTort 
and gone* back again after taxing Jloriy and his wife to tlie 
utmost pitch (so it secm<*d to me) of human patiom^e. My slop- 
mother had gone to her family at tho farm in VVnrcostershiro. 
It w'ould liavo been more convenient to me to go into chamlxTS, 
but 1 could not bear tbo idea of moving anything Jaii(*y had 
left. Lossie and her husband and babies and h<‘r foreign rctiiiuo 
Would have used tbo house readily, and 1 slu)uld have liked it; 
but then liow about Poplar Villa, to which she (;lung as much 
as r (lid to my own homo? Or rather, 1 sho\ild say, from dis- 
mantling which she slirank as much. I admitted to myself wlicn 
I had made the change*, that it rc'ally mattenjd very litlk* wherci 
oiK^ was — for the rest of tho lime. That was (he way I put it. 
Tho time* has been, exactly reckoned, twenty-seven years. Ilow 
long will it have been at the end of it? 

Wlien I got liomo from Park Lane very late that night, which 
was in the spring not very long before lioi>pino’s wedding, 1 
found a heap of letters awaiting me. I was very slec'py, and very 
ill-humoured as ono sometimes is after an ill-chosen dining-out. 
I had drunk the host of champagne, had smoked a priceless cigar, 
had kept up a lying pretence that though I wasn’t in the confidence 
of Pall-Mall and Downing Street, there was no particular reason 
why I shouldn’t be, and had been ungrateful and beaten m.y host 
at billiards in the small hours of tho morning. But as soon as 
I got away, I felt I had been a round man in a square hole or 
vice versa; and resolved I wouldn’t have any more to do with 
Park Lane, or Park anything. Then I called myself a cur- 
mudgeon, and acknowledged that it was no fault of my hosts. 
After all, they could not be worldly at heart, or they never would 
have consented to this marriage. Then I bolted the top and bot- 
tom bolt, and put up the chain, and carried my hitters up into 
tho back drawing-room, where 1 kept all my writing traps be- 
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cause Janey had hers there; and sat down at her own writing- 
table and turned up the gas. 

“Hullo!” It was I said this to myself. “Who’s writing to 
mo with the Florence postmark? And why to Poplar Villa ? ” For 
it had gone tlicre, and been directed on by Lossic. “ Why, of 
course,” J pursued, to myself, “it’s Beppino’s lady-correspondent 
again. Why on cartli can’t he send her out a directed envelope, 
to start her ? But 1 was far too sleepy to solve the problem, — 
and I “ bothered ” all the other letters, and let them stay till to- 
morrow and went to bed. 

When the young man who (acting in conjunction with, or de- 
fiance of, my cook) ran my household in those days came in with 
my hot watcT in the morning, I was half awake listening to a 
thunder-storm. “ I'ips,” F said, “make less noise. I want to 
h(‘ar Ihe thunder.” For Jancy used to enjoy listening to thun- 
der; and oven if I had not always been partial to it myself, I 
should have enjoyed it for that reason. Pips said, “ Bight, Sir,” 
and the clap came like a groat gun followed by musketry; and 
the rain, wliiidi had stood civilly waiting for the thunder to finish, 
oamo down like Niagara. In a few minutes the household realized 
that water was coming in in an empty top room, and Pips had 
been shouted to by his master to clear that front gutter. I men- 
tion this incident to account to myself for not thinking of that 
letter the moment I woke. In fact it never recurred to me until 
I was at breakfast. 

“ W)iy on earth that Italian woman goes on firing away to the 
Poet I can’t imagine.” But I didn’t open the letter, and as there 
was a post-card from Lossie saying be sure to come to dinner 
lo-night, because Professor Absalom was coming, I didn’t send 
it back with explanations as I might have done. It would save 
mo writing a letter if I took it with me. Besides I could give 
it to Beppiiio personally if he was there, and avoid explanations. 
I couldn’t explain without letting o\it about the Novel. 

“I hope you found your letter. Partner,” said Bony to me at 
the Works that morning, 

“What letter?” 

“ Letter from an Italian lady— looked as if Lady Desprez had 
directed it on. She’d put the wrong number.” 

“That’s Jeannic, I know I” 

“What’s Jeannie?” 

w“ Taking all that notice! Ton never saw it was from a lady, 

gave I know you better than that! ” 

I was F— you got the letter, anyhow.” I had got the letter, and 
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explained that it wasn’t for me, but Beppino. I threw what light 
I could on the misdirection, giving Boppino’s explanation in brief ; 
but dwelling on the fact that I had seen Beppino’s MS. novel. I 
saw Bony again tliat afternoon, after lunch. 1 myself had lunched 
in the city. 

‘‘ I say, Joe,” said he. “ Jeannie’s not happy in hor mind about 
that Italian girl. What Italian girl? Why, tlie Italian girl that 
writes letters to little Tliorpc.” 

“I think it’s all right. You see, any other supposition makes 
Bep out such a monstrous liar. Besides, he showoil me tlu* MS. 
of the novel with a blank left for tlio letter to eoiiio in. 1 rc’od 
the passage. ‘With a cry of des])air Wilkinson staggered batrk 
to the e<lgc of the precipice. Tlie lettcT was ns follows:’ And 
th('n comes the s])aee he was going to write it into.” 

“ Well — I suppose it’s all right. But Je.innie don’t Ihiiik .so. 
What’s 1o he the diameter of that first mover at Wainwrighl.\s iu‘W 
shop — carries twenty-five h.p. — a hundred and sixty revs 

“Make it a sixteenth too much. But, I say, Bony dear-— 
please ask Joann ie to say nothing about the Nov(‘] — he wants it 
to b<3 a great surprise. It’s an Otto-Crosslcy, isn’t it?” And wo 
plunged into engineer’s details, and forgot the lett(*r. 

I went to dinner, in response to Lo.ssie’s invitation, early enough 
to have a game wdth the children and give a clockwork bear to tlu} 
Turk. She did not show the prowess of her race, for wIkui the bear 
was wound up and ran about in search of prey she wept. However, 
she became reconciled in the end, and took the bear to bed with 
her. 

“You arc so good with the children, Joe,” said Lossie, when 
I came dowm at six-thirty o’clock very much towzled and well 
splashed, for we had finished up with a bathing sc(*ne. The bear 
was not alio we'd in the bath, but was put on the shelf, too high 
for us to reach till we were quite dry and had said our prayers. 
We said them too quick in consequence. 

As I descended to rejoin Lossie I saw Beppino coming up the 
long flight of steps to the street door. He let hirn.self in with 
his latch-key, and was going straight upstairs wlum I ran 
out and intercepted him. He was in an awful hurry — had 
to be at Park Lane by eight — was it anything particular? 
No — it wasn’t, it was only a letter from his Florentine corre- 
spondent, Annunciatina what’s-her-name. Catch hold! And ho 
caught hold and went upstairs. But I thought the way in which 
ho said, “Ha — who — ^hol Whose handwriting’s that — ^.Lossie’s?” 
bad a sound of misgiving. 1 ascribed it to a fear that she might 
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prosocute enquiry, and find out about the precious Novel. So I 
r(;s(ilved to say nothing to her. She asked no questions about why 
1 wanted to eatcli Beppino, and indeed wo had no further con- 
versation, for the sound of a Turk howling was heard, and she 
ruslied upstairs to the rescue. I heard after that tiie ]>car had 
tumbled out of the Turk’s bed, and she had awakened and found 
herself alone, like Psyche. 

After a very i)leasant evening I started for home witli Professor 
Absalom. But as another storm was threatening T said good-bye 
to him and walked home quickly. As I crossed over the old bridge 
the first big warm drops of the coming torrent were spotting the 
pavem(‘nl and drying up rai)idly. They would not, soon. On 
arriving at Bony’s houses I saw a light in his smoking- room win- 
dow and was just thinking alioiild J go in, when 1 hoard tlcannie’s 
voice calling out “Comer liouso.” The cab, which had overshot 
its mark, had first 1o bo convinced, then to surrender the point 
reluetiuitly, then to turn round deliberately and come back. “ Just 
come from Circus-Road,” said she, as I helped her out. “ I shall 
catch it from Bobby for being so late. Yes — I knf)w half-a-crown’s 
enough. Never mind.” The hansom evidently pn'fcrred the three 
sJiillings. Jeannio turned round to me instead of making straight 
for the door. “That’s perfectly ridiculous about Wilkinson,” 
said she. 

“Wliat’s ridiculous?” 

“ About Wilkinson and the precipice. Wlio over reads letters on 
tlie <'dge of precipices?” 

I felt J hadn’t a strong case to meet the question flashed at 
me by siu*h a beautiful face under a gas-lamp in the street with 
a big storm pending. So T reserved my defence until Bony opened 
the (bmr. “ ITo — raining?” said he. “You’d better run, Joe. It’s 
going to 1)0 a deluge,” But Joaimio was not going to have her 
point spoiled. “You agreed, Bobby, you know!” 

“Agreed about what?” 

“ About Wilkinson and the precipice.” 

“ Come along in — don’t stand outside. Who’s Willcinson? Oh — 
I know! Yes, it was rum,” 

“But it was all written in with the rest of the manuscript,” 
I said. “ And a blank left for the letter to cerme in. And he 
spoke to mo about it of his own accord — almost immediately 

“ TIow immediately was it? ” 

“Oh — next day — ^thc day after ” 

“ Time enough to write a few words in. I don’t believe a word 
pf it, Mr. Vanoc.” She always called mo Mr. Vance, and I called 
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her Mrs. Mac. for short. We had never JoannieM and Joe’d, but 
1 don^t exactly know why. 

“ But, iny dear Mrs. Mao,” I exelnimcd, indignantly, you are 
making Beppino out such an awful character!” 

“When it’s women, some men are!” (jiiulli troannie, enigmat- 
ically, bui none the less clearly. 

“Here’s the rain, Jot — cut along! Oood-iiight! ” Thus Bony; 
and I called out good-night, and ran for it. And as I closed my 
own street door and shut the deluge out, 1 repeated to mystdf that 
when it was womcm some men were. I could not help seeing 
that in this ease it probably was women, and possibly Beppino 
was. TTowev(‘r, 1 took the next opportunity of impressing on 
Joannie lliat I wished her to say nothing to Lossie of the Xovid, 
about which, by tlio way, my incredulity gnrw greatt'r the more I 
thought about it. 



CHAPTER XLVIII 


Beppino's illnesB. LobbIo starta for Avignon. A diatingnished author's funeral. 
Joe meets nows of yet another death on his return to Chelsea, lie has 
thrown away good grief on Beppiuo. .Why did Beppiiio want his child called 
Cristoforo? 

nr.ppiNO and his wife loft for Avignon a day or two after the 
wedding. "Fhoy did not, however, go straight there, because of 
the heat. I forget where th(‘y spent the six weeks or so before 
tliey got there. They then took so to the place that they wrote 
they might very likely remain till Christmas. They were quite 
at liberty to do what they liked and to go where they pleased. 
No young couple could have had less reason to anticipate a cloud 
in the clear horizon of their happiness. Youth, health, wealth, 
beauty, and fame — at any rate, as far as their own estimate went 
— what could be asked for more? But all these were as noth- 
ing; nnd the little cloud that was to blacken the whole vault 
of their heaven was there, invisible and confident. 

Would it have been so, I wonder, if they had gone elsewhere? 
Possibly. Also, possibly, the blow might have come a few weeks 
earlier, and poor Sibyl’s widowhood might have been unalleviated 
by what I think turned out in her case a substantial happiness. 
I know there are those who say that it is better that no memorial 
should remain of such a calamity as hers; that oblivion should 
bo encouraged to the utmost, and the young survivor left to build 
up a new life on the ruins of the past. I thought hers the more 
fortunate lot of the two. * Her baby — a son — was born about eight 
months after his father’s death. Lossie was with her more or 
less throughout — from the moment when she started for Avignon 
on receiving the news of her brother’s illness to the time after, 
the baby’s birth, when its mother, terrified at first, had passed 
through a stage of reconciliation, to one of rapture. And she — 
I mean Lossie — tliought with me that the child would be a gain 
to Sibyl in the present, and no obstacle to another marriage later. 
We were right. 

How much do I really recollect of his illness? Not overmuch. 
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pa^i<Mfttcly to her — ^thc only case, by-the-bye, I evct know of ati'j 
attraction between sisters-in-law. As I was often at Poplar Villas 
in llie evening, I heard more than one of those letters — or chop-' 
pings from them — rend aloud by T-ossie. One evening when tho 
general had been detained (I think it was to investigate tho mis- 
conduct of some young otlicers who had put an unpopular ensign in 
a sack) a letter came from Sibyl to Lossie. Sh<) read it out to 
me ,and Nolly and his wife, who were also there, in tho merci- 
lessly unintelligible way people have of reading letters; only 
giving just as much as they choose, but gloating over lh<3 con- 
cealed intervals. I noliced on the letter-hack as sli(3 hold it up 
that there was a postscript, rough written, hut augured nothing 
from it. When slui came to it, the cheerful voice that had hemi 
reading an account of a delightful expedition to Vauclus<} ended 
abruptly, and was followed by a short “Oh dear” and attentive 
reading in silence. “ B(‘ppino ill,” sho said. And then, after a 
moment more reading: “Oh dear — typhoid I — oh no, not typhoid. 
But what will poor Sibyl do, all alone ? ” 

, Let’s have a look” said Nolly, going across and taking the 
letter from lier. And then as ho read the postscript Lossic^ said, 
shall go straight off to them at onccj — there’s a continental 
Bradshaw in the house,” and rang the Ixdl for the servant. Oh 
no,” said Nolly, handing me the loiter, “he’ll ho all right! You 
mustn’t think of going, Lossie! It would bo too absurd.” And 
J read it too, and joined chorus to tho same effect. Lossie re- 
flected for a few seconds, and then said: 

“ Nolly and Joe — you’re all wrong. I’m going, thatfs flat. You’ll 
](i5csg[> your eye on the children, Joe, when Hugh’s away. There 
lie. is — now see what he says!” And the General followed up the 
^ick of his latch-key, and was made acqunintc*d with facts and 
jgiyen the postscript to read. He looked it through and then read 
iloud: 

Crozat won’t give an opinion about what it is — ^hopos not 
pboid — temperature four degrees above normal.’ Well, I should 
"we needn’t get in a fright about that — at least not until it’s 
t^in it is typhoid. Typhoid takes its time. No, Loss — ^you. 
think of rushing away on the strength of this. Wait 
loT two I” 

dear — if I don’t go I shall be miserable — think of that 
rienced girl all by herself. It’s only a two days’ journey.^ 

I tliink what a lot of typhoid I saw that time at Hyderabad ■ 

Losaie dear, he’ll be nursed all right, French doctors 



I 4$i 

iooU.' 

** In an hour— catch the night boat at Dover, and go straight ' 
through.” I jumped at it. 

“Now, Ilugluc darling, arc you in your senses? It isn’t only 
nursing that’s wanted. It’s poor Sibyl, and keeping her spirits 
up, and forcing her to go to bed and rest, and all that sort of 
' thing. Joe’s a dear boy, but is he the proper person?” We were 
obliged to consider this view, at least. 

“Then Joe must go with you,” said the General. But Lossie 
trampled on this suggestion so vigorously that wo had to surrender, 
“Yea — I rang,” said Lossic to the scivant. “Look in the Gen- 
eral’s dressing room and bring down the great thick red byk — 
you’ll see i1 som( whe re there.” And when the eontint ntal Brad- 
shaw arrived it was arranged that Lossie, accompanied by De^r4e, 
her Froneh maid, should start early next morning for Avi|f|ion. . 
And ab th(‘ shops wouldn’t bo opened so eaily, Nolly and I went ’ 
out to purchase all the Brand’s bcef-ossence wo could requisition 
from the neighbouring chemists. Nolly was incredulourf, and ; 
thought it nil a fuss about nothing. “ Sibyl’s been sticking a little 
glass thing they’ve got in his mouth,” said ho. “ lie’ll be all right ^ 
in 0 day or two— you see if ho isn’t.” 

“I don’t know,” said I — ^^‘biit I wish Lossic would have let x 



mo go and stayed.” I didn’t, afterwards; and as it turned out^ 
neither of us went the next morning. For when Nolly and I ;; 
returned, laden with Brand’s Essence, there was the General 
tho street door in an embroidered dressing-gown Lossie had made ^3 
him, smoking in the moonlight. “Come along in, boys,” 

^ ho. “Loss certainly mustn’t go to-morrow, nor perhaps at 
I’ve seen a lot of tvphoid. That time Lossie spoke of we had half 
regiment down. And we never know for a week and more whoti^^ 
it was typhoid or not.” And wo went in and smoked, and jp® 
General told us consolatory stories of superhuman rallies ag^ip^ 
^ tihis disorder, which did credit to the vitality of the English 
f But for all that, in a very few days typhoid was confimi^^® 
. Very serious case, and so forth. Nothing could keep Lossie 
^and the Brand’s Essence was travelled on after all. For at 
time food was not what it is now, for tho railway travell^^ 

^ France or elsewhere. 

Then followed three weeks of bulletins— either letters or I HWH 
^ams. It was all the usual thing— the ups and downs — ^the TO| p|| 
r gle of nature against fever— the not uncommon “ pronounjCiad t^H 
1 of danger ” and the inevitable end. Less than four months mHB 



Sibyl in chargo of her mother at the house in Park Lan^| 
ISr^j^ of us (either of her family or her hiisbancrs) had travelled^ 
ou^ both Sibyl and Lossie begging moat earnestly that it should^. 
be_so. Lossic even stipulated that no one sliould meet them ati 
the station, wishing to get her charge back to her own homo be* 
fore she saw any one. 

The funeral was in England; the body being orabalmcd and 
brought over at Sibyl’s desire. There was a considerable gath-^; 
erihg at the grave, showing a literary appreciation of the deceased ; 
quite out of proportion to what I thought the value of his works*, 
l^ut I was glad to be in the wrong, os I saw it would bo; 
distinctly pleasant both to his poor young widow and Lossie 
to hear of it as soon as the first period of grief had gone by.’ 
Lossie could never understand my coldness about IJeppino’s achieve- , 
ments. “ It’s all nonsense, J oe,’* she would say, to toll me you’re, 
an Engineer, and engineers can’t appreciate poetry.” And another, 
time when she had been at a soiree of the Royal Society with 
her husband: ‘‘What do you think old Dean Parr Bentley said' 
about you, Joe? Said you were the only undergradiinte he over' 
knew that could appreciate Pindar, and that a man who could' 
take in Pindar could assimilate everything Greek I There I And. 
then you say you’re an Engineer, and don’t understand Poetry.’^ ■ 
I replied that undergraduates were bom of a low order of Intel-/ 
lig^hoe, and changed the subject. For I was always afraid of . 
datechism from Lossie as to why 1 was callous towards Bep- 
^inO(. She was not surprised at NoHy, who was his brother by bloody 
was natural I Cain would have had a low opinion of any 
distributions of Abel’s to the daily Press, and vice versa. This, • 
fa^ever, was some time before Beppino’s death. Now that he wad 
gave me pleasure to look forward to repeating to Los- 
things said to me at the funeral by men really qualified 
a jud^ent. 

at straight home to Chelsea after the funeral, knowing I • 
not find Lossie at Poplar Villa. Poor Sibyl clung 
could hardly bear to be parted from her. So she hadl| 
to stay with her all that day. It was a terrible day I! 
|ving sleet and ready-made snow sludge, thawing underfoot , 
/fell; a day to be remembered even by those who had not; 
though it to a new-made grave, over turf that combined/ 
worst qualities of ice and poultice. I was glad of tb6| 
|%etQ of my own lonely house. .Would any one, I wondei^ | 




. t told tlim ih& tbov^t ih&i’^ve^ed li my^^SiSiaA^I 

^ as I dwelt sadly on the poor young widow in her loneliness t It^ 
was not a well-de&ned thought — ^moro a speculation of what 
would have been had I thought it It would have been very 

*^ske has only lost Beppmo, while 1 ” I refused to think it^g 

and to help mo against it picked up the letters that awaited 
and took them up to Jancy’s writing table to rc'id, telling Pips tow: 
open the shutters in front in token of leave to survivors to 
get the departed if so disposed 

What on earth was this huge black border I had to light^J 
the gas to sie^ Wlio can bt writing to me from rioronce 
tell of a doUli^ lor tbit is the only meaning of a border as?^ 
wide IS om third of the onvdopt Jt was directed to the Illmo;y 
Signore, Signor Giuseppe Vsnei, Cheyne Row, Chelsea, Inghil-||, 
terra, wiittrn kgibly, but with an appearance of having been^ 
copud by the writer Did you evti see your own handwritingtf^ 
copud by anotlicT person^ — it has an odd familiarity and one can-;^ 
not gu< ss why — but one sees there is something wrong. I opened.el 


the 1( tter, and read iS; 

“ Fiesole 

*‘Qfwtixiwimo SioNOB Vavct 

*^AIef(o addutro Lo bcubbi luia lettora, indinzzandola come ha dotto Lci, 
llyder and Abbott richborno Stiect 122, London Inglulteri a , o non avendo avuto^^ 
alonna risposta, dubito che Tlla non ai tiovi piti Jh, o forso cbe la lettera 
andata emarnta , peru vengo a ropheare il suo contenuto 

* Pgvo daia con ammo straziato la tnstissima notizm dolla raorte della 
oompianta ciigina, cho ipirava soienamcnto il di IG Ottobre mumta doi confottl^ 
religiosi tre aettunano dopo la nnecita d nn mascbio DeUissimo ayoudo 
eomiglian/a alia Sua grata persona, tanto che iiamo rimasti tutti stnpefatti 
air agoni \ ha dato spei an/e il Signor Uottoro ma cho vuolo ?— Ogm mezzo e eUtCj^ 
provato cd ogiii rinudio inutilo tutto * Il bambino sti discretamente di aalote 
e Bpeiiamo i hi contiiuii a miglioraro Anchr noi itiamo discretamente di 8alilt||^|' 
ma tntti piofondamonte commossi poi la pi rdita della nostra c*ins<iimadefani£^ 
** rntti pnrtecipiamo nl sno unminso dolore, tanto pih che EUa sia ataio 
orudolmonte inipedito dal ritoinare alia sna amntissima noglie 

** Gradisoa, Signore il i ispettoso salnto della sua devotissima Fauttinn 
pnooi, Yiaihlia Cariozsa, Ko 13, Ottobre . ,*74." 


The day was illegible m the dato— but it was October 
enough, 

, Then followod a postscript. 


\ **‘ATendo panra che anche qnesta non gmnga a Lei ho pensato di qpi| 
I ^ dnphcazione ooii, indinzzandola id padrone dell* Albergo di Milaao d 
^ ^ Home fiilla sua valigia, sperando che per caso Im ayrebte J 

iw jaasa ^ 



aibodi^'^r irdetiw7"*Cbx)^^ l£6~iikfbrl[i„ 

xr^ per f er tuito in or diue e riguerdevolmeute le epese nontano m, 4 a 

a ricorrere al buon cnore del Padre facendtKii imprestare la flommar^ 
^|li d^egento lire, ma siamo sempre per via di servirceue co riapamuo.** * 

,4^1ong a blank margin was written “ Al dcsidcrio della Signora,;; 
gju^ttezzato il bambino Criatoforo Vance, Dieeva unehc il Signer© 
1^9 Ivleva cosi,” I did not make this out in my iirat reading, 

1: don’t think I ever had a more horrible sensation in my lifo;^ 
;^ ihah the clash between the softened feelings about Heppiiio that 5 
had brought from his grave, and the shock Ihis letter gave me.; 
fclTot that I realized its contents properly at first. 1 only saw that J 
^^;tliero had boon soino foul play, and that it was conneetod with 
fcthe former letter addressed to me, and meant for Beppino. Jean- ; 
l^iiie Macallist(?r’s rapid insight into an aspect of iLo last letter : 
it^hich I had missed had shaken my faith in Bijppino’s cxpluna- ■. 
Mion, and in my own judgment. But I had forgotbui this in . 
^iho incident of the funeral. J remembered it now, and I simply ^ 
sick to think what it was that was on the edge of elucida- • 
|'.|ion. I saw tlio sort of thing, not the details. J 

I got at them gradually. First it wa^s clear that this letter j 
I'iad been forwarded by the hall-porter at the "Milan Hotel, whor© 
address, written by myself, had evidently been kept; also that ' 
it wrespondence had been going on with Beppino at Poplar Villa, 
i that the last Italian letter had reached him a month nearly 
ore this one was posted. ITow long had this one been coming? 

[A month ago I wrote you a letter directed ai yon told me to Kyder and Abbott, , 
hbomeSt., and having had no answer, 1 am in donbt if you are etill there, or perbapa ' 
i^Jletter may have got loat. I therefore write this to repeat its contents. 
vX have to give you with acute grief the moat ead annonneeroent of the death of my be- 
^conaln, who broalbed her iaet tranquilly on Oct 16, fortifled by the consolatlona of 
^on, three weeks after the birth of a most besutifni boy, so closely resembiiug yonr« ; 
ff astonish all of ne. The Doctor held out hopes up to the last moment, but what ^ 
01 yon f—every means had been tried and every remedy-all in vain ! The child is , 
rell and we hope will contlnne to improve. For ourselves we are well enough . 

bat in the deepest grief for the loss of oar most beloved departed. 

Join. in sympathy for your heavy loss, all the heavier that you have been so,; 
^'prevented from returning to your beloved wife. 

[Vt, Signore, the respectful salutations of yonr most devoted, etc. t 

' Being afraid this also may fail to reach yon, I have tbonght best to send It io 
\ directing to the padrone of the Dotel at Milan, the name of whom I recollect on V 
sage, in the hope that he will have another address. ", 

^yon again for the money. As I have already written, ft arrived in good 
^all in order and with dne respect the expenses have ran np, and 1 have been 
i tove reconrse to the kindness of the Padre, and get him to lend me two hnn- ’ 
Bnt we have always been as economical as possible. > 

: the Sigoora the baby wae christened Criatoforo Vaned. She said the ^ 
Ithiaalso.! . a 



^of tho matter — ^had been lying dead at Fiesole, and Beppino'Jb^’ 
^aithcr forgotten all about her in his honeymoon raptures, or 
:.ters had miscarried. Probably tho latter. One thing was deiu^'. 
.pending explanation, that there was a seven-weeks-old baby. iA' 
i charge of some not very near relation — that was plain from the 
rispettoso saluto ” — and that there was a want of money. I must'' 
ease my mind about that baby, even at the cost of a little risk*. 
I immediately wrote a letter to Faustina Vespucci, saying that .1 
was not the person for whom tho letter was intended, but that I 
believed 1 know who was meant, and would take upon myself to 
forward a little danaro, as I felt certain I should be repaid. > I 
wrote a cheque for twenty pounds, and when I had enveloped it 



, i, aiegibie. Then forty dajfl ago this poor lady,; 

’’whatevor she was — ^fot really I hardly dared to think of that psir'p' 


and directed it felt as if I had really been of some use. It was 
too late for the foreign post now — ^but it might as well be posted, . 
I should feel as if the poor people had got twenty pounds. I would; 
post it as I went to tea at Bony’s, at tho baker’s at tho corner of^ 
Danvers Street. Meanwhile I should have time to think more! 
over this letter. 

A person may be moderately familiar with Italian and yet may 
easily make mistakes in a first perusal of a letter. The praotii(^ 
of addressing people as she is one that requires time to becon^, 
acceptable to an Englishman. Tho first impression I had Was 
that Beppino had been moking love to some married lady 
!that she was intended by some at least of the ella's and leVs 
puzzled mo. She had had a male baby, and it had a startlu^f 
likeness to her grata persona — was very like its mother, in 
iut stop a bit. That wouldn’t do! ’^liy on earth should 
pino be sending money out to — ^yesl evidently to some nurs^ ; 
housekeeper, or perhaps well-disposed friends — on account of eil 
ibis baby or its mother? Then how about his being so 
prevented from returning to his beloved wife? I had 
|mng, and must go through it more carefully. 

Slowly-^lowly— it dawned upon me. Beppino was 
arried to this Italian girl — or at least she believed 
hi^sband — at the very time when he was arranging his 
fth Sibyl Fuller Perceval in England. And tois ill-starr^H 
schio was near his entry on the scene when his fat[ 
his new lies to a fresh victim. For if the firai ^ 

' mm by reason of his desertion, the second was even 
of his deliberate mendaoi^. 



' inaiiriag^law^ I should have uuderetood that no bigamy ^as f^teoaa^ 
involved in Beppino’a action. I should have known what 
Tadthirablo facilities it gives to enterprise of this sort, and how 
the Ghurch'Servioo of espousal is a more fareo unless there is 
also a secular one; and tliiit possibly lieppino was only half as 
' bad as he boenied, having played thc‘ part of an inearnale devil 
• to one girl only instead of two. For even if the inaiullin iniquities 
of the laws Alon inukcs and Women have no vob'o in, had backed 
him up in his treachery to this Italian, the knowledge that sho 
Was tied to an unclean creature would have broken (most likely) 
the heart that had the presdous legal right to call him husband. 
But at that time I knew nothing of this aeliuwcrnent of Themis, 
and took ftir granted that the girl was really his wile accord- 
ing to Italian Law. 

There was anotlior thing I took for granted, and it never crossed 


my mind to question it until 1 had quite exliaush'd conjecture as 
■ to how the little miscreant had eontrived to maintain his pretexts 
about his delayed return to his wife. On that point T was des- 
tined to remain in tho dark. The thing I bw'allowed whole with- 
out protest was tho use of my own name, and its ht^stowal on 
the lady. 1 oonc<*ived of it himply as part of th(3 accident of the 
ascription of my name to Beppiiio and his original acquiescence 
in it as a kind of joke. Such a niiscouc'cption might go great 
lengths in Tuscany; tho natives regarding forestieri as quite irre* 
; aponsible, and very likely wrong about their own names; while tho 
^ letter would consider them in return fascinating and clever, but 
'^tihildren for all that I I suppose if I had been less tired with 
funeral, and shocked with the main fact of tho letter, I 
l^^tibiould have seen the whole bearing of tho case Ix^tter. As it 
Wfts I would go and get Jeannio to give me tea, and say noth- 
to any one about it till I had had time to collect myself. 
^ didn^t even post the twenty pounds as I had intended, stop- 
i^idpg short just as 1 was letter-boxing it. It would go just a$ 

P I0I posted to-morrow. 

^I^Was really glad to forget the whole thing; although 1 know I 
doing so artificially, and that I should have to let it come back, 
^^Was much helped by hearing a storm of babies rush into ibe 
in response to my knock, and say it knew it was mine, 
^ie had five of these articles, and it was great joy to carry 
I two smallest and be propelled by Archie Stephenson and Fli!)£ 
light and warmth and chatter of many tongues and Jeannie 
splendid, and any amount of tea preparations. 



.:m: yiasrc^S 

‘*dh l been iiiinfe^ W" you 

;|:SucU an awful day. Flixio and Posset, my doarS, your uncld 
./-Joe’s tired and you miist lot him oif easy.” I encouraged there 
ff- two to pay no attention to their mother, and they made no 
' ’ concession. But a call carac in connection with tea supplies, 
; which I was ghul of. Parenthetically, Jeannie^s soft silvery 
Scotch acccuit was always there, though I can’t spell it. ' If 
you lik(‘ to spell “ dears ” a u and sound the r, I see no 
obj(.*(!tion. 

, ‘ Madame Schmidt, my old pianist friend, was there. She had 
got a foothold in Pony’s family as an instructor not only in . 
music, but ill the oduir arts, and Science and Literature, and 
BO forth. 1 knew a man once who undertook to teach Sanskrit, 
of which ho knew nothing. “I learjied,” said he, “as much be^ 
-'fore breakfast as I could teach between ten and twelve. And 
I allowed no quest ions to be asked.” I believe the Frau did ex- 
actly the same with the little Macallisters. I was glad to see 
'\\hcr, for her presence (as the Press would say noivadays) spelt Bee- 
" thoveji. However, the spelling was not going to become speech 
; on a piano she could only play for the children on. Wc must 
: go round to my house if there w^as to be any Beethoven : the Frau 
was inflexible. So I sent instructions to Pips to have coffee ready, 
and I stayed on to dinner, and wc all went round to my house 
directly after, “ indigcstically, but never mind!” said Jeannie. 
And thoii wo had colToc, and simply wallowed in the Pathetique 
<^Vand the Moonlight and the Waldstein, and I had my special movc- 
Vment twice over. 

^v' I had need of it, so horrible was the memory I had to. 
";V^lip back to. 1 said good-night to Jeannie and Bony and Frau 
l^-^chmidt, with the phrases of the Waldstein still ringing triumph- 
V^antly through every fibre of my senses. We had spoken less, and 
freely, of the departed than we should have done had the letter 
ifimeident not occurred. Had there been no Wilkinson and no preci^ 
1‘fjiice, Jeannie would have been almost sure to join in the cqh;. 
.^^versation more easily, whatever she really thought. As it wa|ii. 
||fihe spoke very little of the funeral, and in response to my gbodfj 
l^fnight only bade me, “ Good-night, Mr. Vance, and now do go and 
ave a real good night’s rest, for you look half-dead.” Her 
baud had referred to the funeral. J#' 

However, us old Aimc at Poplar Villa used to say, “ Half-d^a<^! 
Ijgeven filled the churchyard.” It (or he) did not even send j^ 
l|i^to a sound sleep. For just as I was going off, I was dr 
igain by a thought. How, if Beppino had actually ay^ 




ot libD nAme-isoiifuBioh td'bbi^ 

^ 'mi) a, marriage which lie could disclaim. V;, 

\ As soon as I was fully awake, I saw he could not have donos, 
.„thx3, unless indeed Italian and English wedding-law were dif- J 
fei^nt. But it made me very feverish and uncomfortable, and I 
was very sorry for myself for not having got to sleep that time. ' 
. Never mind, 1 would try again. And I had just got comfort- 
ably settled, with the clothes tucked round behind, and the pil- 
. low pulled a little down, when a new disturbing idt‘a came. What ^ 
was the name the child had been called? I had not road it very " 
'.clearly. I dismantled all my comfort witliout remorst*, and, jump- 
, ing up, lit the caiidlr; bosid(* my bed. f got the letter from my 
. pocket as (juick as I could, and got back to bed again and read 
it over. 

. Whore was it? Tlere along the blank margin of the first page: 
bat1o7/ato (^ristoforo Vance-— aiiehc^ il Signore lo vokwa cosl.*^ 
Now what did that mean? 

Christopher Vance — my Father’s name I Why, if I liad had a 
; hoy myself, that is what I should have called him. Was it con- 
ceivable that — but perhaps I was feverisli. I would put the let- 
'ter away till to-morrow. T turned in again, and this time I went 
to sleep, and slept soundly. 



CHArTER XLIX 


Joo DiibBicli/es Ciintoforo. Itow ho took General Ponprez into bis confldonce. 
The Jlraziiinu schemo. Another Floroiitmo letter. How Joo resolved to go 
out and see that Cristoforo was properly iiouriBhed. 


To (JO Ibrouf^li all the li])s and downs this Italian letter caused 
me would he to n'cord the vaeillatious of thrcMj weeks. I did 
not at first S(^(i my way to taking? any one into iny confidcac<5, 
Nor did I post iny chrjciuo nrxt day, os I had intended. But 
I sent the money out in bank notes with a letter which I dic- 
tated to ono of my clerks at the works, filling in tlm Italian 
!iiamo and the address myself. It incrcdy said twenty pounds was 
Venelow'd and pk'aso acknowledge to Mr. Vance. Another letter 
would follow. This gave nn* time to think it over. 

As soon as 1 could make up my mind wlmt had actually hap- 
pened, 1 would take Hugh Dosprez into my eoufidence. I can- 
not describe the power lu' had of inspiring trust in himself, I 
always felt and (bought of him as a great superior strength, and. 
' wondered at Lossi(‘’s intrepidity with him and lus complete acqui- 
escemjo in her inllnenoe. She onc(> sjiid to me, “If Hugh were; 
' angry with mo I think I should die. I have soon him angry/, 
and you have no idea w’luit it was. Some of th(i men had ill-’ 
treated a imtiv«3 Avoman — I don’t like to think of it” — and Losaia: 
, turiMid pule, and I changc^d the topic. 

The question (so it seemed to me) that I had to answer waai^ 
V Secrecy, or no secrecy? I wanted secrecy, but I could not Wi 
. fiure it was right. If tho General consented to secrecy, it couldl 
ynot be wrong! Nothing ho consented to could bo — ^it was a foi^' 


^'gono conclusion. 

At the end of the three weeks of vacillation I had deci^ 
-tliat what had actually happened was this; After leaving 
,, Milan, Beppino had fallen in love — or what he called love-r^S 
; an Italian girl, and finding he would have to marry her or 
"Tip the point, had chosen the former alternative. Wheth^^ 
J,-ibelicved at the time that the use of my name would 0 ) 3 ^^ 
'',tho support of Authority for hi.s treachery, I could not dsml 
/ I was not even sure that he had not protested against 
fmd thereby created a suspicion that he wished to substil^f^ 
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the Italian. He would have been a scurvy beast according to my ‘ 
high-flown ideas had he done so; but not so bad, as the world 
goes! The tendency of my speculations was towards <»xciisc-mon* 
gering. I would make the best case 1 could to lay before tlio 
General, As for his use of my name as a wrong to myself, I 
did not trouble inueli. What could it matter? What could any- 
thing matter ? And 8uppos<3 he had tried to impute au Italian baby 
to me, and to foster the idea by giving it my Father’s nanus was ' 
it a thing to lx> resented by a man who (so long as he could , 
account to himself for his own actions) did not can3 much what 
folk thought about him? Did 1 not remeraber how that <lay in 
the Ticino valk‘y I longed to carry off Tdomoneo Pcdlcgriui from 
his delicious mud-pie, and appropriate him, and liow J even felt 
sorry to wash off iJu? compact little hand-print he had so kindly 
impressed on my forehead. Oh nol It was no wrong io bo 
resented — a seliomo to mako me the poss(‘ssor of an Tdomen<H>’ 
without crime or treachery on my part. For anything I knew this 
Kttle character, at prijsent half-mummified, and only allowetl ehr>^s- 
alis-oxercise for its legs, might turn out as sncenlent at tlirei' as 
Idoraeneo. I shut my eyes and endeavoured to j)ic1uro to myself 
his clenched fists, trying to elear away an obslructivc*. universe; his . 
terrific voice insisting on a bottle, and his imnu^liale pn‘oecupa-' 
.tion on receiving it. No! I wasn’t going to be very angry about 
that part of the business. I would send the little party some moro 
cash to go on with in case he should he running short. 


laiscP Ximrpg tor a tru6 

liis to £higlaud to allow Sibyl to lapse and to 


' I made up my mind then that I "would speak to the General 
aiS soon as an opportunity offered. Wo always smokcid in tlio 
Jiibxary, and my chance came one evening in Dcccral^er, when 
fSf had dined alone with him and Lossie ; and she, being tired, < 


fjhad announced that she should go to bed c^arly. So wc deferred 
>4ciga.rs altogether till she went, and then adjourned to the Library , 
good. After we had smoked a little I spoke. 
say, General, I want to put a case to you. Suppose a pri- > 
soldier was to come to you and say ho had something in ^ 
mind — something affecting the welfare of the regiment — and \ 
he couldn’t tell it unless you promised secrecy — what would 

General considered for a few seconds— a very few — ^andl,} 
3|^’'said: 


^#;jj^should say I couldn’t make a promise in the dark— hoj- 
^^H^ither trust mo in fully or carry his information elsewberaH 



' jt wouid proftiidG to do my beat by him if he liked to coifidi^ ; 
iitt me. Only, he would have to confide outright P' . , 7 ) 

Wo sat puffing out clouds in silence for a few minutes. Tlu^. 
' ho lookcil at mo, and said interrogatively, Terms accepted, Joo?” - 
“ Terms acccpled,^^ I replied. “ Vou’ll have to listen to a long 
story, (joiicral.” And I told him straight through without reserve 
tlic whol(‘ story as I have wnti on it. I also told him what I 
, know of .Ifeppino’s previous lifo—iho affair of Thornborry’s wife, 
and also 1 am sorry to say of one or two analogous events that 
had come to my knowledge which 1 have not recorded here. When. 
1 had end(‘d, llio (Icneral nauarked that he was not a very good 
Italian scholar, but he might as well sec the letter. T handed 
' it to him. 

“Of course the chief thing is Losaio,” said ho. “Wo can’t' 
have her heart hroktui over this. Also that poor little widow-lady.” 

“Of course,” I r(‘poa 1 cd after him, “the chief thing is Lossie,” 
And 1 felt that be had thrown in poor Sibyl in a rather per- 
functory way. Rut 1 was worse, and did not include her at all. 
Neither he nor 1 then knew that a child was expected. Had 
*we done so we should have seen at once how it would complicate 
the position. Losaio may have known; but it was early days to‘ 
talk of such matters, and nothing had reached me or the General, 
lie opened the letter, and translated to himself, referring to me 
onc() or twice for an interpretation. ] 

“What’s ^vengo a replicare’? I come to reply? — oh, I see,' 
duplicsite its contents. And what’s ^siamo rimasti stupefatti’?” 
“ They have remained surprised. That is, they were astonished; 

^ at the likeness— the somiglianza 7/; 

“To its mother?” 

V “No — to Boppino. Ilis {/rafa persona is himself.” ‘i 

'f “ The bambino stands discreetly. It’s too young. It can’t stand! 
t;:,at all.” 

i'! “ It’s only a way of saying it’s doing very well on the whole 
' “ I suppose the poor girl’s name was Gradisca ? Here it. 

' sua amatissinia moglio Gradisca.’ ” 7 . * 

. “Oh no! It’s only a way they have of winding up a 
Heaven only knows what it means!” ;\7 

^ “Why can’t they write plain English?” However, the Qen^4 
i^got through the rest of tlic letter, and even admitted that hht 
recourse to the good heart of the Padre was not a bad' 
ion— for foreigners. In spite of all his long residence 
dia, he had a John Bull citadel in his innermost heart. 

* We must send thorn some money, Joe,” said he, at onc^' 






yins lie i^mo point as myself nrsfc. ^^IJut most IiMjr 
I thatT^' I admitted that I had, and added that possibly I had 8€fnt^^ 
'morefthan was wise. 

'r, “You see, General,” I said, “I haven^t consulted any one, andO; 
whenever I felt anxious about that baby 1 relieve'd tny mind by'' 
posting Bank of England notes to it. It^s tiuite a littlo Cropsus : 
J.by now. But tell me, Low does the whole thing strike you?” 

“Well — I’m too old to bo suri)viscd at anything of this sort, ‘ 
; I never remain stupehed, as oiir friend says, about anylhing with' 
a woman in it. Besides, I took Beppino’s measure long ago. I. 
never knew any of these at<u*ies you have told me, hat of <*onrso 
I could give liim his elass after all lht» young olla-ers 1 ha\e known, 
VLosaic thouglit of him as of an innocent young boy, a child. Sho \ 
V would be horrildy cut up if sin', knew the truth.” 

* “/ slian't tell Ikm*. But didn’t l>ep soniotimcs strike you aa 

being like a ehild, in sonie resp(*cts?” 

“Yes, he did. But tla'ii the first thing that struck mo — 
when I saw him first — about foiirteeu be was, F tliiiik - -was that 
; his iutelb'ct was so much olch'r than himself. Xf>\v F always 
thought latterly that his body had got ohkr tlian his mind, and 
' run away with liiui, as it were. However, ifs uo use siu'cnlat-"^ 
ing, lie wasn’t good — wo must l(‘ave him to other Judgnieut 
t’than ours. Wo have to think what’s to Ix' done now. FaH’s run 
itlirough the letter again — well, look herel here we are at the first ; 
p^o-ofF! How long did this letter lake to reach you? 1 can’t mako 
?*out the date.” 

M “Probably a week. But here’s the envelope ” 

“It’s no good looking at postmarks. But it would bo a week, 
l^'^^ore or less. And the writer had written a month before. And ; 
you got this the day of the funeral. The Icter despatched a 
^^Onth before the funeral may bo still lying at this address given 
lion the letter. Nothing was forwarded to Avignon during his ~ 

g 3 W do we know? ITc may have tohl them to direct Poftto| 
ite, Avignon?” And we went on discussing the numerous^ 
Llities, but ended by deciding that it would he just as well / 
ly at Ryder and Abbott’.s and claim any letter we should find. ? 
lould we be justified in doing so ? ” said L Z 

gaily yes, because I am his executor,” replied the GeneraLS? 
forgotten this fact. Beppino had made a wdll at Lo8sio’s| 
ition, and had made Hugh sole executor, “ As to the morahl 
of case,” continued he, “I think I may go to that 
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" As to claiming said L But how about reading it when 
wo^ve got it?” 

Suppobo wo think it over,” answered ho. 'And as ho said noth- 
ing more on this point, 1 loft the matter alone, and we talked, 

I think, of a raid the ohildron had made on their father’s photo- 
graphic chemicals — and some uncertainty there had been as to 
whether the Turk had sampled the Cyanide. 

This was on Thursday. Next day T dined with some friends 
to meet some men who had a big work in hand for Brazil, and 
were good enough to think I should be of service to them. The 
Saturday evening I spent as usual with Air. Spencer at ITamp- 
frtead. I ean reinrmlx'r the blank that eanie over his poor old 
face when T told him about the Brazilian miius, and the rail- 
way that was to ‘Sip< n u]>” a country about the size of Austria. 

“ Joel—.loc! ” said he, *^>ou’]l go a wav to South America and 
wo shall TH‘ver see you again.” I answ( red, Nc ver fear. Padrone” 
— but felt rather hypocritical about it. For I had already been 
thinking to myself luw f<'w ties T should have if Lossie and 
her husband went to live in Italy, as they often talked of doing, 
and Bony’s father, who was ailing, should die and l(*avo him heir 
to his ostat<*s in Perthshire. Bonv’s elder brother. Colonel Macal- 
listcr, received a charge of shot in ono eye at a shooting-party, 
at the age of thirty -five, and had lost a life that seemed to enjoy 
dcer-stalking and grouse-shooting, billiards and picquot, a funny 
play and a good dinner, impartially and equally, without any 
distinction. Ho was a great loss to his friends, and when ho* 
died a bachelor Bony was left solo heir to some v(‘ry broad acres. 
The latter liked his j^rofession well enough, but a big factory 
in London had no attractions that would compete with a little 
kingdom in the Perthshire TTighlands. Tfe would go, and then 
I really should hardly have a soul of tho old lot to speak to. 
There would he Nolly, certainly; hut ho and I had never been 
.close enough not to slip asunder and yet remain the best of friends 
■whenever wo met. There is very little juice in reciprocity of * 
wat sort. j 

So when my father-in-law said to me, “Wo shall never see 
again,” tho thought that crossecl my mind was that “ I ” mi^^ *; 
have done as well as “We.” llo would bo the only human 
with any strength in it in London, if all went as I foresaw, E 
replied to him that if I did go it would only be for a spdl, 

I wasn’t going to desert him, I could not say to him that It 
never really felt happy with him, because I could* not talk freotg « 
of Jancy. When I referred to her he sighed, “ Ah dear — ah 
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and seldom spoke in reply. I no more dared speak of her as % 
thought, as of a living something in a time I had no conception 
of and a space my eyes were closed on, than if ho had been Violet 
Towerstairs. 

When I next day saw Hugh, on Uio Suiulay at Poplar Villa^ 
ho and Lossie wore ‘surrounded by young oHicera; a small frac- 
tion, said he, of a train of worshippers whom Los'^ie always had 
in hand in India. “You’ll see,” said he, “that the one she sponks 
to will brighten up, and all the others will look dejeetul.” Which 
happened to thi‘ litter, all the e\ening. Such .a er(»w of dear hoys, 
and all for wlnt? The only survivor of the partv (when I began 
to write llie«ie annotalions) was kilkd the other da>. I siw his 
name in the list a weik ago. 1 had to think of Dr. Tliorpo and 
bis saving. 

When the last laugh liad (IumI away and tln' 1 ist good-night been 
said — and vMtli one at least it was a ease of monfunt\ Ir mlnlat, 
for we heiul of his de.ith a month later - the (hiieral and T turned 
into the Library again for a little chat, and Lossie vanished up- 
stairs. 

“Wliat do ->011 think now,” T asked, “about going to claim tlie 
letter — or letters i ” 

“ Pvc got tli( ni here somewdiere,” said he. “ Tlu re are two. Got 
them next morning. Here they arc;” and he brought them out 
of hifl pocket, I still felt uneasy about opining them, and said so. 

*^But your scruples won’t go the length of collaring them from 
me?” And he settled the matter by opening one fortlnviib. 

I have not this letter here, as the General kept it, and probably 
destroyed it after Beppino’s affairs were wound up. It w'as in 
the handwriting of the first letter (signed Anmmeiatiim), which 
Beppino had given the doubtful explanation of, and the substanco 
vfras that Annunciatina Vance was looking forward with rapture 
to the promised return of her darling husband. It was dated the 
ifith of September, after the birth of the baby, which had been 
christened Cristoforo, as his father had wished. It was oarino 
ina carino — ^veramento un angiolo di bellczza, c tanto somiglianto 
Id mio tesoro. There was only on© maechia on the writer’s picnezza 
\di gioia, this “crudelo ritardimento del ritorno — ah come dcside- 
' jtato!— del mio bramntissimo marito.” The letter threw some light 
te the excuses for this delay, as the writer dwelt on the cruelty 
^ ,of the military laws which dragged the husband from the wife and 
, the son from the mother to serve in the army, even when little 
iHtted by nature for such service. Beppino had evidently made 
^in^resentations in this sense. The letter thanked him for his 



;^^tpiu^'*if ~5o]^a'iro '8empH»^'&n'OTa^^,-’a6^'"’^^’’^fffiii[3‘*^id5^^ 
that it should be ben risparniiato. There were not tanti quattrinr ^ 

, in thdse days I Then followed more expressions of rapturous 
^fection; but as T cannot recall the Italian phrases, this descrip-^A 
Hion of the remainder of the letter is enough. The other letter 
was the diipliciito of the one I had received.* 

His military service,” said the General. “ The little miscreant." 

I know, Joel Be mortuis nil nisi bonum. But there’s a limit.” v;- 
“ I wasn’t goiTig to defend him,” said I. “ I was only going 
to ask you where you found the letters?” 

‘‘It was his tailor’s — I really felt as if they were a sort of v, 
aceornplicos. But of course they were as innocent as this poor 
baby, 'rhey had not even hoard of Beppino’s death — which was ‘ 
a little odd. 1 suppose they were very busy with their winter 
orders. Tie had told them to forward all Mr. Giuseppe Vance’s 
' letters that came ther<^ to the Ifotel at Avignon, as well as let- , 
.,tera to himself, but only till the end of October, when he expected 
to return to London. Several had come for Mr. Giuseppe Vance, 
but none for Mr. Thorpe. All had been forwarded as directed but 
these two, of which the first arrived October 31. Our Mr. Abbott, 
who knew about these letters, was away at the time, and onljj 
came back November 3d; and we then thought it best not t 
forward. We hoped we had done rightly, and I said yes.” 

WTiat a revelation of duplicity and lies! ITow did the little 
traitor, under the very eyes of his new-made bride, contrive to 
, receive and answer these forwarded letters ? There must have been 
, some awaiting him at the hotel when he arrived. “ Surely Sibyl; 
/would have se<m them?” I said. ' 

“Why should she not?” said the General. “Ecmember they' 

! were not directed to him.” ./ 

“But Mrs. Beppino knows my name well enough, and would; 
be sure to ask questions.” 

; “ My dear boy, the letter wasn’t directed to you either. Siby^ 

V wouldn’t know Giuseppe Vance from Adam.” ;'4l 

“ But she would have seen Beppino take the letters.” 

■ “ Yes, if he had grabbed at them in her presence. But, ybi^ 
/.pee, he was no fool. Probably he waited till she was out of*?! 
f way and then told the hotel man he would give them to Mr. Va 

* Mr. Vance, writing for an imaginary reader, chooseB to imagine, among other 
Uiat this reader iinderatands Italian I We have done our best, by translation and< 

"to remove this obstacle from the path of the ordinary reader, bat have thought it/.^ 
i damage the character of the work to cancel or alter tlic whole. The reader miift 
I'Bpitors Notr 





at an^thet^ Hotel. There could be no difficulty five franca woulduH^^' - 
cover.” J, 

And so wo went ou discussing the ins and outs and difficulties'/^ ; 
of the matter; and I did not feel then, and never have felt, clears 
about how it was manipulated so as to avoid dotoetion and ox- ■; 
posure. But Hugh’s head wa^ cooler than mine ami I aecopted ^ ' 
his view, which was that Boppino’s crime was now a thing of 
the past, the victim being dead as well as himself. TIo took for ‘ 
granted that tlio girl ha<l bmi deceived by «.oine form of bogus 
marriage — piuhaps only to satisfy soru])les. ^‘Yoii see." said lie, 
*‘to suppose it ollierwise would void his inarriago with Sibyl. ITo 
seems to liave bn ii villiiu enough tor anything. Ihit villains re- 
spect propel tv who would treat women as mere drugs in the mar- 
ket. Think of 1h(* <lailiug Motk'v involved. Beppino was not rich 
enough to hi* imlilhrint to Sibyl’s money — nor pasforiil cMiomrhl” 

1 assonteil to till*? thiui. Aflcrw’ards T saw reason to doubt it. 
But I now sec* Hugh was right. Tfe knew more than I did of tho ^ 
powa*r of the one thing siert*d, the motive that outlives and siiper- 
' sedes all otheis. If in what followed after I had allow*ed esioiigh 
for the force of gold, many things in my life might have' gone ♦ 
otherwise. 

‘‘What shall we do now^” said F, when we began to fend we 
I could get no further light on tho subje c 1 by talking it over. “ Bup- 
,*p08e I go e)V(*r anel see afte*r this poor little* e'arel. 1 hope* to 
^ goodness he’ll get proper sustenance*.” TIks (leneral eeiulei ne>l he*lp 
It smiling. “ My dear Joe Vance,” he said, “ what a regular old Mrs. 

$ Oamp you are ! ” 

e “Lossio always says so!” said F. “But I’m bi*rious. F shall 
^.have to go to Milan in the course of the spring. I might just aa 
f^well go now. I can seiiel cash, and instnictiems tei Faustina Ves- 
r^pucci, adhering to my description of in.'vself, aiiel to Jk*ppmo’a 
pdeath. I shan’t have to answer any questions as long as 1 pro- 
^duc6 cash.” 

L ^."You’ll let me stand Sam,” said Hugh, 
r . No— I wonV said t 



CHAPTER L 


Joe goes to Fiesole And lioara all about Boppino's wild oat He gets his letters, 
and adopts hu baby tlia mixed tale to Loasio Ho la walking on a tight^ 
rope, but for Loasie^a aako 

It was well on in .Limiary before T was able to run out (as 
I called it) to Milan. I w( nt b> the Mont Cenis — rather relieved 
to escape tlio route by which Bippino and T had travelled out. I 
should have found Jdomonoo IMkfrnni blu< , and his mud-pie 
frozen. The jouiiuy through the mounnin this time was an ex- 
ponc luc ol sitling in a siufty railway earria^<c, and wranjelin^, with 
an Aincne 111 fiiuily about opuiin^r windows I romcuibcr it now 
as an mstaiu t of M in’s iiuonsdiiunt naliiic tb it. iftcr 1 hid men- 
tioned to the Pabifaimhis tint I should piobiblv ^ro to America 
in the autumn, the family allowed mo to have the window two 
inches open at lonp: inte rvals. 

I was much too (Minous about C’nstoforo Vance to prot through ^ 
my Milan business befor' seeing him , so I went to Florence first 
and took a vehiflo next dav to Fiesole 
I started from Marn Novella in a thick fop:, which with a t 
sufficient supply of coal smoke would have ffivcn the Hotel Minerva 
an experience of London As the road rose towards San Do- 
menico the ioix lii?hton(d, and, when we arrived thero it was S 
clear enoiip:h to see the bolls swing in the church-tower as wellv 
as hear them. Them we started on the serious climb, and I pro-*^! 
posed tint I should walk to spare tho horse. But the drivot^ 
said, “Che, did Non si confonda^ Si accomraodi’ Si accouir^, 
modi^” and really got quite e^xcited about it. The horse, whieJx'^ 
of course he called a havallo, was equal to any emergency: 
bene, lo garnntisco But ho got down and walked himabl^^ 

at the very stiff bit at the top, and I think it was good for hiiyl^ 
as his clothes wore really filled out too tight to be reasonam^ 
By tho time wo got to the Medici villa just below this, we 
in dazzling sunshine, and spread over the whole valley of tho 
was a strange fog sea, looking like a dead level plain baddstg 
the light, and from the centre of it shot up the towers of FSnw 
ence — ^the Campanile and the Signoria — and the colossal 
could take St. Paul’s inside with only small accommodation. 

i50 
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mm qtdte waifm now towards mezzogiomo* and the populatioiritk ^ 
of vendors of roba di paglia were enjoying it and I suppose pitying ; 
the choked and shivering Florentines below. They were indignant 
with me for not wanting straw workboxes and screens. 

I found that the Via dtlla Carro//a was a strida running from 
the Piazza (where the Kkctrie Trams stop now) along the faco 
of the hill whe ro th( stone quarries are 

It happened that it was a rather bail road, and the house somo 
distance off, however, there w is i bhort cut So I lift my fat 
driver behind m spite of his protestations about the iiowcrs of 
his havallo, and wnit on foiit 1 found the ^rontnlnm or short 
cut, and thin the house mil then it-^ pniiio ])iano. And tluro a 
lassie who opimd thi door sml ms (Ins \ms whin tin Sij^nora 
Vance hid lived, uid jf I would p issue sli< would till the Sig- 
nonna Faustnn J3ut the Signoia Vann w is “nioiti tii iiksi 
fa” — dead thin niontlis ago 

I was fully put to it to unilirstand the voluble Tuscan of the 
Signorina lauslini wlun slu < uni, vvlinli was not nude more 
||intelligiblo by the poor woniaii\ ovirpowiring |ov at seeing a 
' parente of the povero Signore Indeed, we had not gone much 
beyond establishing who I wis and hiinging al>out the iiroduc- 
tion of Master Cristoforo Vaiuc himsilf in tho arms of an amaz- 
ing balia, or wit nurse (who at once wt at nst all misgivings 
about Cristotoro’s rations), wlun thi biion Padio appi irnl — he, 
as I learned, who had advanced money lor thi spi->( lie was a 
great relief, as he was a very mtillnrcnt middle aged min who 
spoke distinctly, more like a Roman thin a I lorciitine, and who 
also knew a few words of English, having passeil bomc of his 
^ early life in a fraternity at that well known English town /?oo- 
^4ongtongj which I acknowledged provisionally and idintificd later 
^jBS Southampton. But these things take tunc Ihi earlier part 
tof our interview was also interrupted by the chiasso di quel bam- 
l^no, who certainly had strong lungs, and sieraid to objict to 
j^gvsrything. He was amiable to mo though, and took steps towards 
learing my beard out by the roots. He then forgot to lit go, 
jljpad became distrait, and hiccoughed. Then he started the ehiasso 
tvas removed. It seemed so funny to me that tfiat little pur- 
hbrown thing was really Christopher Vance, and called so after 
' de%r Daddy, although his own father had scarcely a right to 
priate the name. 

I story of his parents’ marriage, or what the priest and Signo- 
Faustina, who was a cousin of the bride, told mo gradually^ 

I disjointedly, may bo condensed as follows: 
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Anminziatinfl Veapucci wad a daughter of a respectable well* 
lo-do contadino of Castel Fiorentino. She had a very fine voice, 
and her parents, to give her a chance of educating it, placed her. 
with a relative, an aunt, in Florence, at whoso house she met Bep* 
pino, who used to go there to take Italian lessons from the aunt. 
Boi)pino made love to her, and the poor girl, who was barely seven- 
teen, had fallen madly in love with him. Her parents, learning 
what was going on, had withdrawn her from the aunt^s, and 
forbidden her to have any communication with her lover. I did 
not them clearly understand, and have never known, what objec- 
tion thc*y had to him. Probably he crossed some other arrange- 
ments they had in view. The result was stolen interviews, and, 
finally that Anniin/iatma left her homo suddenly and was mar- 
ried at the ])ansh ehnrcli of Oualdo Tadino in the January. The 
Priore gave me his most solemn assurance of his bcluf that the 
marriage had bicu stiictly in ordiiie, and T, being perfectly igno- 
rant ol Italian usages, could not question an\ tiling he said, nor 
was I inelinod to do so. Tie admitted that it had seemed to him 
strange that none of the parenti of the Signore Vance had turned 
up — but then, die vuole the Signora and Signore seemed all suf- 
ficient to one another. Moreover, I was not to suppose he 
himself had really seen much of the Signore — ^he had only done 
what he could to reassure and console the Signora after his de- 
parture. The Signora had sieii nothing of her parents, who were 
incensed against her. But when the Signore was called away in 
tlie spring, she wrote to her cousin, the Signorina Faustina, tell- 
ing her of her condition and that her husband was called away 
to England on urgent business. She had wished to accompany 
him. but ho had dissuaded her — ^veduto lo circostanze. 

Whatever Beppino supposed his position to bo with respect to 
poor Annunziatina — whether or not he supposed his false name or' 
some law shiiiHe would back him up in betraying her — I do not" 
know; hut I could see no object in raising doubts of his integrity 
in minds where none existed. I had the task, always unpleasant^ 
of telling literal truths in such a way as to produce an entirdy^j 
false impression. The task was all the easier as my audien<!0*^ 
put any discrepancy down to my faulty Italian, and substittttSid^ 
plausible versions of their own. I told them Beppino had 
England in the autumn, none of us ” knowing exactly what 
plans were, and had been taken ill at a Hotel at Avignon, 
died of typhoid a fortnight after his wife. I felt a horribly 
in speaking of Annimziatina without a hint of a question 
position; and wished for an equivalent of ^‘ma che vuolef"^J 



'''X, Cf^^d get into bad Italian, subject to the drawbacks under which J 
^ J Sl)|pke, I asked were there no letters from Avignon, and what was 
,?^^ ,date of the last? Yes, there were many letters, and the last 
very shortly before the relapse which ended in Annunziai Lna’a ^ 
/dCaA. 

.1;-^ Lis Faustina, as the Padre called her, produced those letters; out 
; 4^iurrcd about allowing them to bo read, or to go out of her i 
;^pos8ession. She had not read them, though she had luiard some 
'of them as they arrived — was not sure she ought not to destroy 
\ them unread. I entreated her not to do so, until I had time to 
;,^think over the whole thing. I saw I had a dillloiiU position to 
;deal with, but was anxious to get every light possible on IIkj story, 

- and at the stimc3 time unwilling to leavo this larp3 parcid of let- 
ters, signed with my own name, without knowing into whose hands 
they might ])ass. 1 did not like to say destroy thorn at one(\ 1 said 
'xl would go away and got lunch, being aware of a table being 
/laid in an adjoining room. But the Faustina begged mo to 
v.favorire, as the Priore was staying to dcsinarc, and 1 ace(‘pt<-*d llio 
; invitation. 

I did not take a very long time making up my mind about tlio 
£ course hj pursue. By the time 1 bad smoked a Trabiieo aftf*r pranzo 
■ (I was glad to find that everything scorned to have he(*n on a 
;^;inost comfortable footing) I bad made a rcjsolntion. And the 
'^jresult of the proposals it prompted me to make with the Faustina 
f:Waa a treaty to the following effect; 

ft .She for her part was to take charge of Cristoforo Vanc?‘ and 
y^^.that he should be copiously, even extravagantly nourished. That 

f is legs should be released from bondage at the very earliest date 
>U8^n usage would sanction. That she should w^ritc to me every 
for the present, and should receive by return a remittance 
i^Jeover expenses and a consideration for herself. That she should 

B t as a regalo after all she had done for the poor Signora 
■lia and sundries the house contained, which inde<3d T 
^e been puzzled else to know what to do with. And lastly, 
etters should be handed over to mo to give to the Sig- 
lutors in England. These conditions being complied with, * 
iharge myself with all the responsibilities of a parent 
ristoforo. 

astina hesitated over the letters. Would it be right to 
up? — ^Eemcmher, she saw me for the first time! — ^The 
> considered there should be a clause in the Treaty about 
^6 being brought up a Christian, and not a Protestant^, 






imi 

Yo^ IVoo Jhinker. I was Boout to point out tiiat inOtJ^'a ; 
Vish decided this, when I perceived that if I made difficuitiesfiii^^' 
aaid the father was of the Chiesa Evangelica, the Faustina 
‘ coTicodo the letters in exchange for a concession on my part, 
it turned out, and the Treaty with some minor details was ratifiedf' 
I felt a great story-teller, but then, was I not taking over Oris-t: 
tof oro ? 

^ I have made great efforts to remember all I could of this intet;* 
view, in order that T may recollect, if possible, how large a shar^'> 
in it was taken by the only person then present who lives on into' 
my story. 1 think L liavc recalled everything of any importance S,0\ 
far. Let me try and be ccjually accurate with the remainder. Jv * 
Whcni the Treaty was, as it were, signed and sealed, and the sub*^^ 
jeet of it, who was taking some refreshment, had been brought in^" 
for a final inspection, I prepared to take my leave and go back, 

, to my fly-driver. The important parts of the negotiation had been 
between the Faustina, the Priorc, and myself, none other being 
present. As I cxehaiigcd iny last words with them, there were 
present also the balia, to whom Master Christopher was attached 
as a limpet; and the ragazza who had admitted mo to the housed, ( 
and waited on us at dinner, when our conversation on the main^ 
subject had been less specific and concentrated than either before' 
or after. As nearly as [ can remember I turned to the Signoripa, 


and told her in the best Italian I could command that I intended;, 
to fulfil all the responsibilities of a father towards that child, 
that altliough his baptismal name had been chosen without consult^l^ 
ing mo 1 was quite content with that of my own father, whom^I} 

; should consider in tho light of its grandfather. At this 
/ the ragazza, who had been directed to sparecchiare our 
f. contrived to spill them over on tho ground and break two* 

- was promptly tried and convicted for staring at tho 
• Ingleso instead of fare attenziono, and was routed and driven 
( into the cucina, bearing tho fragments. The Signorina apologi^^ 
i. for her behaviour, saying she was quite insupportabilo, havingj^^l 
[ been installed a week, during which she had smashed two piimmi; 
: iondi, and sbocconcellato’ed tho ziippicra. However, she was 
: to licenziaro her this week, and get another, who might be 
;^^ma, che lo so io?’’ This is tho last occurrence I can 
as I said good-bye to the Faustina. The priest walked witJiElf2l^^ 
my carrozza, and on tho way pooh-poohed the idea, which I 
I to, of any possible irregularity in the marriage. 
i, . Now if I had known that it was tliis good man’s 
^ .priest, to ignore the existence of the municipal marriag^J^^^p 





» , have 'avoided a grave misi^kbi' , -Btiraj^^Sw it wat^ ^iaiV-^P 
Vn^er realized this point, and went on for years under the dcl^iS 
that the poor Annunziatiiia lind been really legally married^ 
\Jot JBeppino ; although the false version of his name might hav^’li 
dl](yalidatod the marriage. 1 remaiiu'd in the dark by aecidcnt.fl 
’^The slightest spark might have illumiiiaUHl it— a trivial turn iu-v* 
."conversation — a passage in a newspaper! Any knowledge of an-.t 
other Italian marriage would have <*Ieare(l it up in an instan^; 
Wha^t a many novels there must that would have* told all uboirr| 
it J But no such ebanee oe<nirred. and my only coutidaiit was JTugb^J' 
Desprez, whoso Indian expepienee was little likely to set him oui? 
his guard in points of Italian law. AIonM)V(*r, when I told hioi;;^' 
the results of my visit to Florence, 1 assunxi liiin that i had “ madorl 
..every enquiry ” and was perfectly satisiit^d that so far as the mar* 
riage itsidf went it was valid; hut that I tliought Beppino had'^ 
intended to shufWe out under the false name, or had relied on ; 
securing his Italian wife^^ sileneo hy threats of withdrawing 8up-:‘| 
. pliers. Things of Uiis sort are often dfuie, and succeeded in. I 
myself once knew a man who maintained hvo wives and two fara-'^ 
ilics in England, ncv(?r excited the suspieion of cither, and whejBi\^ 
he was ruined in business and his friends ‘‘got him out^' to Aufl*?- 
tralia, transported both his households with him on the same boat, 

' one in the first class, the other in the sUwage. That was genius 1 
r But Beppino might have bullied poor Aniiunziatina into silence/ 


without genius. JJ; 

When I returned to London after transacting various busine^)| 
! at Milan I did not find the General. He had gone to Ireland oni{1 
/military business. I was not in the habit of keeping secrets frofflt|? 
;^Q8sic, but in this case T was in for a fib or two. So I determined;;;^' 
do justice both to all the truth T could tell, and all the lies % 


^r^as obliged to tell. My story, as it came out, was that at Flori 
/toce I had come upon a six-weeks-old bambino both of whose 
i^ts were dead, and finding that it was named Cristoforo aft^^ 
one I didn’t know, had rc-named it Cristoforo after my own 
^*Paddy, and adopted it. So it would have his name and be Ohn|f| 
|d^her Vance, or Vance. I said I had not gone to the both^ 
Ihe question of his parentage, and susjmctcd that his motb^! 
|^dio6e name was Vespucci, had not been well-trealed by the fath^l 
fact, every word I said was literally true; and had I 
^^ted that the father’s name was Joseph Thorpe, and that TStrA 
^hqrpe was a great scoundrel, would have bcv.Ti unimpeachab^^ 
fdt very guilty in spite of my motives, and had to 






Jancy lov^ 'ad well as I/ it is on your bdralf ^ 
J take this stain upon iny conscience. You shall never know the - 
^^^ckedness of the brother you loved, if I can help it. Nor shall'. 
^rJiis child — tliat is your own flesh and blood, dear Loss; that is- 
lyour father’s farratidsoii as much as your own boy — ever be the worse;,: 
.for the loss of his name and the crime of his parent, if I can: 
'"'help it.” And I thought to myself what a terrible thiiiff if there .. 
^ bad been a posthumous child of the English marriage ! ” For mind^^ 
Vyou, 1 had then no idea that one was anticipated, and took it for , 
« granted that liad there been [ should have heard of it. I also 
' Accepted without question the Italian marriage as sound. But even * 
,, without inheritance the shock of an ^^clair^isseincnt both to Lossio 
/:and Sibyl would liavo hoen (uiough. 

; So when Lossic) threw a light on a certain preoccupation on her 
^;part, which seemed to me to prove:it licr taking enough interest' 

} in my adoption of Cristoforo, by suddenly saying to me, “I’ve 
V never told you, Joe, but I suppose you’ve guessed, that there’ll be a 
' ’baby,” I said to myself thank Ood for my well-intentioned sup- 
f'pressio veri! And had it hecn leu times as big I should have 
rejoiced. 

T suppose I in iny turn looked preoccupied, for Lossio said, 
i There, Joe, that’s just like you to take no interest in Beppino’s - 
‘ baby 1 ” For Lossie was always half aware I loved her young- 
.brother languidly; and this time she looked quite tearful over it. 

.. Now suppose she had known whose baby Cristoforo was! 

ij' I saw 1 should have to have some teeth out over this business. 

“ vBut then — ^I'^ossio wouldn’t ! . 



CHAPTER LI 


' j'A'lc^t6r from a man of the vorUl. The GeneraVa eatclu'l. Joo nrranKcs for his 
start to Brazil. But he goes to aee Cristuforo again first. How )io took a 
.TTttlk at FicKolo, without Janey. And how ho heard tlio WalilatL’iii SoutiUi on 
, ' the Tuscan hills. How Cristoforo tickled. 


' When Sir Desprez came back from Trcland a few weeks 

slater, I took the first (Opportunity of showing? him th(j p^oket of 
^^etfers 1 had brought from Jtaly. I had not undone them. As 
Ml. all our eolloauies ou such matters, wo worci alom' aft(*r every 
'-‘ one else had gone to Ix'd. 1 laid the packet (m the library tal)lo» 
:and lit my cigar. “ There’s the leth'rs, (joiK'rnl*” T said. Th(>n 
,.Iae also lighted up and we smoked in silence. The packet rii- 
• mained on the table untouched, lie spoke first. 

You don’t scf*m to want to open them, Joo? ” 

/“ ^^1 don't want. Besides, I have no right to. Now, you have, 
sYou^ro his ('xecutor.” 

5 ** Yes — but I’m not bound to read his love-letters. I don't like 
job, Joe.” 

- " One of us must ” 


;:f«whyr’ 

If I* I don’t know.” So wo smoked a little more. Then he said: 
letters would throw a light on the way hc^ managed to 
so long without exciting her suspicion, or pcirhops would 
he did not succeed in doing so. It would do us litth' good 
either.” 

‘1^ f*;!None at all,” said L 

might bo ablo to infer from them what he supposed his 
position to be. But you were quite satisfied the wed- 
idiM was regular?” 

the faise name. Otherwise all right.” 
admit that I should like to know this: Did he entrap this 
a marriage he knew he could shuffle out of. or did he 
to stand by it if he was unsuccc8.sful with Sibyl? It’s 
I should like another opinion. But that’s impossible. , 
;^|^^y«can bo trusted.” 

^^^Sfpbody- My own opinion is that he believed he could disown 
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fettowledge or claim it. Tile law would in every doubtful 
on the principle, ‘ Heads the man wins, tails the woman los^.?/f j 
, That is so. However, what wo have to settle is — Shall we reSaiSj 
these letters, or throw them in the fire?’’ 

Throw them in the fire. Here goes 1 ” . , 

IlaK-a-minutc, Joe! Don’t be rash! What do you say ip: 
looking at the last letter only, and seeing when he wrote it, and, 
where ? ” , - 

1 don’t mind anything you vote for. however indecisively. But;: 
left to myscir 1 should burn the whole kit.” 

How one recollects little things! I can roinombcr as Hugh cul 


the string of the packcit of letters, that I thought to myself that, 
that was the smallest penknife J had ever seen, and the hand that 
held it the largest and strongest. It comes out vividly now, fivp-r 
and-twenty years afterwards! . ^ 

“Most likely they’re in order,” said he. “Yes — at one end 
October of this year — at the other, October of last. Let’s look 
at this last one— dated nowhere! Is that somebody coming 
Yes, it was. It was Lossio, come down to look for something. 
“What an alinosphcrcj I How you inon can sit in it, I can’t imag- 
ine! Only my rnother-of -pearl penknife. I loft it on this table 
— never mind! The servants will find it to-morrow — lend me 
yours.” And the (Icneral, feeling in his pocket for his own> 
brought out the missing article. 

“ 1 must have picked it up off the table unconsciously,” said 
And Lossie departed with it, enjoining me not to keep Hugh^^p 


V"' 


'^ 1 ,^ 


too late. :> 

When I heard her coming, I had hurriedly picked up the letti^ 
and pushed them into a little wallet or despatch case of the 
eral’s that was standing on the table. It was an almost invaria^l^ 
companion of his — was as well known to his friends himisflf 
•—He had carried it about with him for years, and used 
he would bo quite lost without it. 

“ Now the letter! ” said he. “ You pushed .them into the 
—my satchel’s got very old of late years — ^however, it’s. 

^ last my time ! Pull ’em all out ” 

I did, and separated them on the table. We took up thp 
we had been looking at, or rather he did — and went on 3^'^ 
it. I watched his face as he read; the concentrating Ptj 
the increasing grip of the strong muscles of his jaw, 
swelling more and more on the temples, the greater 
the contracting brow. I knew now what Lossie had 








spoke of it. 

When he had road through the letter he threw it over to me wit 
exclamation of anger very difficult to describe. Tliaf^l 
le 35 iough! ” said he. J 

■}It was. 1 shall never, I liopo, again see so cowardly and inean^ 
'a- disclaimer of a sulenni obligation. 3t was a repudiation of hia,, 
xijiiarriago, alleging that his victim had bcMui throngliout conscioua 
that it was invalid — that he had repeatedly told lier that his real! 
name was not Vance, aial that ho was not called (linseppo hi. 
English. Had he over imagined that she thought him in earnest 
he wouhl have refuscMl to make the con(V‘ssi(*n he laid made to 
her conscientious scruples. It was lime lo speak plain- -1 ho play 
was at an end. He should always fulfil all his real obligationa,' 
to her, but ofluirs which he liad entered into elsewhere compelled, 
him to say farciwell. It was very English Italian, which had made' 
it easy for tJwi (icneral to read. 

“ This was tlie loiter the poor little thing got just before that,' 
last rclapsti,” said ho. 1'h(» pity that came in his voice with 
the words “poor little tiling” was a relief to hoar after the wordd- 
and the sound that came before. I f(*lt that Hugh was back, 
again. 

** Of course it killed her,” said 1. And Ik* notlded assent. " Ap 4 
sho never breathed a word of it to the other one — the cousin/'^ 
he went on. y' 

f‘ ^*Not a word, apparently.” 

\ toll you what, Joe,” said tho General, giving liirnself a great.?; 
‘.shake, like a dog. “ We donT want to read any more of these ' 
Jfetters. One's enough.” 

, One’s quite enough,” said I. And wc put them all on tho fire ' 
together, and felt happier when wc had no further choice of read-i 
ing them. 

As wo went upstairs (for I was staying on that night)^^ 
.‘£ossio was leaning over the banisters. “ Vou ought to have boeh 
in bed long ago,” said her husband. And she replied, I though^ 
heard you* roar, dear, some time ago — and T was afraid BomGr> 
%mg was wrong. You weren't angry with Joe, I suppose?” 

no — wasn’t angry with Joe. I say. Loss, do remind 
get my old satchel mended — it will all come to pieces — ^and, T 
l^ldn’t stand having a new one! ” 

very strongly all the small details of this conversatidh!^ 
back to me! I have written down so many that arc quitc^^ 
to my story, ,, 



Viw about the two babies, actual and prospective, had not Irftf 
noatters exactly as they were before. I knew that my new char-?^ 
aoter of having something to conceal, and being on the watch 
against enquiry, told upon my manner, and that Lossie noticed 
it I did not know whether she would connect it with what she 
had said of my indifference to her news about Sibyl. It was pain- 
' ful; but I was only too glad not to rake the subject up, on any 
terms. I lei the sk'cping dog lie. 

" Three months passed. I made my arrangements about going to 
Brazil. T had undertaken to investigate and report on the possi- 
;bility of the groat Knginoering scheme to the Government, and 
if my report was favourable it was expected to carry great weight. 

' I had given a good deal of atienlion io work of this class, which 
-had rather ousted the fabrication of inaebiiies and weapons from 
my mind. Civil Engineering on a largo scale is the most exciting 
work there is. If you want sleepless nights, construct bridges 
across torrents. But I don’t think appeal was made to mo be- 
cause I was credited with any special knowledge or skill; but 
because if I gave a favourable report, Capital would believe 
had not accepted a bribe. Capital knows a lot about 
of thing. , 1 ^ 

So T was to go to Brazil in the autumn. T looked forward to ' 
it with — ^well! almost with — ^idoasure. It would be a complete ' 
change, and when I came back (I was to bo away over six months) 

1 hoped I should find the current of events coursing in a tranquil ^ 
stream, and all the unhappiness and disquiet of the present time > 
forgotten. The interim was a very busy one, for Bony and I, i 
. in - view of contingencies, were scheming the conversion of our V. 
i; business into a Limited Company, and putting it on a secure foot-^. 
;iing which the rotiroment of both or (nther would not endanger. 1 j 
yt]llpught often of the conversation of long ago nt Poplar Villa, J 
^]When Dr. Thoriic suggested that I should take up Engineering/:^ 
;flferiously, and my Father undertook to jack up the roof of hJS'/ 
>vi^rks to make a top story for me. I could not bid the 
factory good-bye gladly, for was it not part of the old time? But 
old time itself was slipping away. The slight— oh, so slight f 
'^tension between me and Lossie had given me a new remi^d^ 
/^ihat what was left must go in its turn. Nothing could he 

it was not safe to speak freely now as of old. I would 
|%6 to South America for a spell; things wonld get absorbed'^ 
feunperaeded — somehow forgotten ! n: 

^Iffjfeauwbile before I went away, I must just make one 





7 ^ jwiu A wuxtwsu very muco to see wiieiiier una<;.;i 

;;V^tGlord was really going to be as like his father as had beeuS;^ 
-for 1 was afraid if he was 1 should lose interest in hini*'if:? 
I told the General why 1 was going, but said as little as possiblei?;)'' 
,r; to, Lossic. The fact is, I shrank from creating a position of dia-/"/ 
^ simulation. ".'J 

^ , So at the end of May I put myself in light inareliing order i 
and took a Cook^s ticket for Floronee. Lossio was toi) pivoecupiod ' t 
With Sibyl and the inii)t*nding arrival to ask innny t|iu*stions. I ( 
said I was going to Milan and should “try to go round by Flor- ' 
ehce and see niy little protege,” and she siiid, “Do go and corned 
back and tell us all about him — it would b(i so nie(‘ to hear.” 
-liut I felt she was beijig distracted by Ori.sloforo'a eoiniiig eonsiii 
however, it she hadii^t been she might have felt my <UipUeity , 
in iny voiee. 

It was a very dilFerent Fluronc<i from the Florence of last Jan- / 

' uary. The population had founcl its vt)ice and was singing about 
, its amoro and its cuore and its Maria. Very small boys indeed,,- 
‘ V who had no business to know anything about such nialters, were . 

, singing about ilnur euoro and their !Maria in trernc'ridous 
voices that their organization did not seem to warrant. They ; 

. were audible hours before they beeamc visibhs and then were 
.. only just percc‘ptible to the naked eye. Ilut they iilled iha vault ‘ 

“ of heaven with particulars about their cnoro, all to tlie samo,/, 

' general sort of Tuscan tune that ends in its own special cadencc*l';„"; 
^ '' .arid suits all moods of the singer. Such was the genial influ- v' 

. ’:once of the sun, that evem the butcher sang about his lM»lov(‘d as 
slit a whole ox down the middle and converted it into a hideous V' 
that half filled his shop. Florence was determined to cmjoy r 
|:^the cool weather (about 80 degrees in the shade) while it lasted; 
r^i. l^ecause it was soon going to be really warm, and we should only v 
v;/ ^ able to work in the early morning and the late evening, and ^ 
ilCfflliotild He fast asleep on the pavement in the coolest corner wo 

. -I - r • it # . - 


^^uld find, as happy as if it was really bed, for an hour at least 
^ oach side of mezzogiorno. And then after that it would be hot- 
r still, and we should be able to do very little except fan out-, J 
W#»a and pray for a thunderstorm. Meanwhile wo would bo^ /j 
Si and the frogs and the nightingales and the grasshoppers > "i 
1 help. 

waiter at the Minerva lamented, apropos of the deluge of 
that flooded the whole place, that it was a pity I hadn’t 
1 ^‘^ee weeks ago — the flowers had been very inn this yesr». 
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lie treated the present supply as a decrepitude. I have hoticed 
that I never get anywhere in the nick of anything; it’s only other 
people do that I was reflecting whether I could adjust a remark 
/ to this effect in Italian, when the waiter perceived by magic that 
I should ultimately want a legno, and said should he call it now. 
I assented and he said Pstf to the hall porter, who called out 
fiacchere! to space; from which appeared a carriage under an 
awning and a driver under an umbrcdla to whom I suggested 
Fiosole, as before, if he had confidence in his havallo. And he 
said che! chel 

If Florence liad altered since January, Cristoforo had altered 
still more. Ife had become as j^retty a hambino as one often sees 
oven in Italy. If he ovt r was like his father the likeness had loft 
him. A pair of magiiificont bkuk eyes, a stupendous voice, a prom- 
ising head of hair aiul a piu forming ]Mir of legs, very choice soles 
to his feet and an unimpeachable nape to Ins neck — that’s Oris- 
toforo as I r<*alizod him when I came to (\ainino him in detail. 
As to the creases in his legs, language is powerless — this applies 
especially to one inside his thigh, in whuh the human finger van- 
ished. lie w<dcomed Ins adoptive father with an accolade, pro- 
fessing (through his agent, tho Signorina Faustina) to remember 
having met him in early boyhood. lie was loquacious in his own 
way, but ho only used words that ended in h or g, omitting 
all except tho last letter. lie laughed a good deal at his own wit, 
and held mo firmly by one nostril during our interview. 

I had intended if be bad turned out like Beppino, to accept 
him as a duty, but avoid him as a pleasure. As ho seemed so 
satisfactory and pulpy, and obviously going to bo his poor mother’s 
own son (as T saw from a portrait) 1 determined to pass a little < 
time in his society, especially as I was going to bo six months away* 
So I told the ragazza to pay tho driver for me, and leavo my 
valigia at the Alborgo and 1 would stay on for a day or two^ 
This was a new handmaid altogether — in fact, the second since thei 
coffee-cup smasher. 

I had exponeiioc of the inevitable extension into further fictiot 
ivhich follows any adventure in that direction, especially on th|S 
part of ine\pcrienced persona like myself. I was not a clever liar 
I had to invent a good deal to account for the absence of 
communications from Beppino’s executor (for whose existence 1 
had vouched), and to roly almost without reserve on the Faustinu^i 
ignorance of English customs. I fabricated an England to su^ 
the occasion — ^madc it a country tho like of which does nhV 3 
trust, exist anywhere. The way in wliich noi aliri lived apart £ew 



- idfd our fairiiliea Tfas, t said, a thing ho tfelian Ooulit^ 

> tm<teratand. To me who knew them well it was a matter of uo ■ 
rfaurpri^ that Beppino’s few surviving relatives had not shown/ 
"^'any vital interest in his marriage. I hinted that they were all 
*, J?rotestanti, and that feeling ran high among them against Cat- 
tolici. I did not make broad, bold statements on these lines, but 
^poisoned the Faustina’s mind with hypnotic suggestions. I pres- 
vently saw my way to introducing the possibility that tlio faraiglia 
f might make a descent on Cristoforo, boar him off, and educate him 
aa a Protestant. After this the Faustina showed a marked dis- 


jQreiion in approaching the subject of Bepi)ino’s relatives. I told 
'.her I had his cxt?cu tor’s full permission and approval in the courso 
I had taken, and that £ myself should always l>e guided by con- 
sideration of what his mother would have wished. I tliorcfore 


, hoped she would do nothing to provoke intervention on the part 
of his family. This sh<* promis<'/il readily — unless tljc reverend 
father advised otlicrwiso. T felt 1 had made that safe enough! 

The Faustina gave me some lunch as before, and I remained 
, through the heat of the day in the company of herself, tho balia, 
and their charge. Towards sundown I turned out for a walk, and 
wandered along tho road on the hill-face, looking over the glory 
of the sunset light on the world of roofs and domes in tho plain 
below; over the distant Arno, a mirror giving back the rosy gold 
' of the sky beyond the purple Apennines of Carrara. Tho bells 
were clanging in the tower of San Domenico — for Vespers, I sup- - 
^rofip; but I never know — and the bells of a mule cart toiling up. 


‘^(a.toad I could not see were ringing for their vespers too. And, 
'<^|he8e.^ meant, for the two mules and the supplementary donkey; 
i;^ijri)hably it was a stone cart), rest in a little while; and for the 
Kuinan creature in charge, who sang short lengths of stornclli at 
intervals, a supper of black bread and pasta and thin Chianti ^ 
a long cool night in bed. 

ft s; "What would the magic city in its glory have been to Janey 

B qc, could wo have seen it together? To me it was noth- 
— nothing but tho city she would have seen. And tho ; 
arrar^d i)eak, darker and darker against the orange glow 
>rizon, was nothing now, to me, but tho marble mountain ^ 
d have passed, she and I, just before the railway brought 
city with the leaning tower, where wc should have 8toppe^4 
1 Domenico appealed to me in vain, and I cared not a 
lether the monk I could see, like a fat white maggot, in 
t^a walled garden below, went in to Vespers or not. For/! 
wm only the bells Janey would have heard but did not^ / 
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But tho jangle of the team told of tired beasts she would hare 
pitied, and of a tired man who \frorked long hours at low pay, 
and could, for all that, sing. So when I came across him further 
on, I oonvorsed with him and asked him if he had bambini. And 
as he had Mev(*ral, I asked him to buy them some piccolozz5 as 
a pre^sent from me, and gave him, to his great surprise, some- 
thing over his day’s pay to buy them with. This was because 
Janoy would have done so^ TIow littli^ the great billows that were 
rolling on still, to dash themselves to death against the cliffs of 
San Joaqiiim, kn(*w of this far-off echo of their wild work of 
two years ago, among the hills of Tuscany! 

For the whol(* world had now become to me the world Janey 
and I should have lived in together. It had an interest for mo 
still though — a languid one — on its own account. I could still 
speculate on why that blazing star in the gold over there seemed 
to me to b(' definitely spoken of by Beethoven, as much so as 
though a Sonata wore a catalogue. And then the great triumphant 
phrase of the Walds tein sounded like a sudden trumpet-note in 
my memory, and a weight went off my heart and left me free. 

But why had my heart been weighted more than its wont? 
Simply because Janoy would have enjoyed Cristoforo just as much 
ns I did. I felt that that young beginner, as my Baddy would 
have called him, would become the baby Janey and I should have 
pnmporo<l and encouraged together, had she been hero. And then 
ho would wind his fat little self roimd my heart, and die in 
teething or get diphtheria, or tumble into a water-butt. Well! I 
should soon bo in South America, anyhow! I went back to the 
alhergo and fed, and wrote letters. Of course I wrote to Lossid'^ 
and described Cristoforo, and was glad to be able (cntrcnchbd as 
it were behind the Post) to show a free sympathy about SibyPd 
affairs, without fear of face-to-face catechism on mine. 

I was very sorry when the time came to say good-bye to 
figlioccio, as I called him —but I believe it was the wrong word^ 
as I did not hold him at the font. lie kissed me affectionately' 
at parting, or his agent said he did. I should have said splut- 
tered over — ^however, it was well-meant, and answered all purposes* 

I could feel his powerful hands in my beard, tickling, all the waj; 

‘ to the Station. ' ' 
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.Hctt Pfloiflerer diaapprovcu of Biazil. llow .Too, yoara after, T\OTit to look fot 
Poplar Villa, iiiul khwh then grew wlu^ro Trt»y 'IWii stood. H<»nv r.oppinn*H 
second aou tor thereabouts) was born. The need of Browiiiitg. Of a vjlla 
for Losaie at tlorronto, not Pioreiico. ilow the Oeiioral never iiinloiatood 
the Doctor, more’s tho pity ! Joe’s last happy evening in Buglaiid. How he 
called on Aunt 1/zy. And of Mr. Spcnccr. ^i()]ly sees Joe oiV at Kustoti. 
Tho aoa, once more ! 

I AM intcrniptod — ju.st as 1 was goiii#? to my Cook’s ticket 
timbratoed for Milan (but this is only a facon^dc-parler ) — by iny 
chess-friend, IJrrr Pileiderfr. He is rather iato, and I had given 
him up. Put there is a half-finishiid game on the board, and wo 
shall conclude shortly after rniduight if fdl goes well. I have laid 
him a wager that I will <Iraw two games out of three, in wliicli 
he shall always open King's (lambit, and I shall always refuse 
tho Gambit, cheeking with Qwon at Kook’s fifth, llo is very 
confident he will jognuidc mo effry dime. Very likely. 

I foresee that I shall soon have to break it to tho llerr that 
tho time has oomo for our very last gani(% ami that I shall bo 
returning to Brazil. Suppose I do so, this evening! I may- 
^08 well. 

' So as soon as the clangour of Miss Austin subsides, [ mention 
him that I have given notice for Miehaclmus, and that I shall 
^l^^ably clear out and start even earlier. W’hy tlio young woman 
l^atinot place a tray with bottles and glasses ami s\igar and lemons 
■on tho table without producing the effect of an express train pass- 
through our station without stopping, 1 do not know. But 
take advantage of the calm that follows to make my revelation* 
,'^e Herr immediately adopts the tactics of his nation. 

V, /^Tou do nod wand to go to Brazil. It is nod a blaze beoplo 
-^lOuld go to. “A is bankrubbed. There is a Uevolution. You have 

P friends in Brazil.’’ 

^ Yes, I have — I’ve an adopted son there, a fine young fellow of 

you should not gum to Europe. It is absurd to gum 
and go back. I shall dague the bawn. And you jeg with 
And I inderboze knide. Why haff you an adopted son? 
not your own son? 1 do not ligue adopted jildren.” 

465 8a 
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Herr Pfleider<*r always treats all other peopVs affairs as hav- 
ing been referred to him. We finished our game without his tnak« 
ing any concession to Brazil. " We gaimod blay again for a vOrd- 
nidc/' says he, as ho makes ready to go. I am going to Berlin,^ 
And ho says good-bye, and I go back to my narrative. 


The tickling of Master Criatoforo’s ridiculous fingers in my 
beard died away by the time 1 reached the railway, but the mem- 
ory of it lasted mo all the way to Cholsi*a, where a visit to Bony 
on the evening of my arrival and a collision with his numerous 
progjjny of all ages, ratluir swampiMl Crist oforo. I had some mis- 
givings as to t(‘lliTig .)t‘anni(> about him, but I had to do so; be-' 
cauRi 3 they woubl have heanl of it in the end, and thought it 
ft shame 1 hadn’t told. But f treated it as merely a good-natijfred 
act on my part, not duo to any special attraction in Cristoforo 
hirnsi'lf, hut only to luy having corno by chance on a very young 
orphan with iny FatluT’s f»ra*nonien who sc.*cined to me? in need 
of a oar<.‘taUer. I had a whim not to l(!t the little party die of 
want, r said, and if 1 paid his piper why should lie not boar 
name? Then why not have him over here?” said »Jcannic. Be- 
cause, I replied, I didn’t want him to be choked in a London fog. ^ 


Shan’t know what to do without you, old chap!” said Bony 
as wo sat on lat<' in the evening. 

“ flow’s your old governor?” said T, skipping a few bars of 
tho conversation. Hony tapped his head, and then shook it, which 
mean that old Maeallist(*r was failing rapidly (as I knew, not witb-> 
out aid from whiskey), and I drew my inferonccs. ‘ \ 

I shan't find you here, when I come back. Bony,” said T. v 
** Probably not. But you’ll find me in rorthshiro, if Fm alivo 
and the' old boy isn’t. Poor old Sawney ! ” For that was the naxc^. 
lie went by, oven with his sons. 

I wonder if I shall ever come to Perthshire.” For T was worm? > 


eaten with sad misgivings. 

‘^What’s tho matter, man alive?” said Bony. '*Why shouldnf^^ 
you eonio to Perthshire? Who’s going to keep yoti in Brazil? 

I didn’t think that railway concern sure to come to grief I woul^l; 
let you go.” 

“ Oh, my dear hoy, I was only thinking of the chances of 
Things are so untrustworthy. 1 shall be back in the spring. ’^^j.?^ ,^ 

“ Well, Lady Drsprez won’t allow you to make a bolt, 
one comfort, at any rate I ” And one dwcorafort when Bony 
this was my reflection that Beppino’s sins had left a slur 
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happing when at Poplar ViMa, whi^ might haV© t^"j» lived 
down. 

**They talk of going to live at Sorrento/^ I said. All but tlie- 
hot months, of course. Tho Gc‘n(*ral thinks of buying a villa there, 
if he can get it. TJicy would come to J^ondon in tho summer, 
though.” 

What’s going to V)Ccorno of the old lady ? ” asked I 3 on>’. Ho 
meant Aunt Izzy. Afy memory of his cpiesiion riuuiuds in**, that 
the poor old soul has disappeared from my jiarrntivc*. And nat- 
urnlly enough, for tlio evitlenci^ of Aunt Izzy’s existenoci to our 
senses had partly disapp<-ared, and with it had devidoped an instal- 
ment of tlu? Logic thiit was to uftirru her total noii-i*xistence aa 
soon as touch and sight <*oascd ns well as hearing, Kor the old 
lady had given up her battle against dc^nfness — had siirrendond ' 
at discretion, and seldom <*r lu'ver made lier pr<\‘4enec maiiifi‘rtt. So 
8li#slips out of tliis story, ns sIk' hatl very nearly slipped out of 
our lives. All that was wante<l nt»w was that wc should ncuther 
SCO nor loueh Iut: and tlu*u she woxildn’t he there at all, and wo 
should disbelieve' in her ami say roquir,sval in i)ace. But I am 
leaving Bony’s question unanswered. 

She’ll live on at the Villa, of oourse. She TUH'dn’t he alone. 
You never saw Ldith Sant? Party of forty— going deaf herself,” 

Never seen her. But T’ve heard of her from Jeannio, and I 
understood slio wasn’t quite ” 

“She isn’t quite. But she’s a very old friend, and as she’s 
getting deafer and deafer, is learning finger-language. She'll live - 
with old Mis.s Thorpe, and they’ll have thr?ological discussions, and 
stances.” 

“Oh,” said Bony, “is that their game?” I said it w'ns ono 
i>f their games; and wondered w^hether two Bogi«\s on tluf other 
. side whose evidence on this had ceased altog(‘thc*r, would find a 
^new game, or fall back on that one! As for the poor old Aunt» 

1 heard indirectly that she only ceased to be tangihle and visible oiir 
- this side some four years ago. She died at a good old ago at Pop- 
lar Villa, in spite of the plague-pit underneath it, having just lived 
t© the end the last renewal of the lease, which she had made 
y:berself. 4*’'.; 

J' Poplar Villa is gone now. I would have faced seeing it, how- , 
|lByer sadly, had T been in time. But shortly after my return I drove . 
our High Bead to Wimbfeilon, and it was all swept away; ' 

its site were aocommoflatod a Board School and a new \ 
that was to clcvelop the ripe building land behind, where ^ 
NoUy playing cricl^t. A row of so-called cottogee ^ 
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that were not cottages at all were on their way down one sido of 
this road, and 1 went into one that was to Ict^ and foixnd to my 
Iiorror that it was two flats, and I might have the lower one for 
seven shillings a week. A very small boy of eight who was eating 
an unripe pear informed me that this house was better than Poley^s 
(?) next door, as there was a fizzing tree in the back garden. He 
took me out through smells, to the back yard. And there was 
my tree of the years long gone. Ihit there was no green lawn now, 
and the whetstone of Samuel rang no more in the early summer 
mornings. Did Samuel ever have a new scythe, 1 wonder, or did 
the thin blade vanish in some other hand ? 

1 gave the small boy sixpence, and he threw away his mumbled 
end of the pear, and ran to purchase something better ; rousing the 
neighbourhood as he went with calls to favoured friends to come 
and share his luck. Tie was a generous boy, and I liked him. But 
1 must get on with my narrative. 

I had of course seen jio Times advertisements up at Fiesole; 
BO 1 was unaware on my arrival that, on the day I left, the widow 
of the late lamented Joseph Kandnll Thori>c had had a son at 
the town Tosidericc of her father, Bulstrode Curzon Fuller Perce- 
val, M. P., of Park Lane, and Parrettsdown, Somersetshire. I 
thought it very likely though, and was not surprised when Jeannio 
told me. She had heard it from Maisie Thorpe, and that all was 
. well. So wc had left it alone and gone on to Cristoforo. 

But T nursed a little flame of pleasure in my heart at knowing 
what a happiness this would be to Lossie, Wlicn I went over to 
the Villa next evening I had the luck to come ou Lossie in a 
^great staU? of exultation. The perfect sincerity of our rejoicing- 
over the event on both sides had only one trifling flaw — that one 
of us put more sido on than was necessary; and the other, know-;^ 
ing this fact, accepted it as no more than normal. If we had had 
a tiff, this would have been right and nice. But there had been i 
nouo. It was like the case of a clean glass upside down on a . 
shelf that you take down to drink out of. You know it’s clean— > ’ 
oh dear, yes! But it won’t be any the worse for fi good rinse- 
mt We had our good rinsc-out, and removed from our hearts 
the slight soreness that had never been there at all. Of course notl j; 

Those niceties call for Browning, to put them shortly for 
The man that wrote “strange — the very way love began! 1, 
little understand love’s decay!” at any rate understood 
to explain this little flutter of counter-consciousness, could we hatjei 
employed him. 
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/ Well, Joel” said Lossie. "So now w© can all breathe frooly;” 
-H>vep Sibyl, of course — ^nothing else! "And now yon can tdl 
me all about young Cristoforo.” 

Unfortunately the Turk was present, and her smallest brother, 
A good many difficulties arose in giving tho explanations of Oristo- 
foro that wore demanded. Those who have had to confront and 
outflank young children on this subject of their provenance will 
understand what I mean. If your imagination can supply the 
conversation antecedent to the Turk’s home-question, " Whieli ar0 
tho Papa, then, in Italy?” you will sec how wo became involved. 
Anthropomorphism helped us at our need, although tluj Turk had 
to be said "shish, darling” to, for (luestioning the skill of her 
Maker. 

"When I saw Bony to-day. Loss,” I said, when quiet ensued, 
"ho told me Plioraie, the youugt‘Sl but one. had adopted her elder 
sister’s best doll, after hearing of Cristoforo. Tho riot was hushed 
down, but only by assuring them that inaniinas could not adopt tho 
children of other mammas still living, and only Papas in any case. 
He told them Dolls had no Papas, lx*ing bought at shops.” 

" Fm glad T haven’t got to do tho nc.xt explanations in that quar- 
ter,” said Loasie. " But now do tell me more about Cristoforo.” 

So T told her a great d(3al more — all q\uto true! And nothing 
false that was not mere repetition of what L ha<l told before*. I 
recurred to Cristoforo to the exclusion of other topics that knocked 
.at the door, in order that I might not seem to shrink from par- 
ticulars. I felt I was improving ns a story-teller. 

"I shall never see an organ-grinder now, Joe, without thinking 
of you. What do you mean to do with him?” 

: "Bring him up as an organ-grinder, naturally. We shall have 
plenty of time to thinlc about that when he’s done teething. What 
ia Sibyl going to call her boy?” 

"She would like him to be Beppino— because poor Bep was so 
much Beppino to her. But her father says it’s un-English. No 
doubt it is. Most likely it will be either Joseph Curzon, or Ran- 
dall Curzon. Let’s go in the garden. Como along, children. 
£)ome and help«to water the roses.” 

For the roses were still due at Balham, though the delugc- 
'^ji^iduum of the Florence crop had been held a contemptible rem- 
by the Albergo Minerva. Wc shouldn’t be in our full gloiy 
dozen blooms) for a month yet. But I transplanted my 
m^dbm Fiesole to London S. W, without much difficulty; say* 
very little though about my recent experience of flowers, lest 
^^onld seem to crow over Upper Tooting. 
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*^I think Hugh’s got tho Sorrento Villa, Joe,” said Lossie. 

Can’t wo have the garden-pump, Samuel?” 

'‘Wo could have it at once,” said Samuel. But it seemed it 
"wouldn’t work,” though morally it was a perfect pump. 

" There ain’t any defect in the pump itself, only a screw’s been 
wore, and loosened off the ’andle-pJate. So wlien you rises, the 
coverin’ comes ui) bodily. Otherwise you might say it was in fair 
order.” I thought of the character iny Father had given to pumps, 
long ago. So long ago I It seemed longer than it docs now. 

"It wouldn’t take above a minute, or maybe two at most, to 
connect up tho hose, aiul give you any sui)ply — why. Lord, it could 
bo dono while 1 was a-tellin’ you, only ” 

" Only whal, Samuel ? ” 

" Only it’s bfuai took away to mend. Promised back it is on 
Tuesday — but there’s no reliance.” 

Lossio could laugh still, anti did it. And a now generation of 
birds in the grocnhoiisc did as their forbears did twenty-odd years ■ 
before, and broke out in responsive song. " I knew we should 
have to fall back on tho common watering-pot,” said she. "No 
engineering’s any use, .Foe, you’re all alike I” I felt she was 
really tho old Lnssie, and was glad to bo happy. For if Janey secs 
me now, said I to myself, slio’U be glad too. It was the nicest 
little bit of time T had hatl for some while; and the children 
enjoyed it too, helping. The pots of water that the Turk did 
not tip over on tlie garden path, or on Desiree and a now Irish 
poplin she was making a tea-gown of for Lossie, and brought us put ^ 
to show the braiding on, found their way citlicr on to their mother, 
or tlioir uncle Joe, or the rosc-lrecs. It was Arcadia, and wheh'^ 
Hugh came in, also jubilant, and announced that the Villa at Sor*-/ 
reiito was an accomplished fact, I was quite sorry, us we had ^ 
to go in to get ready for dinner and it was near the children’s' 
bedtime. V - 

"You’ve really settled about the villa at Sorrento?” said I 
the General, as we smoked in the evening, out in the garden. ■ ;; 

"It is as good as settled. I take it for three years at a Tents|liEJ=^ 
with the refusal of the freehold. It’s not to be sold %ver our.headi^!:^ 
Perhaps I shall end my days there — my days in this world. 
see I am to all intents and purposes out of harness now, and 
seen a deal of service in my time. I’m turned sixty.” 

\ " Gould you be called out again on active service ? ” 

"Oh dear, yesl But of course it would be optional, 

I could excuse myself on the score of antiquity.” 

" But should you? ” 
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^Not if I thought I oouM be of any uso,^ 

Any one who did not know Sir Hugh Desprez aa I did might 
have auspected him of alicctatiou in talking tlma of his uutii]iiity. 
“ Tumcid sixty” did not pre^wnt his divining at tlh* very priuio of 
his natural life. Men have cliiFereut primes, 'fo him as lio 
stood thoro that evening in the halMiglit of tlie iikkui and sunset, 
one would have said no further maturity was possible; hut that 
as the slight toueh of coming grey in the hair was l«»dt in llv' mixed 
gleam, no present decadi'iice was \ihible. Ho relaini'd 1o the full 
the flavour (as ii might ho called) of not b(‘ing in uniform, ami 
not being f)U horseback. Except for the grey, and that sixteen 
years of absorption had told upon tlie lip sear, in; was the same 
man that liad looki'd ‘^o pil>ingl> inl(» that mirror ai Oxfonl. Five 
years aft(‘r llial esmiing* t>n tlie lawn, \\b< ii at a f<‘\v liours’ uoli(‘e 
he started for India, to join the army in Afghanistan* tliere was 
not a word of misgiving in J^ossie's l(‘tter lliat reached im* at 
Rio (jlramle about his agi*; only about the reekkss way in which 
ho exposed himself nee<llessly to danger. Trobably you know that 
he never returind from tliat expidition. 

“ I’m glad about this hahy of Sib.vl's,” said hi». “ Ft won’t stand 
in the way of her inarr.ving again.” Thiai some hra in-wave pu-Jwd 
between us, for I feel sure his next wertls f*ame for my sake. 

She’s quite young, you sef — and think hew^ littlo sbc‘ had of him! 
Deduet for the six months lh<‘y were sc[MiMie»h in wliicli he ne- 
gotiated his other marriage, and a solid twehemoiiLh really spans 
the whole.” 

shall be uneasy,” said 1, about it all. Xc»L morally, because 
I consider I am giving Cristoforo a ih*w hirthriglit in cjxchango 
for the birttwrong I am acquiescing in. 1 mean I shall be afraid 
of a big burst-up.” 

My dear boy,” said the General. I only wish there w(»re as 
little chance of some other legitimacies I know of being flawed 

as there is of this. Cristoforo won’t find it out ” 

“ Tie’s very sharp I ” 

doubt! But he has to attend to the Commissariat. You 
can’t do two things at once. As for any one else, trust his mother’d 
' family to do iiothing that will stop the supplies. And <‘vcn if they 
were ever to identify Giuseppe Vance with Joseph Randall Thorpe, 
^ false name might invalidate the marriage.” 

^But Giuseppe and Joseph are the same name — and I thought 

England at least, the nome di famiglia ” 

"Didn’t count? It would he n doubtful point. But I don’t 
believe any Italian contadino family would run the risk of get* 
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ting their daughter's marriage, which is now held legal—isn't 
it?" 

“Oh, certainly!" 

“Getting it thrown into ambiguity-land to secure — ^to secure 
what? They would have no object ” 

“ I see your point. Well ! — won’t fidget about it." 

“And as for your own share in it! Why, my dear boy," and 
the General put his arm round my alioulders, schoolboy-wise, as 
we walked on the lawn in the dry, warm night air, ‘‘what does 
your connection with the whole affair amount to? You have had 
the knowledge of the deed of a damned scoundrel forced upon you, 
and are keeping a painful silence for the sake of its victims. And 
you are providing the principal surviving victim with a better 
father than Nature had given him." i 

“Ma cho vuole?” said I, imitating the Tuscan letter we hadl 
read together. We laughed, and Lossic said out of the old Nursery.^ 
window above, “ You two scorn very merry down there in the moonr x 
light. What’s tlio jok('?" I forget the reply. 

When Hugh said “ damned scoundrel ’’ I felt his words tighteir 
the muscles of the arm on iny shoulder. I thought of the three- 
ycar-old little Joe looking at books with me up in that very Nur- 
sery, and there was Lossio at the window ! 

“ I hope Bep isn’t damned, sine die, for all that," said I. And 
the General said very gravely, “Ilis Father may forgive him — 
if he knew not what he did," and then wc took a turn or two, 
and I would fain have forgotten him. But he hung about the 
mind of my companion. 

“ 1 never q\iitc made him out," said he. “ I know you and the 
Doctor accounted for him by some form of backward growth which, 
I never rightly understood; though Thorpe often talked of it. 
Perhaps you and he saw Beppiiio the man very little. I saw him 
more in his man’s character — especially when we were at Sorrento, 
and after. Soinelimes when a man goes on living a great deal 
at home as ho did, he gets a sort of double character — his home 
self harks back on his childhood, his other self looks ahead.” 

“Dr. Thorpe didn’t mean that. He meant that he had never grown 
— himself! His intellectual powers and his body had matured,'; 
but his spirit remained a baby. If that was so, an overwhelming 
aceds of the passion of passions — ^what he called Love-— would : 
sweep the baby will before it, and employ the mature intellect to4 
compass its ends." But it occurred to me, as I said this, 
might find excuses for almost anything if we insisted on the 
istence of a soul or spirit that was neither mind nor body> and ; 
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laid all our bad actions at the door of the latter* However^ I 
would givo Beppino the benefit of the doubt, and hoped (ratlier 
chillily, I admit) that he would be abb) to expiate his guilt and 
start fair on the ground that in some sonso ho knew not what 
he did.” Perhaps the ecclesiastics of Jcriisalcni for whom divine 
forgiveness was first asked on that ground, would have iK'haved 
otherwise had tlieir souls been Ix^tter grown. But I did nut say 
this to the General. For to liim as to many auotluM* noble nuni 
1 have known any refereiicc to the evenls of Calvary as o<*<‘ur- 
rences that actually happened, was distasteful if tiut painful. They 
wore not History, but Scrii)ture, and broadly speaking might bo 
considered to have liappencd on Sunday. 

“I never understood the Doctor,” said he; nor hn mo! F used 
to tell him so, and that I was just an old-fashioned (-hristiun. and 
my Bible was enough for me. And he would reply, ‘Well, Hugh, 
Christianity is tlui best working liypothesis of Life, so far.' And 
I once wanted him — it was only a fijw ilays before his deaHi- -to 
toll rne more exactly what ho tliought about it, atid lie was telling 
me, when unfortunately Violet came in, and he stopped short.” 

How well I (.'ould imagine it! The General and I chatted a 
little longer on the lawn, as there was no Violet tt> silence us, and 
then went in and talked about the children with Lossic, 

I have always counted that evening my last happy evening in 
England, For in the two months that passed before I started for 
New York on my way to Ilio I was desperately busy, for one 
thing. For another, the General’s family absorbed Lossie and 
^ her children, and when not in Pall Mall (as was very much tlyj 
case) the General himself. A turn at the seaside put the finishing 
touch on our restrictions, and though I saw Losaiii to say good-bye, 
' it was one of those unsatisfactory good-byes under protest, when 
, a pretence is made by both that they are sure to see each other 
again, and they know quite well they are not, and are sorry; 
yet have a sneaking gladness at avoiding the pain of a real fare- 
-well. I think I must have known at heart that it was one, by 
the way I hugged the children. Randall, the eldest, a great big 
:v,hoy borne frofci school, was too proud and manly to bo hugged ; 
;j;but not to cry in a corner bccau.se Uncle Joe was going away for 
.;t<ever so long. He and I were great friends, though I have mcn- 
"^iioned him very little. The Turk wished to accompany me and 
pefy ^iety. 

'i Fate was unkind also about Bony and his wife. Old Sawney 
just as well have died three months later, instead of taking 
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tbcm away from me to witness his final adieu to the whiskey bottle, 
and leaving Chelsea lonely. He summoned them too on a false 
pretence that he was in extremis and then rallied briskly, and kept 
them hanging about for six weeks or more. So I saw very little 
of them. 

I think J must have disbelieved in the date of my return, or 
I should not have gone to Poplar Villa to say good-bye to it, when 
no one was there but the old Aunt. Edith Sant had come on tem- 
porarily and acted as the Medium at the seances in which I was 
the spirit and Aunt Izzy the mortal, or vice versa. Communication 
was by fingers as far as Miss Thorpe went. The phenomena were 
' unconvincing, and 1 wouldn’t stop to lunch, thank you, and said 
good-bye. 1 walked out once more into the garden and looked 
at the pear-crop, said good-bye to Samuel, and came back through 
the door my dear old Dad and 1 had wiped our boots at. And 
then the carriage gate swung to, and its latch ovcrpass(;d its mark, 
and hesitated to and fro as a latch that would fain avoid closing 
on an old friend for the last time. It did it in the end though, 
and I came away with the web of pain in my eyes and temples, 
and vague misgiving in my heart; thinking how when 1 first came^ 
out of that gate Jjossie ran down the steps and gave mo cake. And%; 
now — I was not going back to my Mother! nor to Janey in Chelsea. 
— only to her empty house. 

However, there was her Father, poor old boy! I went and said 
good-bye a good deal to him, and made a solemn promise to come 
back in six months. That promise I ranked as my great achieve-* 
ment in falsehood, next after my fibs about Cristoforo. Dear little 
Oristoforol ITow J did hope ho was assimilating that balia at a 
great pace. But I didn’t mean to be false outright — I really meant 
to come back rntlier later than I said — two months or so. How- 
ever, I never saw my father-in-law again. He joined the Choir', 
of Invisible Solicitors some seven years later. In fact he only sur- ' 
vived the news of the death of his eldest daughter (Lossic’s great . 
friciijj^ Sarita) a few weeks. It was after that that I heard from ' 
Nol^V '^ho was his partner in business and his executor, that' 
box with Jancy’s name on it had come from Ceylon with other V 
effects of Sarita’s, and that ho would prefer that I Should open it.., 
I replied to this (I quite believed it) that I should come to Eng^;^ 
land shortly, and would send for it. Thinking to save trouble 1 
. wrote at the time to the Pantechnicon people, enclosing a writ #4 
ten delivery order to be signed by them and given up Ui. 
to call for the box and keep it with my other things until n^J 
- return. That reminds me that Nolly could find me now if . lfej 
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wanted to, by going to the Pantoclinicon for my address. IIo would 
only have to bunt up a receipt thirteen or fourteen years old t 
; It reminds me also to mention that it was during this lonely 
interval in Chelsea, before my departure, that I bracinl myself 
up to do what I knew must be done in the end, and broke up my 
home — J alley’s home! It was easier for me that nont) was there 
to sec or speak to me. Tho burial of the furnituro in tlic Pan- 
' technicon was, liowever, the most I could make up ray inin«l to; 
1 could not pick and choose and say i will sent! this here and 
* that there. So there I interred them, and there tlu^y will remain, 
for all I can see, until tlic annual payment ceases; and then they 
,wi]l go to auction, to pay expenses, and persons of prey will snap 
them up for an old song. Hut the lime of that old song will be 
none of those that Janey played. Those are all gone now, unless 
indeed some echo of them mixes in the music of tho w*aa that 
break for cvi*r against tlui ro<'ks of St. Joa<|uim, and almost reach 
the little cenotaph above; on which oiu* word alone, Ikt name, is 
written. 

T last remember, in tliat London of my old lifts tlio faco of 
Nolly, who came to s('o mo off at I’hjston. Ih* is almost the only 
one of all I have seen since — ^juat a minute by that chance that 
I told you of. Oh, how I loTige»l to take the hand of Losaie’s 
brother — the hand tliat bade mo (lodsjuiod that day at ICuston 
Station, twenty years ago! He would have been himself to me, 
as of old; for I doubt if he know much over of the cause of 
the rift between me and Lossie. lie only thought I had slid away, 
as folk do, in life. Hut I should have waked a many wolves in 
my renewal of the past. Better to let them lie. It would all bo 
'right in the end. 

Tho Bun went down on a stormy sea as T lost sight of land on 
the Cunarder, bound for New York. Yet T was not thinking of 
. 'whether I should return or no, but of tho endless rolling billows 
under the great cliffs of Portugal, and the lonely cenotaph upon 
V the hilL 
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WJint Joo has been clriving at. lJu has Cristoforo out to him in Brazil. How tlie 
(lonui ul cliud like a lirru at Muiwand. LoHaio goes to Florence. A pleasant 
letter from her at Villa Magonciiii. Another, with an unpleasant postscript. 
Jou takes a ride and shoots a half-breed. Accident to Ciistofori). JoeVi 
answer to tin: letter. Moro correspoudoDce, terrible to Joe. Ail is ended. 
*'This is for Lossio." 

I SHALL soon oomn to a point at which I ahall account iny self- 
imposed task linishfd. Ikifore I compkde what little 1 have loft 
to tell, lot me try to make it clear to my imaginary reader (as 
it is to myself) what it was that originally 1 proposed to do — 
tliat I meant to cover a quire <)r two of foolscap with — that has 
spread out over the best part of a ream. 

I have lived two distiiiet lives; one of thirty-odd years in Eu- 
rope; one of twenty-odd in South America and the States. You 
must realize that the latter is, or was till two years ago, my life 
of the present; one of excitement and strenuous activities; of con- 
test and effort; a life sometimes in the open with hunters and 
fishers; even of military service and peril of death among bar- 
barians. It has nothing to do with the story, which is an effort 
on my part to think back, now as I approach the end, into the 
dear old past tliis stormy twenty years has nearly effaced. 

Had I not come away from Brazil, it never would have occurred 
to me to r effort. Nor would it have been possible with 

my sur*^ to bring back to my mind all T have recalled and 

written, xn fact, had it not been for the first clues, supplied 
by Mosaic’s letters which I got in the box from the Pantechnicon, 

I should have found it hard to make a start. It was those let- ^ 
ters that brought it all back. But my intention has throughout 
been to stop my narrative abruptly at the end of my European 
life, if only because I am coming to an end of the>-undertaking 
that brought me back to England. 1 think I have mentioned the 
history of inusionl instruments 1 am engaged on, which has caused 
. mo to frequent the British Museum reading-room for two years 
past. It was begun some time since in New York; and whea 
three years ago a fracture of the left arm, following on a period 
of great strain and fatigue, made it really necessary that I shottld^ 
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take serious repose, I took it in hand n^in at Bio Qrande, which 
has been my lirazilian anchorage, and was so exasperated at my 
want of documents that 1 saw I must cither give it up or come 
to Europe to liiid them. In spite of considerable losses in South 
American investments (notably Argentine railways) I was still 
well enough off to indulge myself in a long holiday, or indeed to 
retire from work, without withdrawing siipplii's from any de- 
pendent. Kcasonablc economy was necessary — but no more — and 
the chambers 1 am occupying niiawereii very well, though, had [ 
known it would be over two years, I niight have sought out somo 
better rooms, with a better-tempered proprietor. My idea at first 
was to go back in a twelvemonth at most. I nin v<‘ry near the 
completion of my historical work now; three months, 1 think, might 
finish it. I shall then go straight back home, as soon as I have 
made arrangements with the Publishers. 

Having iuten>osod this word of explanation, in writing which 
I hnv(^ not seemed unreas^mable to myself, I go on to the fnig- 
inent of narrative that is wanting to complete my Kuropean life, 
and shall acid no more to it than belongs to my subsccpient cor- 
respondence? with Lossio and her husband; that b»*ing the only link 
that, after my departure to America, ooniie<?ts mo with (he evemts 
I have narrate<l. Of course I exchanged letters with Bony until 
Ilia death, and with my father-in-law. I heard from Jeannio about 
seven years ago — an account of my dear old friend’s last illness, 
;aud how his mind wandered back to the old days of St. Withold’s, 
'and the great fight. 1 had other corresi>ouflen(;o too, from my 
stepmother in Worcestershire and so forth— but after abciut ten 
years it died down and I felt my Europe was a thing of the past, 

It should bo clear from the above that my life of twenty years 
past forms no part of my scheme; I have only now to deal with 
a sequel of my European life, which overlaps it, I need not 
tell anything of the delays that prolonged the stay I had at €rst 
proposed to make, or of the effect that a life of great activity 
and excitement had on ono who sadly wanted inffufmcf.'S of tho 
sort to counteract a growing morbidness and reserve, tho fruits 
of past unhappiness. As a matter of fact, one undertaking fol- 
lowed another; each one always beginning before its predecessor 
: fmded, in such a way that no pause for withdrawal presented itself; 
and the time slid away till near a quarter of a century had aome- 
t ,]tow goic since I first projected a journey to Brazil. 

; I bad, however (as will bo seen) few inducements to come back 
ike greater half of my time there* 
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It very soon occurred to me that if I was to have any ad- 
vantage from Cristoforo while he was still young and succulent 
he would have to come out to me. After two or three postpone- 
ments I began to hav(3 misgivings about the genuineness of my 
proposals to return, and in the course of my second year found 
I was beginning, as it were mechanically, to throw out hints in 
my letters to th(3 Signorina Vespucci about the advantages South 
America ofTered to Italians. Thci bait took, and I was not much 
surprised to receive from the Faustina herself a proposal to bring 
Cristoforo out to his ailoplcd parent. The Faustina, it also ap- 
peared, had become engaged to an Italian Officer, with the stipu- 
lation that she should not bo obliged to part from Cristoforo. If 
her fidanzato could b(j certain of an irnpegno on hivS arrival he 
wouhliiT mind coming too. So wc wore suited all round, especially 
ns 1 at onc(j got pnifermont beyond his wildest dreams for Cesar^ 
Nissim, which was the iidanzato’s name. The Signora Nissim con- 
tinued in charge of Cristoforo during his infancy, and when he 
came to schoolboy age surrendered him to me, with many tears, 
owing to the increase of her owm family. I made new arrange- 
ments for my boy, wliieh don’t come into my story. 

My correspondence with Lossic wont steadily on, as also with 
Bony. The dream that 1 slioiild return was seriously treated by 
both for many years. I c.nn’t find any hint of any other possi- 
bility until Lossio writes in ’78. ‘‘Wo quite despair, dear Joe, 
of ever soeiug you again — do think it over seriously, and next time 
a contract is to bo signed to tunnel the Andes, or bridge the Ama- 
a^n, pause a little ami think of your friends in Europe. It would 
bfc so good to see your dear old face once more, here at Sorrento. 
And still better to see you once again at the old home. The young 
pi'^plo are all growing up at a great rate, b\it they don’t forget their 
ITnelo Joe. Knndall is quite a model Etonian; only I don’t fanc,y 
ho will bo his father again. He’s very studious — ^lie may end his 
days a Bishop! Fancy Papa’s grandson a Bishop!” and goes on 
to say how all tho children talk about mo, even the Turk, young 
as she was when we parted. Wo generally exchanged letters two . 
or three times in tho year, till the change came. ^ 

In ’79 came her letter telling how TTiigh had started at a week’s ^, 
notice to join the Army in Afghanistan. She had tried hard 
per8\iado him to lot her go too. But he was firm about thi&V 
What would she gain by being at Peshawur if he was shot at- 
Cabul? She might just as well ho at Sorrento. Then hosr 
the children? So she consented to remain with a heavy heai^^^ 
and in time came tho news of the disaster of Haiwaud, and 
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death at Candahar. My memory servos mo ill about details, aod 
her bfttors give very few; of courso she knew 1 should read iho 
Blory over and over again in the newspapers. S)io only dwells ou 
little pf'rsonal lualtors 1 should esiMxdally reo(»iloet. Did 1 re- 
’ member tli(» little wallet he calloil his satchel, that he nevi^r would 
part with if ho could ludp it. It was that very i>no tlu* bullet 
that killed him passed througli! Of course J diil. JIow well 
I no^v rccolkx?t pushing Iioppitio*s wi<‘ked letl(*rs away in it. Thank 
Heaven! niy Crist(»f<^ro lu ver roininded iiio who his fatluT was. 

It was about six months aft<‘r this that I^ossic^ wrote that sbo 
was going to sell the villa at Sornuito. She wrote from Poplar 
Villa, where she ami the ehildreti wore rcrniaining Tuiudi later than 
for many years past, as it was inid-()ct4)lK*r. She shrank from 
the return to the Sorrento Villa with all its associations with her 
husl)a!id. Hut she had lived ti)o imieh in Italy to bo able to live 
anywhci’i* els(‘. So she should loave iho sale to the Agents, and 
take the children to Florence to see if anything a\utablo could ho 
found there. ** Voii know/' sluj wrot.«‘, “ I have, always luul aueh 
love for Florence l)oeaus(i iny darling Joey (Heppino) had such 
a nice time, tlien' — just before his marriage, you reinemher I 
remoinbered. ‘M should so like to take his hoy and mini* to si'O 
the Spanish c1uuh‘ 1 and the Honozzo (Jo?'zoli fresencB he used to 
talk so much about/' Then this lett«T goes on <o say what a 
dear fcdlow young Heppino, Sibyl's bov, 1ms grow'n, and w'hat 
amazing talents he is showing, and what high moral qualities; 
and how fortunate this is, as he W'ill he. whin lie comes (»f ago. 
heir to tho unentailed portion of his grandfather’s property. For 
his grandfather had l)cen pitcheil off his horso in tho hutUing'ficld. 
and his next-door neighbour had been unable to stop and had ridden 
over him and been in at the death. Meanwhile Death had hern 
in nt tho mortal tenement of poor Mr. Fuller Pereeral. and had 
taken its tenant to Another Place — an Upper Chamber, let u« hope. 
All his devisable property waa left (.snbjeet to his widow’s life* , 
interest and some legaci«>a) to his grandson tloseph Eandall 
Thorite. All the more reason, I thought, why no doubt should bfll 
cast on Josaph RandalVs legitimacy. 

A letter followed this one of Lo8sic^s at a quicker interval than 
usual; about two months. It was wTitten at Florence from the 
Hotel Nuova York; and T was not absolutely sorry it wasn't frenn 
the Minerva. Tho less my footsteps were trodden in the better. 
BemSmber that nothing of this sort ever passe^l without a little 
twist to roy inner self, that it was keeping something back from 
IfOdsio, How I should have rejoiced to speak out freely, and get 
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int6 the fresh air once more! The letter was all about the Villa 
IMaf^uueiui oa the lioacl under JTiosolc, that turns to the right before 
you got to San Doirieiiico. It was a perfect Paradise — only wanted 
ojio or two stoves in the rooms — ^liud never been modernized nor 
Anglicized nor AmoricaiiJZiid — and could be bought outright with 
two poderi for two thouaiind pounds. She was just posting a 
cheque to the agent with direction to complt^te the purchase forth- 
with. It was too lat<j to bdl her how much of that money would 
go into that agent’s poekc'ts. So I only wrote congratulations and 
said L wishc<l 1 could b(^ there to sec. 

Tluj next letter is iu Alay, and thciy arc all settled at the Villa 
to the boundless joy of the girls, and would be to mine also, if — 
but you know, dear Joc', as well as it can Ixi known, what that 
if means. 1 do wish you <;ould b(i here, for 1 could talk to you 
of Hugh, 'riierc is no one here now that 1 can speak of him 
to but llie babes, and they are only babt*s. Even when Violet comes 
out, it is litlle eoiiifort to luair that ‘we are told’ ihis, and it 
is Svroiig to doubt’ that. It would bo such a happiness to hear 
Papa’s voice, saying things one knew ho meant.” 

Hicii follows much about X\m villa and the chapel and the con- 
tadini and tho huge white oxen. Can any one, I wonder, mako 
these glorious creatures go an atom faster than bas-reliefs or 
indiieo them to atop when they don't want to? Your Turk (do 
you know sh^^^s lu'arly nine — isn't it awful ?) wanted to kiss ono 
c»f them, and he shook Ids head slightly, and the wind of it kiiocketl 
tho Turk down.” And so forth. All of which gave me pleasure 
to rend, and to write in answer to. ^fy next letter was not to 
be so pleasant. 

It was written iu Septomber, at the time of tho Vintage. I 
saw as I opened it a large P. S. on a separate sheet. Not quite 
like Losfiie, I thought to myself. However, never mind now; wo 
aliould come to it in time. I settled down to read the letter. 

“ It Trail a uplendid Yondemmia. Tlia whole honiw»hold was at work, and Paolo 
waa even rcoominending that a new lino ehonld be obtained forthwith at any 
co«|j^,aa tho old ones would never be big enongh. It woh po funny to see Dick 
(tlfcSV>wrr«toir8) trying to smoko largo cigara and cut grnpoa at tJio aamo time. 

Really thoro i« nothing in tho world Hko Tuscany, in tho vintage. The 
gt^at white oxen dragging the loada of bnitd up to the Cantina ia tho moal 
majeatic night in nature, and wo all felt anhamod (except Dick) of aitting gor*> 
ronndlaiing at lunch indoorn when tocco came, wbilo nil the enniadini were hard ! 
at work again after black bread and tho thinnest wino man over drank.** 

So ran on the letter, through eight pages, ending: "Wc only' 
want you berc» dear old Joe, you and your Italian boy, and it 
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would be perfect.” A very nice letter, end 1 almost felt I was with 
them in Tuscany. 

But what was all this? How about the postscript? The first 
dozen words made mo ^rave and attentive. The. first senteiieo 
showed me a serious danger ahead. By the time 1 had road through 
it I was already feeling that I must keep cool. You know what 
one is when one feels one must keep cool. Hero is what 1 read: 

*‘I rrally do not know, dear old Joe, if I ought to rei)eat to you the moniitroua 
piece of noiisonse that ha8 coiiio round to uh ahoiib you and your Italian l>oy. It 
la too bad that such rubbinh hIiouUI get about. I'ancy it'a being said, in the face 
of all the facts, that tlio boy is your own son ! Having writieii it, I foel so augry 
with myself for having done so, aud as if I ought to tear it up. Of course I at 
once told Violet, who told ino (and also what I could not believe to bo true that 
<ovcryb(xly* was saying it), that I know all tho particulars about the l>oy; aud 
that everybody's version (if ho really said it) was entiiely wrong. 1 asked lier 
to tell mo who ovutybody was, in this case, and bow everybody came to know 
anything about you. Violet said the Seth-Potligrows, who at auy rate knew all 
about it, although I might clioose to think them nobody, had told her. Hho said 
of ooiirso they knew nothing about you, but they knew tho Bignoriua Vespucci 
years ago, and sho had ebargo of *yoiir baby.' I cannot tell you how angry Vi 
mado mo. You know I am very fond of Vi, hut you know how disagreeable she caa 
ho when sho likes. As for tho story itself, don't lot it make you uncomfortable. 
1 am not at all sure I hadn't bettor destroy this, after all. However, it's always 
bettor to be out in tho open, as I'apa used to sa^. I shall call upon Mrs. Seth* 
Pettigrew as soon as they come back from Via Beggio, and tell hor tho facts, and 
I am sure 1 shall dud that Yi has mado the most of somo chance word, just to vex 
me about you. You know sho always wont on those lines. It's a sort of parti 
priB with her; Uiough why, Heaven knows! And os for the Heth^Pcttigrsws, 
they are the biggest gossips in Florence, and that is saying a groat deal. How- 
ever, dear old boy, don't let their rubbish fldget you. I slionidn't write it, only 
of coarse it will bo nice to have your letter back to enable me to squash it 
altogether.” 

I read this through a dozen times — but could get no forwarder 
in my task of keeping cool than to say over and over again that 
I must do so. I felt my pulse going quicker and my head grow- 
ing hotter. The worst of it was there was no living creature 
I could consult. 

“ Como stai, Daddino caro? Come stai? Mi pari malinconico,” 
said my boy Cristoforo, tho unconscious cause of it all, I had 
taught him Daddy; and of course, being Tuscan-born, ho made 
it a diminutive. I could not talk it over with the Utile man — 
not quite! But I could surely with Signora Nissira? Could 1? 
No — I couldn't. IIow was I to tell her, please, that the sorella 
of out boy's father was in want of proof that I wasn't that father 
. myself? Perhaps that is too bold a restatemciit of Lossio's con- 
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eluding words — ^but they seemed to me to have that meaning in 
the^ush. No, I could not speak even to her! 

Oh, why— why— need Lossie ever go to Florence? Was there 
none of the swarm of towns on the liiviera that would have done 
as well, where no living soul knew aught of me or mine? And 
if h^lorence, why Fiesolc? 1 got half mad trying to think what 
1 could write to her, tore everything I began, and ended by post- 
ponement. Meanwhile, how to keep off a fever? I could ride 
over to Torviedro, where 1 was wanted on business, about forty 
miles off. I could ride all through the tropical night. That would 
suit me now exactly. There was a nice full moon just climbing 
off the mountain edge over there. The road was bad and I 
could not go fast; but 1 waked my man I went to see in the 
dawn, and made him give me breakfast. T passed the day 
ill activity and exeitemont, the great remedy for all trouble, went 
down in a rninti wliero the miners were in mutiny, and anticipated 
the policri by shooting a half-breed through the head. Any one 
under too groat a strain of nervous tension finds homicide a great 
relief. But I was destiiuxl to have a still greater antidote ad- 
ministered to ray feverish symptoms. For I rode hack next night 
under a diminishcHl moon and arrived again at dawn to find poor 
Cristoforo in the hands of the doctor, with his head bound up. 
Tin an<l a little friend of eight had found a pointofl knife, 
and wore playing most peacefully at assassinations when ho 
<!id his perforraanen of Uic victim wrong, and got very badly 
cut. 

Ho got quiln well in a f('W days, and he and his friend Pcpito 
showo<l me with t.ln3 paper knife how they were doing it, .and why 
it went wrong. But I believe his mishap was good for me, and 
when a week after 1-ossic^s letter came I nerved myself up to 
answer it, I felt miieh better qualified for the task than when T 
tried before. I can reeolleet my reply to tlie postscript, but not 
the whole letter. Here it is: 

As to your postseript, dear Loss, I hardly know what to say 
more than that the false gossip about mo and my little man is 
evidently a misconstruclion put upon the circumstances under 
which I took possession of him. Perhaps the people the Hotel 
got a report of iny behaviour at our first introduction, and could, 
not ascribe it to any one short of a father. You know you used 
always to say, like Mrs. Crupp. T was a * mother myself.* That, 
is really the only theory I can formulate to .account for the ab- 
surdity. This letter will take too long to reacTi you for anything^, 
I say in it to influonco matters. But T am sure your judgment 
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will hare been right about what amount of contradiction ia mo^t 
likely to procure truth. I should say simply deny it, and l»avo 
tho facts to make out their own case.” Then 1 went on with a 
long undisturbed letter, telling all about my moonlight ride, and 
the miners’ meeting and Toforiiio’s game of murder with little 
Pepito. and the amazing musical genius of little Giuseppe Nis- 
sim, who at four was already a passable violinist. lAXssie would 
remember, L said, that Madam Nissiin was the Signori ua Vespucci, 
CristofoTo’s mother’s cousin, whom she said tho Seth-Pettigrews 
had know?]. 

I did not hoar from Lossio again till after tho new year, 
last letter I ev^^r had from her; and though she is still alive and 
well, 1 shall never have another. But in tho interim, as near as 
I remember at the end of November, the b'austina <’anie to mo 
laughing, with a letter she ha<l just received from tlio Signora 
Ledidesprez (wliich sho treated as all one won!). S)u‘ had writ- 
ten that 1 was not to see it — but that was too absurd 1 tlm thing 
was a mere joke to laugh about --not to l>o taken Uh> seriously, so 
I need not look .so anxious about it. Clio! ohe! 

Tho loiter was to ask Madame Nirfsirn, as a Fp<x^ial favour, to 
write one lino to disahus^i the Signori Seth-Petligrew, whom sho 
would rememlior at Fiesole seven years ago, of a foolish idea that 
they had — and then followed particulars, and a rofereneo to tho 
persistency of tho Seth- Pettigrews. But this would tie sileneiwi 
at onco by a word from Madame Nissini, who bad known Oristo- 
foro’s parents. She hoped Madame Nissim would say nothing to 
mo about it, as it would very likely soeni more important to mo 
than it really was; but she had no right to impose conditions. Of 
cour.s0 she herself knew it was nonsense. But pcoplc5 were ve^ry 
difficult to convince when onco they got hol<l of an idea. The 
letter was written in very fair Italian. 

‘‘But I don’t know any Signori Soth-Pettigrew,” said tho Faus- 
tina. And we were quite unable to identify the^> persons, and 
gave them up as a bad job. It occurred to mo afterwards that 
perhaps il Signora Scappatigre, whom I had heard of from Fan»- 
tina, might have something to do with them, but at the iimo 
wo did not d0nnf30t them up. 

^‘Ma non lo capisco!” said she, suddenly attacked hy reflection, 

Signora Ledidesprez is the sister of Toforino’s habbo 

and looked mightily bewildered. For, relying on the gap between 
Kio Grande and Florence, I had spoken of Lady Desprez as Bep- 
pino’s^sister. 

: "Cara Faustina,” said I, "there are some things I caimof 
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explain to you fully, because you do not understand us English. 
Put you know who Toforino's babbo was, and that he had the same 
name as myself ? Depend upon it that is how this gossip got about. 
Don’t you write to the Signora! I’ll write and make it all clear. 

I wish I was my boy’s real Pabbo.” I then pointed out that though 
Lady Dosprez knew I had adopted an Italian child, she never knew 
it was her own noijhew. She had left the matter to her brother’s 
executor, and thought his son was with his wife’s relations. 

<< Ma com’ d strano,” said the Faustina, “ di lasciafare cosi ! So 
fosse stato un nipotino mio 1 ” 

You would have done differently. But you are not a Prot- 
estante, Faustina! Remember that il povero Signore wanted his 
son brought up a Cristiaiio.” 

I wasn’t sure I should not have to put a big lie on the top of 
all this, and swear that Beppino’s family had been rabbiatoed by 
this wish for his son’s education, which they had found dwelt 
upon in his letters that I carried back to London. But luckily 
Faustina was as wax in my hands, and made no difficulties about 
leaving the answer entirely to me. I told her I could clear it 
all up. But I did not consider it necessary to write to Lossio 
again about it. If she got no answer she would only conclude the 
letter had never reached. Any word 1 added to my last letter 
might merely stir up and renew what would otherwise die down 
and bo forgotten. 

Then in time came the terrible letter to which no reply was 
possible, except indeed T had written the whole truth without 
reserve. The choice 1 had to make was whether I should or should 
not inffict on Lossio the knowledge that the brother she had cher- 
ished in her memory for years, making him each year more an 
idol than the last, was a villain; and that his boy was a bastard 
— the boy that she had almost made her own ; that this boy would 
like enough lose his splendid inheritance from his grandfather, 
unless indeed his father’s treachery to his mother could be shown 
to bo the worst of all treacheries (almost) that men of his type, 
gain their end by. And she herself — ^the woman on whom I should 
throw the burden of this wrong, who would have the ^sk of telling 
Beppino’s widow what manner of thing her adored husband had 
been — ^was she not my Miss I^ossie? — that same Miss Lossie that 
came upon my childhood in a gleam of sunlight that day long ago 
at Poplar Villa — and turned my youth from what it might have 
been to what it was? And did not tlmt little Joey that clung^to her 
skirts grow to bo this very Beppino ? 

No! — ^his memory should remain sweet in her mlnd^ and hia. 
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wife^s, and his son’s — aye! both his sons’ — for all that I would 
ever say to any one of them. 

But oh I it was hard to think of the price at which lier im* 
munity from this nightmare must be purchased. Not the prieo 
to me — tliat I would pay ehcH'rfully, and live through the rest of 
mv time, and see iny boy launched happily in life, if 1 could. 
Jancy would know — ^^r was not there, in which case nothing mut- 
tered at all! Hut poor Lossie! She would have to live thr<nigh 
her days, without JJugb. and to believe that her dear otht'r littlo 
brotlicr had turned out foul in the end — or at least, if not foul, 
a man with a mask on, capable of a new love, of somt' sort or 
other, almost while iluj ink was ^vf‘t on the pen with whieh 
he wrote of his wife's tragic death. Widl, it was helft^r slie should 
think that, than know tiu* truth. As for me, 1 could bear it, 
and would. Janoy would know all about it, except she was not. 
That would bo all right. Hut, poor I-ossio! 

This tliat follows is her lettcT. I have* rend it again, for the 
thousandth time, and do not sec that I could liavo done other than 
Idid. 


**Vu.hk MAnoNciHi, riPRor.r, J.ianary l(t, IHSJ. 

DKAR Joe ; T nuiRt write wliat 1 have to write, although lay heart hreahd 
to write it. Oh, why couUl you not tnint me, after all the long years wn Jmvo 
boon brother attd aiator? It waa not a eriine that you eorninitte<1 ! Ila^l yon 
married another wife in Pt>rtugftl, on your road back after Janey*8 death, it 
would have been no crime. ITad you done bo and then rorni; to me and HHid, it 
might bo hard for me to underHfand, but that yon would bo happier no- -I ahonld 
only have said let it be »o— and taken your new wifo to my heart aH I took your 
old. It wonld have been strange f but hiicU thingn have heoti, amt will be again. 
And you would have been to mo still my other little brother— my darling little 
Joey's namesake — the littlo boy that picked the pears, and went up tho chimney. 
Oh, do you remember ? 

“ But that yon shonld do this thing and conceal it— conceal it from me ! For 
I have been yonr sinter, have I not? Oli, how rny heart went out to you that 
dreadful day when 1 found your name in the list of pasaeiigers. and knew that 
Janey must be gone. And not then only, bnt no often. And in all this long 
absence in America, how I have thought of yon and yonr boy— that I did not 
know was your own— thought of you and prayed for yon and longed for yonr face 
again, that we ought talk of Janey and Hugh together— for now, I thought, we 
should be alike— in trouble a brother and a sister, as in onr happiness in the old 
days. But yon could conceal this that yon did from me, and almost deny it ; and 
all my trust in you that was so strong— it Is all gone, and the young folk wonder 
why mamma sits and cries— for I have told them nothing and shall tell them 
noising, and 1 hope Violet will be silent. 

it is useless for me to write on in this way— useless for roe— useless for 
yon. If ever we meet again in this world, 1 will be friends, dear Joe, for the sake 
of my father and yours, and all the long past, and above all for Janey’s sake. 
And Z will never drcam for one moment that this marriage of yours mesnt tliat 
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you forgot or could forget Janey— that 1 cannot believe ! The most likely thing 
1 can imagine in that thie poor girl who died, Anuuuciatiiia Vespucci, loved yoUf 
and the thing came to your knowledge, and that you married her in a sort of 
Quixotism, ilut if so, wfiy not have told nie ? It is that hurts luc so. 

I must, I Btippose, tell you how I came to kuow of it. I thiuk 1 wrote to yon 
that I had heard some gossip to the effect that Cristoforo was your bod. Of 
course 1 disbelieved it, as 1 said. But it would have been a relief, although I did 
not allow inysolf to think so, to receive a letter from you saying plainly who the 
boy’s father was, which you would have been surely justified in doing for his own 
sake when it came to ascribing him to yourself. But I got no letter from you— 
of course it’s a long post. And in the meanwhile the Seth-Pettigrews came back 
from the sea, and 1 called and asked them what they knew. Violet’s story was a 
little exaggerated, but not much. They had plenty to tell me of what every one 
else said— very little of what Umy knew. Porsoually they only remembered going 
to Higuoriua Vespucci to get the character of a servant, and then saw Cristoforo 
and were told ho was the child of an English gentleman named Giiiseppo Vanc^, 
and that his mother had died shortly after bis birth. When Violet mentioned 
your name incidentally they asked if that was the Mr. Vanc6 who lost his wife so 
sadly. Violet of course misunderstood this, but her mistake was cleared up when 
they spoke about * your baby ’ that they had seen up at Fiesole. She did not 
boar anything else at the time ; but Mrs. Pettigrew said she knew where the girl 
was wliom they bad gone to ask about. She had stayed a year with them, and 
thou went to some friends, where she was still cameriera. She was a very nice 
truthful girl and might bo relied upon. Vi and I found her, and made her tell 
us all she could recollect, which seemed quite straightforward. She had never 
seen Cristoforo’s mothr3r, nor bis father except once, when ho came back after his 
wife's death, having been called away on business some time before his baby was 
born. She described yon very closely, b<i as to convince iis she was speaking 
truly. But she could tell us nothing about your wife, and sent us for more 
Information to the prioro, to whom we went. He was new to the place, but be 
referred us to his predecessor. I wrote to him asking him to tell ns all he knew. 
I need not write this— you will know that he would bo accurate. But he gave us 
the name of the place you were married in, saying be thought wo had better see 
the priore there, which wo did. We heard from him that he recollected your 
we<iding quite clearly — and who were your * teBtlmone,* as he called them. He 
said they did not have many runaway matches between forestieri and Italian 
girls in liis little out-of-the-way village— he was sure there was nothing dis- 
reputable about the business. The girl bad lived in the place for a fortnight 
before the wedding at a casa of monachd, and you bad stayed at the albergo. He 
gave yoTiT name quite correctly. 

. ** It all seems like a dreadful dream. It must be what I supposed— the girl 
must have fallen in love with you, and threatened to kill herself, ^ something of 
that sort. She was an Italian, and their girls are not like onrs. Do write, dear 
Joe, and tell me it was this. It must have been. Oh, do write something that 
will make me feci happier. It is all too terrible. Bnt whatever it was, remember 
all the past is with me still, and I can never be anything to you but your affeo* 
tionate sister Losszm 

*'P. 8. I have reopened ibis to say that 1 wrote to Madame Kissim soifie time 
since— but had no answer. So I suppose the letter never reached. What 1 
wanted was to spare you from hearing more than yon needed, and so 1 asked her 
to tell me what she know without worrying you about it. 
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** Since I festoned np the letter I heve been lettinpr mynrlf hope ti lUUch-th»l 
you will be able to »ay domcthiug to itiako things wwivr to bum*. If von httd ouiy 
nut cuticealed — it would have boon dilTerent. 1 WiiKo ia tl»* gloriouK 
light boro, and know before I wake that noim* dark thing 1 have forgotten ia 
waiting to come over mo like a cloiul. Ami the childreu auk iiio what ia the long, 
long letter I am writing to Undo Jue, and I cannot U ll them." 

That was the (dul. I saw that no aiiswrr was possible, niul 
that now Lossio Thorpe, whom 1 had clun^ to llirough all my 
troubles of boyhood and manhood; throng;}! bi‘r inarriag't* and mine; 
she whom tho wif<^ 1 loved so dearly loved too, as f di<l~-was 
gone, (lone out of my Iif<; as siiridy as Janey herself was gone. 
Gone for over, exeepl there be, as i said to myself then* initHlrt 
must bo (olso tho absurdity of it all!), some life to eoino whero 
sight is clear — wln rc no eonnier stroke* of Lfivo or llaU',, or spurh 
misunderstood, can overtlirow the structure of a soul, or make 
the light of heaven shine in vain. That life would come; it might 
well bo. Hut in the nuvanwhilo 1 must tread my path alone. 

For I saw that l-iossic had shut her oyi^s to the fact that I 
had not only concealed but iioniod the thing 1 scorned so clearly 
convicted of. She had corlainly received my letter of November 
or how could she have written to la Faustina? But to writ**, a 
challenge to so plain a denial of paternity, on its merits, wmuld 
have left no loophole for reconciliation. Whereas, to accept it 
as part of tho machinery of coneeulmcnt left it included in Ihc 
blame for that concealment, and ignored its sec'miiig a deliberate 
lie. Had I not better have told a lie, and ideadtd guilty to what 
1 had not done? Quite impossible! I never could have sustained 
the part. 

There was no way out now except the truth. Oh, for the right 
to speak the truth, and get Lossio back I A co\var*l’s thought, iti 
all conscience! To got Lossie back, at the cost of shifting the 
weight off my heart onto hers ! 

*‘No,” I said to myself, “if I die with tho pain of it* I will 
be silent! Lossie must think ill of her other little brother for a 
while — just for the rest of the time! — but she shall never know 
from him wlhat that brother of her own was. Every pang I have 
to face in the days to come will be fraught with its own word 
of solace — ^^This is for Lossie’ — and the thought will be mine that 
she is spared a greater sorrow than the one that is borne by me, 
that \ do not shrink from for her sake.” 

So, the letter ended all. And my heart di«id down as I thought 
of the days I had before me. But I made, my boy, who was 
the son of the cause of it all, come to me and give me consola** 
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tion. And I think if it had not for Toforino’s voice, that 
eurely was his mother’s, and bis eyes and his locks, that were 
none of his father’s, as I could see, my heart would have broken 
outright. But I lived for my boy, and threw myself into my 
work and all its dangers and excitement. And fifteen years passed, 
and things chanced as I have told you and brought me here. 
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The tale h told. A few rccollcctioiiB of folk kccii in London. Of Nolly, of Iliok* 
man, of Pring, of Lady Toweretaii-a. And of poor old CapHtiok, in a 
roadhouse ! When he haa looked through the Icttora again, ho will Imni the 
whole lot ; but ! A long letter of Lossio’s to Sarita Spencer. Finis. 

And now I am at the end of my story— the story I set out 
to tell. I have gone through my early life again — the life I luul 
tried to forget; and I have found how iinpracticjablc real oblivion 
is, for each phase of memory has revived another. Arn I glnd or 
sorry to have got to " finis I do not know; it has been both 
pleasure and pain. I will not write the word — at least, not yet. 
There are still some late lettc^rs of Lossie^s that 1 have glaiic*'d at 
enough to see that they contain nothing of great interest. lJuL a 
closer examination may detect something. Finis may stand over, 
at least till 1 am packing up to go back to my boy. Ho will bo 
thinking 1 am never coming back — but there! — the time has 
slipped away by instalments. Six months has become near two 
years. A few weeks will be the utmost now, I shall be glad to 
be back. 

For I have not had a comfortable two years. 1 hav(3 been in con- 
stant fear of meeting some old friend to whom I should have had 
to tell lies to account for my disappearance. Nolly in Lincoln’s 
Inn Fields is much too near; but then he lives at Sydenham, and 
his London beat is almost limited to the streets between the Fields 
and the Temple. There are not many others who would recognize 
me, but there are a few. For instance, a very important-looking 
gentleman whom I saw in Walbrook. 1 could not think who it 
was at first; then I remembered Hickman, my Father's partner. 
Had he seen me he might have remembered me. Probably 1 sliould 
have got off easily, without much prequivocation." But how can 
I tell ? Then I was recognized on a fin© Saturday evening on tho 
Bridge in St. James's Park by a man who was drunk, and was 
pretending to be sober. It was my old friend Pring, who, in spite 
of the slightness of our interview, managed to keep up his old char- 
acter fbr contradictiousness. You're not Mr. Vansh," said he, 
with confidence. I said : “ Very well, Pring, just as you like. I'm 
not’’ On which he changed bis ground, and said, ** 1 sheed it was 
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you.” Then he took umbrage at a person unknown who had ques- 
tioned his consistency^ and became loud and oratorical. 1 sheed 
Mr. Vansh minute I came onsh bridge. Shed show! Heard me 
say it/’ and then asked who the unknown was, as well he 
might. Ho repeated the question with asperity. “ Who are you 
shezidin’t — liar yourself 1 ” until I was obliged to accept the fiction, 
and assure him that the unknown was an inferior person, not worth 
his notice. This appeased Pring, who then called him a some- 
thing young haberdasher. The remainder of our conversation 
was conjectural, as to what Pring said to me, but it seemed to 
be an indictment of Mr. McGaskin for stealing our ” invention. 
“What invention?” said L “ Shiprockater,” said Pring. Oh, 
how nearly I had forgotten the great Engine! I gave Pring a 
sovereign, as he was out of work, and parted from him with a 
mind at case. But suppose I had met some one who was pre- 
tending to be drunk and was really sober — how then ? 

The person I was most afraid of meeting was Jeannie Mac- 
allistcr. My fear kept me away from West End Streets with shops 
where ladies from Perthshire would go marketing in their London 
season. But 1 had quite made up my mind, in case the sort of 
thing it pictured should come to pass, what course I should pursue. 
If, for instance, she should suddenly recognize me from a car- 
riage-full of daughters in the street, and call after me, I would 
not run — ^not I! I would face the music — go home with her — 
take her, force her into my confidence, and beg her, in the name 
of her dead husband and our old friendship, to say no word to 
any living soul. It would be the only chance — ^for as to half tell- 
ing a tale to Jeannie, or hoodwinking her in any way — ^that 
wouldn’t work! Had Lossie resembled Jeannie in her keen dra- 
matic sympathy and insight into human life, she would have 
found the whole story out long ago. Fancy Jeannie in Florence 
with the clues Lossie had! But the two women are quite unlike 
in the way they see into character. Lossie sees and distinguishes 
truth and falsehood instantly — ^but not men’s motives and actions 
and passions. 

There is one person whom I have seen once at i concert, and 
do not care to see again. For though I met Lady Towerstairs 
face to face in the lobby going away, she looked me in the eyes 
very stonily ; and yet I did not feel at all sure she did 
not know me quite well. How I can imagine her saying to her \ 
sister: “I saw your Joe Vance, dear, in town last season. He 
seems to be enjoying himself in London. I thought he had gone 
to Patagonia or somewhere.” And then I can fancy Lossie 



JOSEPH VANCE 


491 


ing to get some more information, and not succeeding. However; 
she may not have recognized me, as to say the truth 1 did not really 
recognize her by her appearance. What made me identify her was 
probably the beautiful girl I saw beside her whom I suppose now 
to have been her niece, Nolly’s daughter, of whose extraordinary 
resemblance to her aunt, Lady Desprez, I bad often heard while 
I was still in correspondence with the latter and she herself was 
yet a child. I was coming out through the entry at St. James's 
Hall, where toffs and mortals jostle each other and never know 
it, when I saw in a mirror in front of me, following my own image, 
two visions of beauty whom nature and art hud done their best 
for, who seemed to be, so far as the former went, the Lossie and 
Violet that I saw married more than twenty-live years ago. Jlchind 
them was a palpable mother of one or both, and around them males 
in bondage. I glanced at the reflected group, and 1 hope did 
not look as I felt, like a man struck dumb with a sudden incom- 
prehensible surprise. But the girls’ reflections did look startled, 
and the mother flxed me with a look that either did not know 
me, or pretended not to. 1 saw that it was Violet, and that her 
good looks had not forsaken her. I got into the street and was 
glad. 

I think that exhausts all my encounters with early recollections 
in my two years of British Museum research and historical scrib- 
bling. 

No! Stop a minute! 1 had just ono other. T had been to 
see a poor insane fellow at' the Asylum to which his friends had 
removed him. He had been a reader at the Museum with whom 
I had had some acquaintance, but I had noticed nothing wrong 
about him. No one was more surprised than T when one day ho 
went raving mad, and had to be removed. ITcaring afterwards 
that lie had recovered his reason, but that ho was not considered 
safe to leave the Asylum, I went over to sec him, and found him 
to all appearance quite himself. So much so that he was taking 
a good deal of interest in the other patients, and told me he was 
thinking out a novel, the events of which would take place entirely 
in a madhoifse. He described some of the cases ho had seen 
that he meant to introduce — among them a clergyman who bad 
gone stark mad over predestination and Prevenient Grace. 
talks to himself all day long,” said my friend, “ and with a sort 
of oohejence. He gets into logical fixes about the duty of sin, in 
order that the Ix>rd shall pardon that Sin and Grace shall abound. 
But then every right action is an opportunity lost, and it is 
obviously sinful to do it. But if it is sinful to do it^ clearly 
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that is an occasion for Grace, and it is right to do it on that 
account. So it’s right to do a thing because it’s wrong, and 
therefore wrong to do the same thing because it’s right.” 

Nothing can be clearer,” said I, but 1 remembered the phrases, 
and thought I should like to see any one who reminded me of 
my early youth. And my friend took me through the asylum, 
where he seemed to be under little restraint; and there, walking 
in the garden, incessantly talking to himself, over and over the 
same thing, was a little, bent old man with the manner of a 
preacher. Every now and then he would throw out his hands 
in a kind of despair and then bury his face in them, shaking 
his head as he did so. And guided by the clue given me, 1 could 
sec that he was the Eev. Benaiah Capstick. 

This going back into the past has been a very strange experi- 
ence. My impression, now that 1 come to the end of it, is that 
it has absorbed me more than I had meant it should. My idea was 
to make a summary of the main facts of my early life. No sooner 
had I taken up my pen than I suddenly remembered that my 
Father and Mother had been emphatic about that beer. And that 
made me remember more, and so throughout the whole story. 

What shall I do with it now that it is written? My feeling is 
in favour of destroying it But that seems so illogical! A more 
reasonable course would be to make a parcel of it and leave it 
for my boy to read after I have *^got free,” as Dr. Thorpe used 
to phrase it. The only possible reason against this would be if 
there was the legal flaw in his mother’s marriage, and I have 
gathered since that this taay have been the case. But my nar- 
rative shows (to my thinking) that even if this was so, his mother 
was the innocent victim of diabolism supported by officialism. As 
for the character of his father, that won’t trouble Cristoforo. In 
fact, I think he regards his parent as a mere meddler — an inter- 
loper before the fact — ^just as my dear Daddy looked upon 0. 
Dance, the former owner of the celebrated board. I am Toforino’s 
hahbo; and at the most Beppino’s claims upon him could only 
be for a mere civility — ^rather an officious one, quite unsolicited 
by himself. No ! I don’t mind his reading every word of it, after 
I am gone. 

If there were any likelihood of his getting into touch with his 
English relatives I should burn it. Because then they too would 
be almost sure to come to the knowledge of the whole thing. If 
Lossie was dead, this wouldn’t matter. But if she lives to, her 
Aunt’s age, there are still forty years to reckon with. However, I 
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don’t see any prospect of Toforino coming to live in England. lie 
is at Harvard now. Had I wished him ever to come to England^ 
of course I should have sent him to Oxford; he would have shown, 
I believe, that private tuition in Rio Grande had done justice to 
his abilities. But I thought England dangerous. 

I have still a painful task before me with all those old letters. 
It wouldn’t do to burn them without making sure of their con- 
tents. When I have done that, and arranged about the publica- 
tion of “Music and Mechanism,” as I have settled to call my 
work, I will if possible draw those other two games against Herr 
Pfleidorcr, and bid a last farewell to my native fogs. 

When I laid down my pen two days since I did not think ever 
to add a word to the above. I find myself obliged to ilo so, 
having completely missed or overlooked a letter of Lossic’s. I 
cannot the least account for my having done so. Need 1 account 
for it? The fact remains, and the letter remains. How 1 felt 
on reading it may bo imagined — if any one ever reads it. If it 
be you, Cristoforo, that reads, I ask you to pardon mo that I 
have not copied it out, as I did previous letters. Jt must roinaiii 
in the parcel, to be lost, forgotten, recovered, just as may be, when 
I am lost to the material world; forgotten by those I knew on it; 
recovered, it may be, by a wife that awaits mo. 

It is a letter written immediately after her final letter to mo, 
and it must have reached my sister-in-law in her last illness. It 
is even possible that she never read it, and was spared the pain 
of knowing (or rather believing) me capable of forgetting her 
sister in less than a year, and consoling myself for her loss with 
an act of treachery to another woman. It does not matter, it is 
all done and over now, fifteen, twenty years ago! Hero is the 
letter : 

“ViLXA MAGONcnn, Fierole, 12 February, 1881. 

** Mt dearest Sarbt : I am quite broken-hearted over a big trouble, and you 
will have to share it and bo heart-broken too. Because it’s Jauey's husband— my 
dear other little brother that was— and I can hardly help calling him dear still, 
for all this nightmare that has come upon us. It is a nightmare ! the thought 
that all that tinib when wo were in London and it was such a pleasure to mo to 
see what friends he and my darling Hugh had becomo -all that time that ho seemed 
to be bearing his loss so bravely, and used to talk of all Papa's ideas, and his own 
great hope of seeing Janey again — that all that very time ho was married to an 
Italian wife ! ! whom ho bad left to herself after a few weeks of marriage, 
expecting a baby — this boy Cristoforo, whom he pretended to ' adopt ' after her 
death. 1 cannot quite make out how long it was before he deserted her in thie 
way, beoauBO it comes down to a matter of memory in which I have no one to help 
' me but the children— but it must have been very soon. Tiolot beUeves, or saya 
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she belieyes, that the marriage was an invalid one, and either that the girl was 
entrapped into it, or that both knew the ceremony was a farce, and went through 
it to save their faces. Because it seems that in Italy girls are constantly married 
in churches and disowned because there has not been a municipio celebration also. 
It seems incredible that a contract accepted by a girl (who is in earnest), because 
she believes the man in earnest, should bo disallowed by the state on so shallow a 
pretext— but there ! in this marriage business the weaker party seems always to 
be made the victim of a conspiracy of fools and devils. However, I canH believe 
it was this, whatever Violet may say. My own belief is the girl fell in love with 
him and told him so, and he married her from Quixotism. But why did he not 
tell me ? and why did he deny it when 1 wrote first to him? 

** But I am running wild in my l3ttor and not telling you the story itself, dear ! 
I will make amends by wriiing it out long^ as we used when wo were schoolgirls. 
My letters lately have got shorter and shorter. Tve been so sorry— but couldn’t 
help it 1 ! 

** You know how in the year after Janey’s death, in the autumn, Joe Vance 
and my dear Beppiiio came to Italy. I can’t fix dates at this length of time, but 
1 know they parted at Milan, and Boppino wont travelling about. I don’t know 
where Joe Vance wont— but there are several people in Florence who remember 
that the Signore Giuseppe Vanc^> was hero at that time, though they don’t agree 
in their description of him. At the Hotel Minerva there is some story (which I 
am sure is nousonse) about his wanting to be called by another name than the 
one painted on his boxes. Violet will believe anything against Joe— so she pre- 
tends to behove this. The only thing I can make sure of is that he was hero 
sometime— and I must bo mistaken in my recollection of how soon he came back 
to London. Things have been very misty in my memory since my darling Hugh 
was taken from me. 

** 1 think I’m right though that I wrote to you at the time all about how Joe 
came back from his second visit to Italy, after my dear Beppino died, and told 
me ho had adopted an Italian baby, both of whose parents were dead, because 
the child had the- name of Cristoforo (old Mr. Vance was Christopher) and he 
‘ seemed in want of a oaro-taker.’ Oh, how incredible it all seems ! But you will 
hoar. After that we bought the Sorrento Villa, and for two years never really 
made a stay in Florence — only had a flying visit or two, and just saw sights— so I 
had no chance to hunt out this baby, as I should have done had there been time. 
Then Joo sent for it out to Brazil, and when ho did this I began to fear he would 
end by remaining there. And so he has— for tho six months it was to be at first 
has got lengthened out and lengthened out. But he has constantly written about 
the boy, telling of his beauty and cloverness (for we have been constantly writ- 
ing), and then that ho had entered on somo new work that would detain him 
another six months— and so on. I do no^ believe that what I have to tell yon had 
any share in producing these delays. He had always talked so freely of his 
adopted son, that I cannot see that he could have had any object in remaining out, 
except what he said. Had he wanted to conceal him— howevir, it is no use 
speculating. I will tell yon just what has happened. 

** Until we came here I had never beard a hint or suggestion that this boy 
Cristoforo was Joe’s own son. When Violet and her husband came out to ns at 
vintage-time last year, she heard some gossip to that effect which she thought she 
was bound to repeat to me. I suppose she was. Anyhow, she repeated it— 
rather maliciously, I thought— but you know Vi ! I resented the Idea as impos- 
sible, pointing out that the child was bom in Fiesole (I remember when Joe 
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came out) not more than a year and a lialf after Janoy'a dealh-lofis, 1 think. 
The whole thing Beemecl perfectly ridiculouB. Rtniollocting au I did bow broken- 
down my poor boy (for I can’t help thinking and writing of him ao) Bceined when 
he came homo alone after that terrible catastrophe. 1 got very angry with Vi, 
reproached her for listening to tattle, and for being unfeeling in parsing such 
rubbish on to me. 

‘Very well, dear ! ’ said she— and yon know her irritating way of saying near 
instead of dear when she's patronizing — * Very well, near ! If you’re going to 
make a scene about it, have it your own way ! / won’t say anything. I merely 
repeated to you what people wore aayiiig. If you like these things to bo said, 
and know nothing about then), by all means do ho. I kiu)w nothing about your 
Joe Vance and never did, and don’t want my head snapped off about him.’ And 
then she went to sit in the loggia, and left mo crying, and thou when I went out 
and begged her pardon for calling her unfeeling and kiHsed her, she refused at 
first to tell me any more, saying it was no concern of hers, and she didn’t want to 
be mixed up in other people's affairs, and always made a point of kce}jing out of 
them. But she had made an exception this once, for my sake, and paid tho 
penalty. No ! she didn’t want to talk any more about it, and I couldn’t expect 
her to. However, I knew whe would if I lot her alone, and she did. 

“ * I suppose, clear.’ sai<l who, half-an-honr after, * you think Constantin Seth- 
Pettigrew an untruthful person. But she iHii’t, for one tiling ; and for another 
it doesn’t matter whether she is or isn’t. It'n not what siik says, but what every 
one says. Of course she was living upatPif'solo at the time, so she couldn’t very 
well bo mistaken.’ I asked what time, and she answered very pat, ‘November, 
seven ty-threo, if you want to know,’ as if she had got tho whole particulars. 
And she went on to say that ‘ My Joe Vance and his wife, or wdiatevcr he called 
her,’ wero up there, and that Mr. and Mrs. Beth-Pottigrow had seen them about 
a servant. ‘Of course they thought they were inarn'oil,’ she nddc'd. 'If they 
hadn’t Constantia would have asked for a written character for tho girl.’ 

“ I am giving more details than I nerd, or you will tliink so. Of course Mrs. 
Seth-Pettigrew’s convulsive purity has nothing to do with Iho matter- -liowover, I 
had better go straight on. I couldn’t recall tho time clearly enough to find 
flaws in Violet’s story. But I thought Joo (if it was Joe) must have had a very 
short allowance of his wife ‘or whatever she was’; and I Baideoincthiug to this 
effect. 

“ ‘Yon don’t understand men, Lossie dear,’ said Violet, with equable snper- 
oilionsnesR and the nasal tone. ‘Women that marry moded Ijiisbands never do. 
Men don’t tcant a very long allowance. When I say men, I mean men ; I don’t 
mean Angels.’ 

“ When Vi talks like this it always makes me feed ill. I tried to keep my 
temper with her. 

“ ‘ You mean you think I thought my dear husband an Angel. I think I did, 
almost. But I thought Joo a very, ^ery good man ; without being an Ange), 
quite good enough for this story to be a ridiculous falsehood.’ 

“ ‘ Very well, dear ! just as you please. You can ask Constantia yourself. 
Only I hope you won’t go with a solemn face looking as if butter wouldn’t melt in 
your month, and talk as if it was an awful sin for a man to have a liaiMon, becansa 
it’s only what happens every day in our class ; and you’ll frighten Constantia and 
put her off telling you if you shed tears and make scenes.' 

“ ‘ Violdt,’ I said, ‘ I don’t mean to let you make me angry. You know per- 
feotly well that what I should think so sbooking in this, if it were tma (which I 
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don't bolieve)) wouldn't be the immorality— goodneBs knows one sees plenty of 
that in India 1 But it's following bo quick on Buch a terrible Iobb— and above all 
his concealing it from me. Bemember how I loved and trusted hinj, all our lives, 
and believed in his affection for Janey— and (hen that he should be able to love 
this girl.' 

<< * My dear Loss,' said Violet, in her most offensive manner, ^ you really are a 
downright primrose ! And after all your Indian experience ! As if Love and 
Affection had anything to do with one another ! ' I did not answer. 

I wrote at once to Joe at Rio Qrande repeating the story, but making as light 
as I could of it. . . .* 

Violet says this answer of Joe's is evasive, and is worded so as to leave it 
open to him to say ho never denied it outright. I think otherwise. If Joe 
wanted to produce a false impression he would tell an honest lie, without 
shiifiling. I took it to bo nn absolute denial. 

I did not write to Joe again immediately. 1 wrote to Signora Nissim on the 
chance of her getting a letter directed to Rio Grande (only with no other 
address), asking lier to tell mo all she knew, but say nothing to Joe, as it would 
annoy him, if sho could do without speaking to him. 1 have got no answer to 
this let tor at all. But I could not have had one, in any case, before my next 
letter to Joe. 

** As soon as Mrs. Sotli-Pettigrcw came home wo called to seo her, and I found 
sho seemed to know much less about tho matter than Violet had made out. But 
sho suggostod that we should get at Maria Zini, the girl who had been a servant 
in tho house Joo and this girl appear to have occupied at Fiesole. She kindly 
found her, and sent her to us. I will write exactly our interview, and you shall 
judge for yourself. After thanking her for coming, I said I wanted her to tell me 
all she could Remember of the Signore Giuseppe Vanc6 when they were together. 
* Mai ho visto loro iiisieme,' said she— but perhaps I had better translate her for 
you. never saw them together. 1 was only there a few days before the 
Signore came back, after tho Signora's death— a long time, and I was licemiaia 
(dismissed) next day after that fur breaking two coffee cups. I would have paid 
for them myself, but tho Siguoriua Vespucci was rabbiata (enraged). 

“ /.— ‘ But you saw the Signoro Vaneb when he returned?' 

She . — ‘ Siciiro he stayed to pranzo, and tho priore was there— they talked 
about tho child— tho Signore said it was molto carino.' 

Vi. — * Can’t sho remember anything they said at dinner ? ’ for Violet couldn't 
speak much Italian and I had to interpret. 

** She.—* I can't remember much at dinner— I had to give my attention to the 
servizio. But when tho Signore went away— he had the baby in bis arms, kissing 
it— he said : ** Remember, clear Signorina, I wiR do my duty as a father to Gristo- 
foro : and though the name of his grandfather was chosen for him without con- 
sulting me, I am ben contento that he should bear it. Because I was very fond 
of my Father." But just then I turned the vassoio a little to one side and the 
coffee cups slipped and the Signorina was rabbiata. It was only quattro soldi ’ 

** Vi. — * Show her Joe Vance’s portrait. Where’s the photograph album ? * 

** I.—* Is that like the Signore ? ' It was the last portrait of Joe, in a uniform 
of some corps ho belongs to. 

** She.—* 1 couldn't say for certain. It looks older and darker. Besides, the 
Signore was dressed borghes^.' That is to say, in mufti. 

* WltAt. follows is merely Lady Desprez’s letter on page 481, with Mr. Vance's reply 
on page 482 .— Ed. 
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“ /•— * Is this one like him ? ’ I pointed to a photo of Xolly. alongside one of 
Joe, taken six years ago in Loudon. 

“ SJie . — ‘ Not the least ! Bat l/iat one is precise, precise ! ’ pointing to Joo's. 

** Vi . — ‘I hope you’re convinced note, Lossie dear ! * 

I am afraid 1 teuji eonvincod. But 1 was determined to leave mi Htune un- 
turned before writing again to Joo. Bo I sought out the jirinro, only nnlnrliily 
he was not the same. The priore Grimaldi, his predeivsHor. had gone to Sardinia, 
to a very out-of-the-way place. But he could write any ciuimry. I asked him to 
lind from Pudro Grimaldi what he could, but specially tin* niinio of the wifi‘ and 
when the marriage took place. In course of a fortnight wi‘ heard that tlm 
marriage had been at Onaldo Tadino near Foliguo. The oihf r infiumatioii only 
contirmed what we already knew. 

“I was very unwell w'hcn this came. I had had a sliglit attack of plniriwy, 
resulting from a chill, and the doctors mild 1 should kill inyst If it f wi iitontiii 
the cold wind and hot siiii. But 1 lidgeted so to hear more about thin mni riago at 
Ouuldo Tadmo Gor the U tter said tho pi lore theie would ho kuiv, ti> rrriionilK r it 
— he was there at the time) that Vi, who is always gooil'initured about dvmtj uny- 
thiiig (though she has her faults) oireroil to go over to GuaUlo to see him and lu ar 
what she could. Bho did this, and lie reniembered the affaii* perfectly. 'I'o 
confirm his words he showtd Vi the r< gist<‘r nf miirnagcs in the (‘hiirrli, mid 
there was no possible doubt about it — Ginst'ppo Vancr and Aununciatina Vospuccl 
— Novonihcr 9, 1873. And ho also showed her a letter ho had from Joo Vanco 
about sumo matter relating to the w^nlding. • 

“ You may fancy, dear Surry, how ill and nervous I w’na when they enmo back, 
when I tcdl you that I disbelieved Vi when she told me this, and snid so. 1 had 
got all together ovor-cxcitcd and feverish. Vi only said, •\VoU-yoa can ask 
Bick— he was there too,* And she called him up to my room. * Ion saw Ihu 
books with the entries, Dick ? ’ said she. *Oh yes,’ said he, * 1 saw' the /xx/A’s fast 
enough.* And then Yi hustled him out of the room because he smelt of smoke. 
And I had tho fidgets for hours because he didn't ahsoliiiely say ho had reml tho 
entries or seen tho letter. Bat I saw when 1 came to myself, that there was uo 
loophole to get out at. For there could be no other Joseph Vance. . . 

*The remainder of the letter has uo interest in conuecuun wiih Idr. Vuuce’s narrative. 
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The bulky MS. of which Iho furc^roiiijr forms part camo into tho 

possession of Mr. E of Konsiiip:t«)n iin<lor llio cireumstiuicca 

which he ci(«crih(’S in the l(‘ttrr: 


“33 IVc.. 1300. 

“l)EAii Sirs : 'rh<> MS. {uliich I fonvanl to-ilav) im no tlouhl nnu-h t<wi bulky 
to piibiiMh ;is it Hbnnls, bill »»f itoursi^ yon him* r /Wi hlou hr fo iiho it as you likr, 
So lon^ as 1 can recoup iiiVM'if for iln^ 4 ‘\)m nsti auil Lnniblti 1 havu had 1 sbalJ bo 
BatiaUoil. • 

“ It is in iiiv pv»sHtHJUou owin^ to a nirn* im iib nl. and I tliiiik I Imvo Inintod 
nboiit fortboownor cnou^ih to jinstip in\ I'cilint' it to jmy cxpiuisos. It 

wii‘4 tbriiu«;]i luy nin;; to noti<;c a fraaio it of a b-ttm to omi J. Vaiirt*, Eaq., 
that hail bctni iisoil to wni]i uji a jiic-ou of diy lu'iad I hiul bon^rbL for diAainf?, on 
niy way to niy Studio. It fitniok nio a« \vi ilaHtny wif»‘. to whom 1 nliowt'd it. that 
it was ono llo* n'n‘i\tr would probably Iuim* di-Hiroyif il nr kopt ci rbunly not ono 
ho would bavo wisliid to about. 1 it to tbn wiunaii at (he liak(T*H 

shop, find hIh* a*rr<.‘i-d that thU was so. Sin* r« nifUiln r« d that a fornn'r 
bad Hpoki n of Mr. Jo‘*i*iib Yauco, wlioin k)h* waited on in biw i banibcrrt at hvr last 
plsK'o. It was iii'ar Husi-'idl Sipiaio ; hbo lutd fortrolb ii tin* ji'ldti -.s. laKkidbrr 
to (Micpiim and h*r uio kn<»w ; she s.'iid hb" rould orobablv liiid tin* i^nl a;^'ain. I 
callod a few days ufb r, and hbu bait f*innd it out. 

“It was at . . . but should you print ibis li iLor J will usk you to omit it, 
na auTioyanco niiRlit bo oaiisf d. 

“I called At the addioss with my wife, oxiuM-lint' In find Mr. .b.stf i Vance, 
but h^Jiad left tw^o ycarri nifo. Tho landlady of the bouse (wbii-b is li*t in cbimi- 
berB)%aH very diBobliging and ill-tempered, almost rcfuhiiijr tn answer (piostious. 
Bnt we got from her this much, that Mr. Vatico had livnl m tiie bf»iisii belwieu 
two and three years ; that ho wrote a good deal ; might have been any age ; took 
the rooms with attendance, and tho young poison, whom she railrd a ‘young 
Flnt,* could toll 118 a groat deal more about him timn she herself could, as sho 
waitotl on him every day. However, she berame a little more coinmunicativo 
when she remoinbered a grievance she had against Mr. Vance. Hho itad askial 
him not to burn papers in the clean black-leado<l giab 8, and he bml bogged Icavo 
to do so in the kitchen, A. big parcel ho put on tho fire lutd Hap /I up and set tho 
kitchen chimney on fire, and she had to pay a fine, an it hail not licni swept. 8ho 
was very angry with Mr. Vnneo about this j admitting, however, that Mr. Varjcc*9 
sister had spoken civil about it when she came, and tliat all her expenses had 
been paid. Wc asked wbetlier no address had been left, and kIjc said there was a 
foreign address, but she had lost it. When they went away Mr. Vance's sister 
said som^hing about Italy. Our informant refnaed to take charge of any lettera 
for Mr. Vance— in fact, was very unaccoimnodatiiig. 

** We tried to find the * young slut,* hut were unfortauato also in this. In the 

m 
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Hhort interim between oiir enquiries sho had left the place she was in and appar- 
ently disappeared altogether. It was supposed she had got employment at a 
theatre. 

About six months after this I was in want of a model with a good pair of 
arms, and one was sent to me by my friend .... Her arms were very fine, 
and I had a great many sittings. Bho of course talked incessantly in the silly 
way models liavo, and I only threw in a word or two now and then. I occasion- 
ally listened, wlieii the stories she told grow extra silly, in order to amuse my 
wife with thorn. One such story was to the effect that she had been a sort of 
lady-help oiico in a house where there was an author. This gentleman had made 
a big parcel of a lot of • littery rubbish* and she had taken this rubbish out of 
the parcel, substituting the same bulk of pax>cr. 1 asked her motive for doing 
this, and she gave mo the very unsatisfactory reason that she did it to see what 
an old Cure tlio writer would look when he found the Daily Telcgraft folded close 
instead oll‘ his precious rubhish. Of course she meant to give it back. * It was,* 
she said, * all along of tlio old Cure himself she didn’t.’ It seemed that he, 
shortly before leaving tlui hoii.so ‘ where he had been staying,’ had put the parcel 
containing (as he snpimsed) his writings, on the kitcli^m lire * not to mess the 
clc*aii grates in the sitting-roonis.* Then she couldn’t *find the cheek* to tell 
him of the trick she had intonded, before bo went aAviiy witli his sister. 

“ It WHS odd that I did not at once rcjcoguizo tbo story. I was iicrliaps throw'n 
off my guard, by the imago of the ‘ lady-holi> * and tbo gentleman who ‘ stayed in 
the house *— a different entourage. When I repeated the talo to iny wife she at 
once said ; * Why, what a goose you arc ! Of course your model is the “young 
slut.” ’ Of course she was, and I should never have found it out ! 

“ I thought it much bettor that the papers, whatever they wore, should bo in 
iny keeping than the young woman’s. So I offered to purchase the MS. of her, 
ntid after seeing it thought I might speculate to the extent of two pounds, which 
she accepted. As Messrs. . . . Lave kindly offered to cover this expense and 
others incurred in advertising, and have undertaken all responsibilities in case it 
turns out a genuine narrative, containing names of living people, I have no 
hesitation in leaving it in their hands. I tliink I may, however, fairly ask for a 
presoutatiun copy in case of publication. I um, dear Sir, 

“Tours, etc. 

“I enclose the address of Miss Constantine the modeLjjhoold you desire 
further information from her.” 

Having undertaken to prepare this MS. for the Press, after 
necessary curtailment, I decided to find out "Miss Constantine,” 
whom T recognized as the "Betsy Austin” of the narrative, and 
to got her to tell me more of Mr. Vance, as there was no doubt 
she could do. Tn this I was not mistaken. She became very com- 
municative, and the following is, in a condensed f6rm, what she 
told me in one or two interviews. 

She had attended on or " done for ” Mr. Vance during the whole 
of his slay on " Skinncrscs fir.st floor.” He was a quiet sort 
. of oldish gentleman, who conducted himself which a many didn’t. 
• Ho was particular, " but so might you have been,” about bis bath- 
i water and croptyin’ regular. Used to go for walks after dark. 
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Always gave money to organs jf Italian ami Pi(<lnionto^tos with 
guinea-pigs that diul win n inslrurlol to it. Very imul oi‘ elir.-s 
and used to have a (h‘rman roiuul to play and often tlins> in tlio 
morning in conseiineiue. She had tak«*ii notes to tlie (lerinaii 
often and often, and was sure of Ins name and nildreis, whi^'h 
she gav(.‘. Slie ndndtted sh<‘ di<l wrong in ahstraeting the 

]V1S., hut it \S'iis only a praetieal joke in the way of tleserihing it* 
an<l nr)l intended to (*onvey rnaiiee. What was his si.>ter like I 
Like him^ No, not a hit- -a handsome old lady -not so Vv ry old, 
neitln'r. A lock of ri'oy hair gri*yish hair — loose on her forelwad. 
("nnie in a liaiisorn lije llr^-t time -next in a c’arriage. She ^lanved 
her lip the iirst lime -‘h*' dr<»ve up lo th<i next house ami knoek*'»l 
and rang, “ and I was out in front ami h<\iTil hi‘r ask for Mr. Vam*e, 
So says I 1 h‘ liv« s Ia n'--- lir^t floor. Should i take* her eard iip^^' 
“Oh no.'^ ‘-avs sh(‘, “ .Mr. \"amaj‘s si*'ter." and s!ie ju.'t passed me hy 
introdiieively. arul “Show in** liis door."’ ] fold li(‘r him and 

J^Ir. iMltidrn r was ni>laving elu *^; aii*l ."'he says “ N(‘ver mimi,*' 
and iroes siraiphl in. Wiial tlid "h** 'ay exaetly ^ 1*11 tell you. 

She said n* vt‘r a word, hut ."tood giving littk* like as if tho 

words wouldn’t eom*'. Ih rr I'tk iden r he didn’t Ii(*mp lier- he’d 
his hark to her, and hi* sat looking at llie Prawns and !h>oks - 
ruhhisliin' nonsiaise-'-hir grown mi-ii to sit playin' at Wlial did 
!Mr. VaiK'e say I’ll tidl you. lie .started up and e,jlled out some- 
l^ng J failed to notice, and TIerr l'lleid(*rer he looks iij) am! says, 
.v' No — you have a goot game— duil 1 ;hnll give* you a elu'ck at 
ijjiicon S(p.iare.” Then Mr. Vanee eamo running nuind t*) flu* lady, 
rtist ill time to cateh her. Oh yes, she’d very m arly ft lll .and sIhmI 
"scorned that strong loo, coming no thi* stairs. And the Jlerr ho 
says “ llar.sharsli — vat is dat?” TIk ji Mr. Vanee says ipiitii self- 
contained like, “ We’ll finish ourgomi^ another time, IMleiderer. IPs 
my sister.’’ And the Jlerr lie says, “ I v/il! take my leaf.” 

There was a little hesitation in ronstantiruNS manner .it 
this point of the story, due to her reluetaiiee to admit th.at after 
swing Mr. Ptloi<lcrcr out slie had returned and listened at the, key- 
hole. When once .*^110 had yielded the point she hecarne eornmiini- 
cutivo agaip, and c;vim infused a certain amount of dramatic forco 
into her narrative of what she heard, as sbf* warmed t^> her 
subjwt. 

“She was a-cryingl” said ahe. “Oh, cryin’ she was! And id 
was ^Oh, my dear Joe — ray poor Joe*— Oh, to think of it! All 
these^ years — these years.’ And there was Mr, Vanee— crying 
Oh no, h(3 w'asn’t crying — ^you could hoar he wasn’t— only when 
be spoke it was just as good ! Only not giving away. lie wasn’t 
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that sort. Tic hcM to, and kep’ it in. Tint cried she did! no 
Jiiislake.” 

“ What did Mr, Vanco say ? ” 

^**lt was for you, dear love, it was for you.* That’s what ho 
kept on 8ayin^^ ^ I low could I hear for you to know about poor 
little Becky.* I think it was Becky he said. Then she cried more. 
Thc'n tln\y went down quieter, and he says, ‘ How came you to find 
out?* And she says, * In Jluf;h*.s old sairhrd— we opened the lin- 
ing:.* And Mr. V^ince he says, ‘My Chul!* and then old Skinner 
comos sereechinff up the stairs f<»r rne, and 1 had to and that 
was all I heard. 1 showed tin* lady ont lal(T, and the hansom had 
«tood there all the while, and it must have iru>Linted up. The lady 
filui looked quieler, and said drive to Mivart'.s. Oh yes, Mr. Vance 
ht? caiiu! down too and aaiil he oun:ht to j^o w'ith her, and she said 
noriHens(5\ 

“-Next day Mr. Vance he ^?ave noti^o- lu' had it by the throe 
months— any (luarlcr day; and Skinner had eorrespondin* had tem- 
per. And it w'lis tlien she eauArht him up short for to tlirow 

n burning letti*r in tint <*Kan ^rrate. So Mr. Vanee he says, ^ Now, 
Mrs. SkiiuuT, suppose y<»u he an amiahle party and let mo burn 
all my rubbish in your kih lumer. It ’ll fro twieed as quick.* And 
ttho ajrrced. bein^?- sinooth(‘d over like. And then Mr. Vance ho pets 
out the bundle with the old pa])f‘r on it, and wrote on ‘An 111- 
writhm Autohiotrraphy *— luit with nothin?? in it but so mneh Daily 
Tolfgraft — and liriiifrs it down and .shoves it under the lid of the 
kitcheiUT, th(.*^c^ hein?? no roastin?? and it wouldn’t burn, not till 
tho strinj? broke, — then Skinner she stirred the poker in through 
tho front bars, and flittonHl tljc leaves about. And it made a big 
blaze au<l set the sut alight iu the iluo, and tho engines came. 
But it was Skill ner.s’s own fault. What did Mr. Vanco say ? ‘ Catch 
hold of tho rug, Betsy Austin.* And him and mo held it acrost 
for to stop tho drarvo. And Skinner she stood and used many 
expressions till the Biiginos knockcnl and she went upstairs for 
to deny ’em. But their helmets carried that weight that Skin- 
ner she was dt^raolished like, and gave in.” 

Miss Constantino meant to have her talk out about the lire, 
and had it. I thought it l>ost to allow' it, but T nec*l4 not print 
the whole. I may mention, however, tliat Mr. Vance recognized 
the bead firenian as having^'been in his service more than twenty 
years befort.\ This oxasiicrated Mrs. Skinner, as it led to Mr. Vance 
taking him up into his nxim, and talking to him for some time, 
and keeping the engine in attendance, “ and boys climbing up the 
area railiiifpi,** Mi:5s C, having exhausted this story, went on to 
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the second visit of Mr. Vance’s sister, ndmitiin^ Unit when slio 
showed her in, she promptly listened at the keyhole, as betore. 

Skinner was out, and Upstairs was typevpritiuK audible. L<»av- 
inff off would have been notice, and I should have heard the strin't 
door. What did 1 hear them say? Noihin?? at lirst. Tlay just 
wont on, talkiu^r, talking — in very h^w vuict's. (.)h no! they never 
thouj?ht any one was listening. It was the subject -niulUT of 
their oonversnti<ui — they drop|x^l their voic4 s di)wn to it-- as n 
serious tone. Tlu'ii they f'ot on to .a windiiif^-np fpdckfa'ss. ljk(J 
eonelndinH: off, when the jH4(‘e is endin/^, and tlu'ir voiecs roso 
proportionate. 

“‘You rtmsij, dear old boy,’ says she, ‘you really must. It's 
the only way you can #rive me any chance of makini;? it up to 
you.’ And then she bn'aks oul. ln‘trayjn* emotion. ‘ Oli, my d«'ar, 

my <lear. when 1 think of you alone all these y*;ars ’ And 

I gathered, from notice taken, that she was cry in' over him suh- 
.stanlial. What did lie say< * 1 had the boy. darling I 

liad the h<»y.* ‘ Yiw, dear fellow,’ says sin*, * and Ik'tt’s boy afti-r 

all!' 1 think it was l3ott. not Becky. ‘Ah,’ says he, ‘but yoti 
should SCO my lioy. lie shall go to Oxf<»rd now. Not but ITert- 
ford’s very pond for him — hut I should liki^ Hailey,’ and then thi*y 
talkcMl again. undeTtnra*, but 1 could hear it was about Jiiney. 

Nothing but Janey, dsiney, Jancy Then Mr, Vaiico give out 

suddenly, crying like any little; girl. ‘Oh no, T>oss dear,’ says ho, 
‘do talk about her — it does mo ge>od.’ And then I had to go down 
and open the «loor, and it w'hs h mistake. Only they wanfccl 
to know — the rnistak*;— where was the Ophthalmic Insuranixi 
Society. And it took me ever so long lo din;<’t -am! when 1 got 
back upstairs I could hear tho conversation concluding off. Oh 
ye.s, I heard some more; I Slio said, ‘You’ll W'O one of my lelt**ra 
will turn up in time.’ — ‘Ifow did you direct exactly?’ says he. 
‘ Simply “ Joseph Vance, Esq.,” at the old address,’ soys she. ‘ And 
then as soon ns I was well enough I start<;d to come.’ — ‘ Wo might 
find them in the Dead Letter Office,’ says Mr. Vance, ‘but they 
wouldn’t do us any good.’ And then they came out, and she saya, 
‘ Now you ij^ust como over to Molly. So mind .you’re ready at nine 
to-morrow when I come.’ And next day sure enough she came 
in a carriage, and she and Mr. Vance and one or two tnjnks went 
away to Victoria, and that was the last of them I see. Pleased 
as Punch they looked.” 

This appeared to be all the information I could get from Miss 
Constantine. I determined next to apply to Ilcrr Dr. Ludwig Pflei- 
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dorer at the adrlrcss ybo had j^ivcn me. I can give the substance 
of hirt information without repeating his exact words. He met 
Mr. Vanef 3 a year ago at Sirnpson^s chess-rooms, and had played 
a good many games with him in his own house, but more at Mr. 
VuneVa rooms. Mr. V. was very retired, always asking to come 
alone if possibl**, as he really disliked 8f»eicty in every form. Mr. 
V. had given a general account of himself corresponding with that 
in the narrative, but had mentioned no names of friends. Dr. 
Pih idcror Iiad noticed this as peculiar; but he went to Mr. V.^s 
rooms to play ehess, not to pry into his private alTairs. Mr. V. 
was always going to Brazil next month, but was always detained 
by some new doeiimont turning up at the Britisli Museum, which 
ho felt bound to examine carefully. 11<‘ was always very anxious 
to get letbTs from an a<lopted son of bis who was at Harvard. 
Asked why tluj boy should not go to Oxford or Cambridge’, as th(’n 
h(‘ would hav(? him near him. and he could nauain longer in Eng- 
land, Mr. V. said the boy had relations in England ho did not wish 
him to make a<;<jiiaiii(ane(‘ with. Was it a family quarrel? No, 
there was no qiiarrcd —but tin y were on an unusual fooling. So Dr. 
Plleiderer asked no more (pieslious. 

I asked about tin’ lady wlio came when the game of chess was 
going on. 1 w.ill give Dr. P.'s verbal deseri]>tion of this. 

** Aha! ’’ saiil he, that was a very funny iueidenl! I was con- 
sidering my move, and did not lu?ar the door open. Suddenly 
Mr. Vance started up and shouted out ^ Lost!’ — at least that was 
what 1 thought he said at the time. 1 looked up and said his 
gamo was not lost at all — far from it — and then I saw his eyes 
11x<‘<l on some one. behind me, and I turned round and saw a very 
handsome lady ; tildish woman, with slightly grey hair loose on the 
forehead, and a very soft .«»ort of look about the eyes — long eye- 
lashes — must have b(H>n a beauty thirty years ago. She was as 
while as this shei't of ]iaper, and looked as if she would fall for- 
ward. Mr. Vnneo went round the table quickly, and just caught 
her in time, lie got her to the sofa, and then told me it was his 
sister, whom he had not seen for many years, and wc would finish 
our game another time. So, as I was in the way I sai<^ good-night. 

** He called on mo next day, and was very full of apologies for 
the way ho had packed mo off. He said it was perfectly impos- 
sible to give an explanation of the circumstances under which his 
sister had been separated from him for a very long term of years, 
or of those w’hich had brought her back quite unexpectedly. her 
coining had made a groat change in his plans, and now instead 
of going to Brazil bo should accompany this lady back to Elorenco 

i' 
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where she. livct.1. ‘I luthcr ;i hunil)^!-, ]l. 7 v I>o»"',or/ sixid 
he, ‘in speakinj' of kr as my sister. VVe ija\e «luay« ihoviKht 
of each other as brother aiui sister — but only heeauso 1 was in a 
sense adopted into her family when 1 was a eliild «*f — half 

her agc.^ ‘ 1 s<‘c,' said J. ‘ you have* always thouKhi of lu'r as a 
sister — quite always.’ ‘ As a very dear sister/ saitl ht'. ‘ 1 
said I, ‘and you will go to your very dtar sister's house in Flor- 
ence, and live there, and be her very ib ar brother/ ‘ Soiiit'thing 
of that sort/ said he, ‘ And 1 exptvf my l't>y will go to Oxbml 
after all.’ ‘You will forgive my plain s]>ei‘ch. Mr. Vanee/ said 
1. ‘And play a game of ehess tlm bargain. lb*rr Doctor/ 
said he. And we i)layc*d fur two hours. J!e opruietl Huy l.#opex, 
and heat me in fifty-four niov<‘s. It was a gooil gamf^'' 

“Did he not s.ny anything farther during the game?” 

“ Well - nothing niueli during the game. My wife* eame in and 
gave us lea and talked of what troubh’ she had in finding an 
address that morning. Mr. Vanee sni<l. ‘Well, Mrs. Piloiderer, 
I hop(‘ you didn't have so much trouble to find y<nir friend gs 
the lady you saw, Jlerr l)oet4»r, had to fitid me (hr? other Hny.* 
And then he told ns how' she had eorrie to London on a forlorn 
hope to find him without any elue at all exivpl that he had Ihh'u 
seen in Sloane 8tn‘et. ‘ Not a soul of my own eonneetion kn(?w 
anything about me/ said lu', ‘ All thought T was still in Bra/il. 
Her brother wuis laid up with gout, ami eouldi/t help. But by 
a lucky chance he reinemborf'd forwarding some gooils from his 
Office in Lincoli/s fnri Fields to a Panteelmicon. for me, years 
and years ago — and they managed to fish f»uf tlu* nwipi given 
when the goods were sent for, and at the Pantechnicon sho got 
my address and came straight on/ ” 

This was all the information to bo had from Herr Pfleiderer, 

There remained a chance of information ns to Mr. Vance’s where- 
abouts if one of Lady Desprez’s letters couM be recovered. T 
applied at the Central Office, and the officials wen; most courteous 
and obliging, making every possible search and enquiry, but with- 
out result. 

It might gppear the most obvious course to make enquiry for this 
lady^s Villa in Florence. But there is no doubt many of tho 
names in tho narrative arc changed, and Dcaprez undoubtedly is, 
as there was no General of that name killed at Candahar in ^79. 
This is not the only name whose owner could certainly be identified 
if it \iere genuine; for instance, the name of Thorpa The name 
Vance itself is rather puzzling, as even if it were not Mr, Joseph 
Vance’s real name, it is difficult to see how Lady Despres could 
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direct to him under that name — a name* assumed, bo it noted, to 
eiisuro couct*alineiit of the bearer. But no large building firm 
under the name of Christopher Vance & Co. can be found in any 
directory. The story of tins signboard inukea this circumstance 
the more singular. The real name^s might certainly have Ixkjii (for 
inslancc) Hobson and Jobson in8t<*ad of Dance and Vance. But 
if the nainea are alter<*<l throughout it is not easy to see why 
M.r. Vance was so anxious to destroy the MS. 

In any <'a80 the Buhlishers and myseli' may claim that wo have 
tak(ni every pos.siblc precaution. We have advertised not only in 
the English press, but in that of other countri(‘s (Italy espe- 
cially), without r4‘eeiving any answ'cr. T have p(;rsonally gone 
through a whole library of l)ireoU»rles of all sorts in the hope of 
iiuding some <'lue to some one person mentioned, but wnlliout suc- 
cess. TIm? narrative is published now in the belief, on our part, 
that if it is, after all, a genuin<‘ one, the alteration of names ia 
such that identification is inii)ossil)le, and will remain so. 
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Just ns tlui first odilion of this work is in tho prrsR 

anJ really fnr tho himliT, a most omharra-'MUK h'ltcr hsis ijonio 
into the Kditor's ^)()^sossioIll whu*h t‘stal»li>h<'S tlu* identity of 
the “ Lady iJespn*/. ni* the story. We liave. ih;oided, after taking? 
legal lulviee, on jirinting tins letter without the signatnri'. It is 
essential to llie completeness of tin* narrative and can in im oiiiM* 
make matters worse than they are alreatly. We hav**, however, 
com m uni eat ed witli th<i writer and undeTtaken to suppress the work 
if sin* for her jjart will undertake to cover expenses up to date. 
If no answer is receivtxi the laxik will issue as announced. 

'flu* k'tter. which the Post-OlHce Authorities have handed to 
the Kditor, Mr. Jlowdiui, seems to have gone to Chelsea, Boston^ 
U. S., nearly two years since*, and rcmainff^l there until n'c'ently. 
That it has rraeh<‘rl us is due to the shn’wdni'ss of Mr. N^otley, 
of Si. Mart in’s-le-< fraud, who was pn^^ent when Mr. Ilowden 
made his enquiry. It ^truek him that the saimj thing might have 
occurred that lit* had known in another case >lhat tlin addr<*Hs 
Chelsea, S. W.^ might have hmi taken for (’ladsea. S. Ik (Stati 
TJniti), and the word T/Oiidon omitted. 'This was (*xaetly wlmt 
had happened, and the letter was found on ut)pll<-ati(m U> llus olfico 
at Bostem. 

The direction, evidonlly written in agitation, omits the word 
London, and the word Tnghilterra written la^t is a mere blot. Tho 
whole has the appearanw of having bocm hloltefl on ordinary 
paper, the last words suffering most. To add to this the stamps 
have been jdact'd* f probably by an Italian w-rvant) exactly on 
what was tlio word Inghiltcrra, — perhaps with tho view of rem- 
edying tho slovenly appearan<*e. 

We n'print tho whole lette r, only omitting the signature. For 
otlier names Vuit are mentioned wc have 8ubslitute<l those, in tho 
MS. that correspond. 

dear, dear eld Joe, Is it too late? I mean in it hHH poeBibto I may do 
Bomething-^omo little ihing—to mako amends for all the cniel wrong T liave 
been doi]% to you in these past years ? Oh, my dear, if this shcmld reach you, 

*Two stamps of ton centimes and one of five, 
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Trrite, telegraph iil; once io tell me whore you arc. I woiiUl give all I have, would 
give all niy days that are left, only to boo yon for ono hour and speak with yon 
and have the air clear between ub aa it used to be, and for you to know how 
niisorably I could allow myself to be deceived. For, my dear, my dear, I know it all 
now— it has all come to mo in ibis last twelve hours, and Uugb is not here to keep 
me calm and tell mo whnt to do. 1 must act for myself as best I may. Qod grant 
me only to see your dear hice once iigaiii—the face I bad the cowardice and 
stupidity to think deceived mo. I mght to have known it was impossMef andl 
was a /(wl and knew nothing. 

“ Writing like this is no use ! I had better stop it and try to tell you every- 
thing that has happened, as nearly as I can. lint! am ill, and my head swims. 
If it wore not so 1 should start at once ft>r London, for I know you are in Loudon 
somewhero. 13ut £ can only write to your old house and hope some chance may 
take the loiter on. 

‘‘For flftcon— no! sixteen years — Clod forgive me for my folly— I have 
believed ono whom I now know to bo as true a man as ever lived to have been 
false in w'ord and deed— /ton) I could have thought it, it bcwildcTS me now to 
think! But 1 watt deceived, my dear, so cruelly deceived. And now I have to 
purchase the chance of making some amends for my wrong to you at the cost of 
knowing that another brother, whose memory I was clierishing as a ti'easuro, 
was Olio for whom I can find no name 1 cun bear to call him by — but I must try 
again to begin and tell you whnt has happened— 1 mean what has happened in 
this last day boro. As for niy excuses for the past, I cannot write them now. 
Oh, how 1 hope wo shall meet that I may toll you ! 

“ You must remember my little Cicely ttho Turk, you called her). She and a 
young soldier, quite a boy, whom she met in the summer in London, arc in love, I 
and want rao to allow them to lie engaged. He has come hero on a visit, ami t 
Cicely told him that 1 still keep Hugh's old i*egimcntals that he had at the time of 
his death. He came to me yesterday asking as a great privilege that lie might bo | 
allowed a sight of thoni— tbero is nut a young man in the army, said he, but 
would think it a privilege to soe and touch tho garment Hugh .... died in. 
Bo I got it out for him, and 1 thank God I did so. For as I was telling him of tho 
little satchel that you will I'm sure recollect— he stood turning it over in hia 
hands, and pnt his hnger throngh the hole the bnllct made. 1 had never exam- 
ined it so closely— it was too much pain— and had wrapped it up and put it away 
sixteen years ago. Young Lieutenant .... said there was a piece of paper 
inside tho lining and it felt like an envelope. 1 thought it impossible, but told 
him to pull it out. I saw at once that it was a letter to tho motlicr of your boy 
Crisloforo— but not in your handwriting ! 

“ I opened it and saw tho signature, Giuseppe Vancl^. But tho moment I saw 
* Giuseppe * I saw it was Beppino's. And the whole thing burst suddenly on me, 
and I was wise too late. I fell down insensible, and am now only slowly recover- 
ing from tho shock. ^ 

Oh, my dear, I see it all plainly now— at least, I sec yon took Beppino's gniU 
upon yourself, and mado his boy your own. I remember I wrote out to Barita 
t^t I believed it must have been some Quixotism of yours. So it was, dear Joe, 
but it was the Quixotism of the Angels. 

How tho letter came to be in Hugh's old wallet quite passes my comprehen- 
sion. I could only recollect that one day at Poplar Villa that Iminjj^was tom, 
and Hugh bad it sewn up. The letter must have been slipped inside the lining 
and sewn in. It was before wo bought Villa . . . .—that’s all I can recollect. 
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Ai to Bcppino — I dare not tUink—iii fact, ! CHttiioi, t oau nothing wow 
except that ho writca to au Italian tt{fe whoae naniv U not Hihyl, and aigna him* 
self with au aaaumed Hiirnamo. Ai to any poaitible uiiatake about who wrote that 
* OiuiioppQ/ 1 have pb'iity of letters from htm signed so. As to Hibyl. I shall toll 
her iiotliiug. She had batter nut know, 1 daresiiy you remember that nho 
married the Duke of ... . within two years of Iteppiiio’s ilaatli. I always say 
l5eppino*s hoy is more mine than hers ni*w. Hbo is so much In the world. 

**I am very roufuMid about it all-'biii ipiite clear uf one tbing-^ibat JVppiiio 
deceived some girl here under your name, iiuti you timk all the hlanie on yourself 
after her death— and I did wrong to believe you. 1 see it iu4»re in the look of 
your face, us 1 reiiM’mber it fhen, than by any uusl^KiH 1 can make of the story 
now. I HOC It all, my dear. 1 see it all ! And 1 know you have never hlainr-d me. 

“1 know you art- in I.ondon hocausc! some tlorrnaii ladies were here Inat week, 
and when [ was showing them my photos, one of tin ni pitehnl itpoii your portiait 
and said she had mm'H you in Hjoint. Str* ef j^l^t In fon* htartjug to come away, but 
that y/)u looked inudi older thuu v\Imj hIi*' knew you, Mie w.is a Msdnmo 
Sehriiidt, wdin has bei-ii a t:;ivat pianist 1 1*4 li^ ve. If only hi r littlo bit uf infurina- 
ti'JU h‘UiN tt» your ri cei,iijg this, how gl.id I hIihH be ! 

“Diar, dt ar otIuM- litihj hr»»tlitr, if thi'* letter n uidu'S you and we lU'Ver meet, 
as may Ik^, try and think of oiir past as thongh it had einled in (hoso last days at 

NeN4>r think «»f alt tliesi.' dnary years of dArkinsH and niiHiiinlersiand- 

iiig. If iuiiy W4i might all havi* ilied then-while the world wuh still swed tons 
and lifi) seemed good ! Ah it now is. tin* best to hope for is that I may get iiiy 
strength again and come to fiiu! you. But I know that if you ; eceivc this you will 
come at juico b> mo. 

••They toll me I niuHt writr no more, and I wank thin to go to*day. 1 shall bo 
happier when it is (Kistod. It is a chance-' a hope to live on. My band shakes, 
but 1 can still wniii that 1 am your loving sisti r. 

'*As soon as I am better 1 shall start for I^ondon to dud yon. T^ei Niilly’s 
people in Llncolii^s Inn Fields know where you iirc-'-aiid he will go to you al 
once. He has often asked wliat has become of you, and I have told him thie and 
that. He beliorcs joa eiill at Bio Grande, or somewhere in S. Atrn rica." 


aiLLi.v. A-NU MI*., 





